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■w 

H  E  Public  at  length  receives  a  new 
Edition  of  the  two  great  Poets,  who, 
with  a  Fate  in  each  cafe  alike  unjuft, 
were  extoll'd  for  near  a  Century  after 
their  Deaths,  jiD  Equal?,  Rivals,  nay, 
Superiorstothe  immqrfal  Shakejpear^ 
but  in  the  prefent  Age  have  been  ^epr^fe'd  beneath 
the  fmooth-polifhed  eneryatrri#a§  of  the  Modern 
Drama.  And  as  their  FaiA6  Has  been  fo  different 
with  refpedt  to  other  Poets,  fo  has  it  varied  alfo  be- 
tween Themfelves.  Fletcher  was  a  while  fuppofed 
unable  to  rife  to  any  Height  of  Eminence,  had  not 
Beaumont's  ftronger  Arm  bore  him  upwards.  Yet 
no  fooner  had  he  loft  that  Aid,  and  demonftrated 
that  it  was  Delight  and  Love,  not  Neceflity,  which 
made  him  foar  ahreajl  with  his  amiable  Friend  ; 
but  the  ftill  injurious  World  began  to  ftrip  the  Plumes 
from  Beaumont,  and  to  drefs  Fletcher  in  the  whole 
Fame,  leaving  to  the  former  nothing  but  the  mere 
Pruning  oi  Fletcher's  luxuriant  Wit,  the  Lima  Labor, 
Vol,  I#  a  3  the 
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the  Plummet  and  the  Rule,  but  neither  the  Plan, 
Materials,  Compofition>  or  Ofnaments.  This  is  di- 
re&ly  afferted  in  Mr.  Cartwrighfs  Commendatory 
Poem  on  Fletcher. 

Who  therefore  wifely  did  fubmit  each  Birth 
To  knowing  Beaumont  e'er  it  did  come  forth,   , 
Working  again  until  hefaid,  'twas  fit, 
And  made  him  /£*  Sobriety  of  his  Wit. 
Iko'  thus  he  caWd  his  Judge  into  his  Fame, 
And  for  that  Aid  allow 'd  him  half  the  Name,  &c. 

See  Cart<wright>$  Poem  below. 

Mr.  Harris,  in  his  Commendatory  Poem,  makes 
Beaumont  a  mere  deadweight  hanging  on  the  Boughs 
pf  Fletcher's  Palm. 

. —  —    '  '■  -  When  thou  didft  ft 

But  ai^j(uA^CQmiplff^{eic  in  Wit; 
When  It  b/i$P\uiflitetit  hung  on  tofupprefs 
Its  too  luxiMan£$pft6ing  Mightinefs. 
Till  as  h&ttt£&\%ffi$hf corns  to  be  kept  iown> 
Thou  grew'J?  to  'govtfrthhe  whole  Stage  alone. 

I  believe  this  extremely  injurious  to  Beaumont-,  but 
as  the  Opinion,  or  fomething  like  it,  has  lived  for 
Ages,  and  is  frequent  at  this  Day,  it  is  time  at 
length  to  reflore  Beaumont  to  the  full  Rank  of  Fel- 
lowship which  he  poflefs'd  when  living,  and  to  fix 
the  Standard  of  their  rcfpe&ive  Merits,  before  we 
fhew  the  Degree  in  which  their  united  Fame  ought 
to  be  placed  on  the  Britijh  Theatre. 

Mr.  Cartwright  and  Mr.  Harris  wrote  thirty  Years 
after  Beaumont" %  Death,  and  twenty  after  Fletcher's ; 

and 
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and  none  of  the  numerous  contemporary  Poems, 
publiftied  with  theirs  before  the  firft  Folio  Edition 
of  our  Authors,  degrade  Beaumont  fo  very  low  as 
thefe.  Sir  John  Berkenbead  allows  him  a  full  Moiety 
of  the  Fame,  but  feems  to  think  his  Genius  more 
turned  to  grave  Sublimity  than  to  Sprightlinefs  of 
Imagination. 

Fletcher'*  keen  Treble,  and  deep  Beaumont V  Bafe. 

Thus  has  this  Line  of  Sir  John's  been  hitherto  read 
and  underftood,  but  its  Authenticity  in  this  Light  will 
be  difputed  when  we  come  to  that  Poem,  and  the 
Juftnefs  of  the  Character  at  prefent.  We  have 
among  the  Commendatory  Poems,  One  of  Mr* 
Earless  wrote  immediately  after  Beaumont's  Death, 
and  ten  Years  before  Fletcher's  :  He  feems  to  have 
been  an  Acquaintance  as  well  as  Contemporary,  and 
his  Tcftimony  ought  to  have  much  more  Weight 
than  all  the  Traditional  Opinions  of  thofe  who  wrote 
thirty  Years  after.  He  afcribes  to  Beaumont  three 
firft-rate  Plays;  The  Maid's  Tragedy,  Pbilajler,  and 
The  King  and  No-King.  The  firft  of  thefe  has  a 
'grave  Sublimity  mingled  with  more  Horror  and  Fury 
than  are  frequently  fecn  among  the  gay-fpirited  Scenes 
of  Fletcher,  and  probably  gave  rife  to  the  report  of 
Beaumont's  deep  Bafe.  But  there  is  fcarce  a  more 
lively-fpiritedr  Chara&er  in  all  their  Plays  than  Phi- 
lafter,  and  I  believe  Beaumont  aimed  at  drawing  a 
Hamlet  racked  with  Othello's  Love  and  Jealoufy. 
The  King  and  No  King  too  is  extremely  fpirited  in 
all  its  Chara&ers ;  Arbaces  holds  up  a  Mirrour  to  all 
Men  of  virtuous  Principles  but  violent  Pajjions: 
Hence  he  is  as  it  were  at  once .  Magnanimity  and 
Pride \  Patience  and  Fury,  Gentlenefs  and  Rigour ; 

a  4  '  Chaftity 


4 


viii         P    R   M   $  A  G  E. 

Chaftity  zndjncejl,  and  is  one  of  the  fineft  Mixture 
of  Virtues  and  Vice*  that  any  Poet  has  drawn,  except 
the  Hot-Jpur  of  Shakefpear,  and  the  impiger,  ira- 
cutidus,  inexorability  acer,  of  Homer.  (For  a  De- 
fence of  this  Chara&er  agairift  Mr.  &hy?Mr'$  Cavils, 
fee  Note  the  zd  m  <I%e  King  and IN*  King.)  Beffus 
and  his  two  Swordfmen  in  this  Play  are  infinitely,  the 
livelieft  Comic  Charadters  of  mere  bragging  Cowards 
which  we  have  in  our  Language ;  and  if  they  do  hot 
upon  the  whole  equal  the  extenfive  and  inimitable 
Humours  of  PalftaffwA  his  Companions ,  they  leave 
all  other  Characters  of  the  fame  Species,  cv'n  Shake- 
jpear's  6Wn  Parclles  far  behind  them. 

Our  excellent  •  Congreve  has  confolidated  the  twfc 
Swordfmen  to  form  his  Captain  Blyff.  And  be  it 
his  Honour  to  have  imitated  fo  well,  tho*  he  is  far 
from  reaching  the  Originals.  Beaumont  lived  in  the 
Age  df  fuelling  upon  every  flight  Pundtilio.  Con- 
greve wrote  his  Bluff  in  the  Flanders  War  :  Timet 
when  a  Braggart  was  the  moft  ridiculous  of  all  Cha- 
racters ;  and  fo  far  was  Beaumont  from  the  fuppofed 
grave  folemn  tragic  Poet  only,  that  Comic  Humour ', 
particularly  in  drawing  Cowardife,  feems  his  peculiar 
Talent.  For  the  Spirit  of  Bejfus  paulum  mutatus, 
chang'd  only  fo  as  to  give  a  proper  Novelty  of 
Character,  appears  again  in  The  Nice  Valour,  or  Pafi 
Jionate  Madman.  The  Traces  of  the  faftie  HancJ, 
fo  ftrongly  mark'd  in  this  Play,  ftrike  a  new  Light 
upon  Beaumonfs  Chara&er.  For  in  a  Letter  to  Jon- 
fpn,  printed  at  the  end  of  The  Nice  Valour,  Vol.  X« 
pag.  365.  he  fpeaks  of  himfelf  not  as  a  mere  Cor- 
rector of  others  Works,  but  as  p.  Poet  of  acknow- 
ledge Eminence,  and  of  The  Nice  Valour,  and 
fome  other  Comedy,  (which  the  Publifher  of  the 

fecond 
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fecond  Folio  *  took  for  the  Woman-Hater)  as  his 
Plays  (which  muft  he  understood  indeed  as  chiefly 
his,  not  excluding  JFletcber's  Affiftance.)-  Nowthefc 
two  Plays  totally  differ  in  their  Manner  from  all  that 
Fletcher  wrote  alone;  They  confift  not  of  Charafters 
from  real  Life,  as  Fletcher  and  Sbaiejpear  draw 
theirs,  but  of  Pqffions  and  Humours  perfoniz'd,  as 
Cowardife  in  Lapet,  Nice  Honour  in  Sbamont,  the 
Madnefs  of  different  Paffions  in  The  Madman,  the 
Love  of  nice  Eatjng  in  Lazarillo,  the.ffofc  of  Wo- 
men in  Gonderino*  This  is  Jonjbn's  Mariner, to  vrhom 
in  the  Letter  quoted  above,  Beaumont  indeed  ac- 
knowledges that  he  owed  it. 


Fate  once  again 


Bring  me  to  thee,  who  can  ft  make j moot b  and  plain 
The  way  of  Knowledge  for  me,  and  theft  I 
Who  have  no  good  but  in  thy  Company, 
Proteji  it  'Will  my  greaUfi  Comfort  be 
<x  T 'acknowledge  all  I  have  to  flow  from  Thee* 
Ben,  when  the fe  Scenes  are  perfect  we'll  tajle  Wine: 
TU  drink  thy  Mufes  Health,  thou  fhatt  quaff  mine. 

.  *  The  Publiihers  of  the  fecond  Folio  added  feveral  genuine  Songs 
Prologues,  Epilogues,  and  fome  Lines  in  particular  Plays  not  contained 
in  any  former  Edition,  which,  by.  the  Account  given,  they  perhaps  got 
from  either  an  old  A&or,  or  a  Playhoufe-Prompter;  they  fay,  from  a 
Gendeman  who  had  been  intimate  with  both  the  Authors,  they  probably 
were  directed  by  Lights  received  from  him  to  place  The  Woman-Hater 
directly  before  The  Nice  Falour9  and  to  make  this  the  other  Play  which 
Beaumont  claims.  The  Little  French  Lawyer^  and  The  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Peft/e,  are  moft  certainly  too  Plays  which  Beaumont  had  a  large 
Share  in,  for  his  Hand  is  very  vifible  in  the  extreme  droll  Character  of 
The  French  Lawyer  who  runs  Duello — mad;  the  Prologue  talks  of  the 
Authors  in  the  Plural  Number,  and  the  Strain  of  high  Burlefqae  appears 
very  firai&r  in  the  two  Characters  of  Laxarilh  in  The  Woman-Hater \  and 
Ralpho  v&The  Burning  Ptftle.  Beaumont's  Name  too  is  put  firft  in  the 
Title-page  of  the  firS  Quarto  of  this  laft  Play,  publiftied  a  few  Years 
after  FhtchlYs  Death. 

.Does 
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Does  Jon/on  (who  is  faid  conftantly  to  have  con- 
fulted  Beaumont,  and  to  have  paid  the  greateft  De- 
ference to  his  judgment)  does  he,  I  fay,  treat  him 
in  his  Anfwer  as  a  meer  Critic ',  and  Judge  of  others 
Works  only  ?  No,  but  as  an  eminent  Poet,  whom 
he  lov'd  with  a  Zeal  enough  to  kindle  a  Love  to 
his  Memory,  as  long  as  Poetry  delights  the  Under- 
ftanding,  or  Friendlhip  yrarms  the  Heart. 

How  I  do  love  thee,  Beaumont,  and  thy  Mufe% 
That  unto  me  doftfueh  Religion  ufe  ! 
How  I  do  fear  myfelf,  that  am  not  worth 
The  leaji  indulgent  Thought  thy  Pen  drops  firth  ! 

See  the  Remainder  of  this  Poem  III.  of  the  Com- 
mendatory Verfes  $  fee  alfo  the  Jirfi  of  thefe  Poems 
by  Beaumont  himfelf,  the  Clofe  of  which  will  fuffi- 
ciently  confirm  both'  his  Vigour  of  Imagination  and 
Sprightlinefs  of  Humour.  Having  thus,  we  hope, 
difpers'd  the  Cloud  that  for  A£es  has  darken'd  Beau- 
mont's Fame,  let  it  again  fhine  in  full  Luftre  Bri- 
tannia Sidus  alterum  et  Decus  gemellum.  And  let  u& 
now  examine  the  Order  and  Magnitude  of  this  Poetic 
Conjlellati 'on,  and  view  the  joint  Characters  of  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher. 

Thefe  Authors  are  in  a  dired  Mean  between  Sbakef- 
pear  and  Jon/on,  they  do  not  reach  the  amazing  Rapi- 
dity and  immortal  Flights  of  the  former,  but  they  foar 
with  moreEafe  and  to  nobler:  Heights  than  the  latter ; 
They  have  lefs  of  theOi  magna  fonans,  the  Vivida  Vis 
Animi,  the  noble  Entbufiafm,  the  Mufe  of  Fire,  the  ter- 
rible Graces  of  Sbakefpear,  but  they  have  much  more 
of  all  thefe  than  J  on/on.  On  the  other  hand,  in  Litera- 
ture they  much  excel  the  former,  and  are  excell'd  by 

the 
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the  ktter  5  and  therefore  they  are  more  regular  in 
their  Plots  and  more  corre&  in  their  Sentiments  and 
Di&ion  than  Sbakejpear,  but  lefs .  ib  than  Jorijbn. 
Thus  far  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  are  Oz^ ,  but  as 
hinted  above  in  this  they  differ  ;  Beaumont  ftudicd 
and  follow'd  Jonjbn's  Manner,  perjbniz'd  the  i\$/l 
Jions  and  drew  Nature  in  her  Extremes  *,  Fletcher 
followed  Sbakejpear  and  Nature  in  her  #/#*/  Z)r^i 
(this  DiftinEHon  only  holds  with  regard  to  their 
CmhV  Works ;  for  in  Tragedies  they  all  chiefly  paint 
from  ra*/  Life.)  Which;  of  thefe  manners,  is  moft 
excellent  may  be  difficult  to  fay  ;  the  former  fcems 
moft  Jtriking,  the  latter  more  pleafng,  the  former 
fhews  Vice  and  Folfy  in  the  moft  ridiculous  Lights, 
the /*/ftr  more  fully  fhews  each  Man  himfelf,  and 
unlocks  the  inmoft  Receffes  of  the  Heart. 

Great  are  the  Names  of  the  various  Mafiers  who 
followed  the  one  and  the  other  Manner.  Jonfon^ 
Beaumont  and  Moliete  lift  on  one  Sidt;' Terence, 
Sbakejpear  and  Fletcher  on  the  other. 

But  to  return  to  our  Duumvirate ,  between  whom 
two  other  fmall  Differences  are  obfervable.  Beau-. 
monty  as  appears  by  various  Tejlimonies  and  chiefly 
by  his  own  Letter  prefix'd  to  the  old  Folio  Edition 
of  Chaucer ',  was  a  hard  Student;  and  for  one  whom 
the  World  left  before  he  was  thirty \  had  a  furprifing 
Compafs  of  Literature  :  Fletcher  was  a  polite  rather 
than  a  deep  Scholar  >  and  converfed  with  Men  at  leaft 
as  much  as  with  Brooks.  Hence  thtgay  Sprightlt  fiefs 
and  natural  Eafe  of  his  young  Gentleman  are  al- 
lowed to  be  inimitable  ;  in  thefe  he  has  been,  pre- 
ferred by  Judges  of  Candour  even  to  Sbakejpear 
himfelf.  If  Beaumont  does  not  equal  him  in  this, 
yet  being  by  his  Fortune  con verfant  .alio  in  high 
Life  (the  Son  of  a  Judge,  as  the  other  of  a  Bifhop) 

He 
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He  is  in  this  too  alter  a&ilh,  a  ^po&feeond,  and  al- 
moft zfecondfelf,  is  Pbilafter,  Amihtor,  Bdcurius 
in  the  three  firft  Pkys,  Count  Vakrt,  Oriana,  Ctiri- 
mont,  Valentine,  aiyl  others  evidently  (hew. 

This  fmall  Difference  obferv'd,  another  appears  by 
no  means  fimilar  to  it  :  Beaumont,  We  faid,  chiefly 
ftudied  Books  and  Jonfon  ;  Fletcher,  Nature  and 
Sbakefpear,  yet  fo  far  was  the  firft  from  follow- 
ing his  FtiendtxA  Mafier  in  his  frequent  dole  and 
almoft  fervile  Imitations  of  the  ancient  daffies,  that 
he  feems  to  have  had  a  much  greater  Confidence  in 
the  Fertility  and  Richnefs  of  his  own  Imagination* 
than  even  Fletcher  himfelf :  The  latter  in  hia 
Majlerpiece,  The  Faithful  Shepberdefs,  frequently 
imitates  Theocritus  and  Virgil ;  in  Rollo  has  taken 
whole  Scenes  from  Seneca,  and  almoft  whole  A<fta 
from  Luc  an  in  The  Falfe  One.  I  do  not  blame 
him  for  this,  his  Imitations  have  not  the  Stifnefs% 
which  fometimes  appears  (tho'  not  often)  in  Jonfony 
but  breathe  the  free  and  full  Air  of  Originals ;  and 
accordingly  Rollo  and  *  The  Falfe  One  are  two  of 
Fletcher's  Firft-rate  Plays.  •  But  Beaumont,  I  be- 
lieve, never  condefcended  to  tranjlate  and  rarely  to 
imitate ;  However  largely  he  was  fupplied  with 
Claflic  Streams,  from  his  own  Urn  all  flows  pure 
and  untinStured.  Here  the  two  Friends  change 
Places :  Beaumont  rifes  in  Merit  towards  Shake/pear, 
and  Fletcher  defcends  towards  Jonfon. 


*  Rollo  is  in  the  lirft  Edition  in  Quarto  afcribed  to  Fletcbtr  alone, . 
The  Falfe  One  is  one  of  thofc  Plays  that  is  more  dubious  as  to  its  Authors. 
The  Prologue  fpeaks  of  them  in  the  Plural  Number  and  'tis  probable 
that  Beaumont  afUfted  in  the  latter  Part  of  it,  but  I  believe  not  much 
in  the  two  firft  Ads,  as  thefe  are  fo  very  much  taken  from  Lucan% 
and  the  Obfervation  of  Beaumont*  not  indulging  himfelf  in  fuch  Li- 
berties holds  good  in  all  the  Plays  in  which  he  is  known  to  have  had 
the  largeft  Share. 

Having 
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Having  thus  feen  the  Features  of  thefe  Twins  of 
Poetry  greatly  refembling  yet  ftill  diftinft  from  each 
other,  let  us  conclude  that  all  Reports  which  fepa- 
rate  and  leflen  the  Fame  of  either  of  them  are  ill- 
grounded  and  falfe,  that  they  were  as  Sir  John 
Berkenhead  calls  them,  two  full  congenial  Souls,  or, 
as  either  Fletcher  himfelf,  or  his  ftill  greater  Col- 
legue  Shake/pear  expreffes  it  in  their  Two  Noble 
Kinfmen.   Vol.  X.  p.  33. 

They  were  an  endlefs  Mine  to  one  another  •> 
They  were  eqch  others  Wife,  ever  begetting 
New  Birth  of  Wit. 

They  were  both  extremely  remarkable  for  their 
ready  Flow  of  Wit  in  Converfatibn  as  well  as  Com- 
pofition,  and  Gentlemen  that  remtmbred  them,  lays 
Shirty,  declare  that  on  every  Occafion  they  talk9 a  a 
Comedy.  As  therefore  they  were  fb  twinrid  in  Genius, 
Wqrth  and  Wit,fo  lovely  dhdpleafant  in  their  Lives, 
after  Death,  let  not  their  Fame  be  ever  again  divided. 

And  now,  Reader,  when  thou  art  fired  into  Rage 
or  melted  into  Pity  by  their  Tragic  Scenes,  charmed 
with  the  genteel  Elegance  or  buriling  into  Laughier 
at  their  Comic  Humour,  canft  thou  not  drop  the  in- 
tervening Ages,  fteal  into  Jonfon,  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher's  Club-Room  at  the  Mer-Maid,  on  a  Ni;:ht 
when  Shakefpear,  Donn  and  others  vifited  them,  and 
there  join  in  Society  with  as  great  Wits  as  ever  this 
Nation,  or  perhaps  ever  Greece  or  Rome  could  at  one 
time  boift?  where  animated  each  by  the  other's 
Prefence,  they  even  excelPd  themfelves  $ 

For  Wit  is  like  a  Reft, 


Meld  up  4t  Tennis,  which  Men  do  the  bejl 


With 
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With  the  be  ft  G#mejlers.  What  things  have  wefeen 

Done  at  the  Mer-maid !  heard  Words  that  have  been 

So  nimble  and  fo  full  of  fubtle  Flame > 

As  if  that  every  one  from  whence  they  came 

Had  meant  to  put  his  whole  Wit  in  a  Jeft, 

And  had  refohfd  to  live  a  Fool  the  reft 

Of  his  dull  Life ;  then  when  there  hath  been  thrown 

Wit  able"  enough  to  juftify  the  Town 

For  three  Dayspaft  $  Wit  that  might  Warrant  be* 

For  the  whole  City  to  talk  foolijhly 

Yill  that  were  cancelled";  and  when  that  was  gone 

We  left  an  Air  behind  us,  which  alone 

Was  able  to  make  the  two  next  Companies 

Right  witty  j  tbo*  but  downright  Fools,  meer  Wife* 

Beaumont's  Letter  to  Jonf<m,  Vol.  x.  p.  366. 

Hitherto  the  Reader  has  received  only  the  Por- 
traits of  our  Authors  without  any  Proof  of  the  Si- 
militude and  Juftice  of  the  Draught  -,  nor  can  we 
hope  that  it  will  appear  juft  from  a  mere  curfory 
View  of  the  Originals.  Many  People  read  Plays 
chiefly  for  the  fake  of  the.  Plot,  hurrying  ft  ill  on  for 
that  Difcovery.  The  happy  Contrivance  of  furprifing 
but  natural  Incidents  is  certainly  a  very  great  Beauty 
in  the  Drama*  and  little  Writers  have  often  made 
their  Advantages  of  it ;  they  could  contrive  Inci-^ 
dents  to  embarrafs  and  perplex  the  Plot,  and  by 
that  akftie  have  fucceeded  and  pleafed,  without 
perhaps  a  fingle  Line  of  nervous  Poetry,  a  (ingle 
Sentiment  worthy  of  Memory,  without  a  Pafjion 
worked  up  with  natural  Vigour,  or.  a  Cha- 
racter 
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rafter  of  any  diftinguifhed  Marks.    The  beft  Poets 
have  rarely  made  this  Dramatic  Mechanifm  their 
Point.      Neither     Sophocles,     Euripides,    Terence, 
Shakejpear,  Beaumont,  Fletcher  or  Jonfon,   are  at 
all  remarkable  for  forming  a  Labyrinth  of  Incidents 
and  entangling  their  Readers  in  zpleajing  Perplexity  : 
Our  late  Dramatic  Poets  learnt  this  from  the  French, 
and  they  from  Romance  Writers  and  NoveUfts.     We 
could  aimoft  wifh  the  Readers  of  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher  to  drop  the  Expectation  of  the  Event  of 
each  Story,  to  attend  with  more  Care  to  the  Beauty 
and  Energy  of  the  Sentiments,  DiSlion,    Pajjions 
and  Characters.     Every  good  Author  plcafes  more, 
the  more  he  is  examined;  (hence    perhaps    that 
Partiality  of  Editors  to  their  own  Authors  $  by  a 
more  intimate  Acquaintance,  they  difcover  more  of 
their  Beauties  than  they  do  of  others)  -cfpecially 
when  the  Stile  zndjtfanner  are  quite  oId-faJhioned9 
and  the  Beauties  hid  under  the  Uncouthnefs  of  the 

« 

Drefi.     The  Tajle  and  Fajhion  of  Poetry  varies  in 
every  Age,  and  tho*  our  old  Dramatic  Writers  are  as 
preferable  to  the  Modern  as  Vandike  and  Rubens  to 
our  Modern  Painters,  yet  mod  Eyes  muft  be  ac- 
cuftomed  to  their  Manner  before  they  can  difcern 
their  Excellencies.      Thus  the  very   beft  Plays  of 
Shakefpcar  were  forced  to  be  drefled  fajhionably  by 
the  Poetic  Taylors  of  the  late  Ages  before  they  could 
be  admitted  upon  the  Stage,  and  a  very  few  Years 
fi nee  his  Comedies  in  general  were  under  the  higheft 
Contempt,      Few  very  few  durft  fpeak  of  them 
with  any  fort  of  Regard,  till  the  many  excellent 
Crlticifms  upon    that.  Author    made  People  ftudy 
^  him,     and    fome    excellent  ASlors    revived  thefe 
Comedies,  which   compleatly  open'd  Mens  Eyes, 
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and  it  i$  now  become  as  fajhionabk  to„  admire  as  it 
had  been  to  decry  them. 

Shakefpear  therefore  even  in  his  fecond-bejl  Man* 
tier  being  now  generally  admired,  we  fhall  endea- 
vour to  prove  that  his  feamd~ra te  and  our  Author's 
firjl-rate  Beauties  are  fo  near  upon  a  Par  that  they 
are  fcarce  diftinguifhable.  A  Preface  allows  not 
Room  for  fufficient  Proofs  of  this,  but  we  will  pro- 
duce at  leaft  fome  Parallels  of  Poetic  DiStion  and 
Sentiment s%  and  refer  to  fome  of  die  Char  afters  and 
Tafftons.  '  •        # 

The  Inftances  (hall  be  divided  into  three  Clafles : 
The  firft  of  Paflages  where  our  Authors  fall  fhort  in 
comparifon  of  Shakefpear ;  the  fecond  of  fuch  as 
are  not  eafily  difcerned  from  him ;  '  the  third  of 
thofe  where  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  have  the  Ad- 
vantage. . 

In  The  Maid's  Tragedy  there  is  a  fimilar  Paflage  to 
one  of  Shake/pear,  the  Comparifon  of  which  alone 
will  be  no  bad  Scale  to  judge  of.  their  different  Ex- 
cellencies. Melantius  the  General  thus  fpeaks  of  his 
Friend  Anintor. 

His  Worth  is  great,  valiant  be  is  and  temperate , 
And  one  that  never  thinks  his  Life  bis  own 
If  bis  Fritnd  need  it:  When  be  was  a  Boy 
A  oft  as  I  returned  (as,  without  boaft 
I  brought  home  Conqueft)  be  would  gaze  upon  me> 
And  view  me  round,  to  find  in  what  one  Limb 
The  Virtue  lay  to  do  thofe  things  be  beard : 
Then  would  He  wijh  to  fee  my  Sword,  and  feel 
The  Qyicknefs  of  the  Edge,  and  in  his  Hand 
Weigh  it.— He  oft  would  make  me  f mile  at  this*, 

*  His 
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His  Touth  didpromife  much,  and  bit  rife  Age 
Will  fee  it  all  performed. 

Vol.  I.  pag.  5. 

A  Youth  gazing  on  every  Limb  of  the  vi&orious 
Chief)  then  begging  his  Sword,  feeling  its  Edge,  and 
poifing  it  in  his  Arm,  are  Attitudes  nobly  ejcpreffive 
of  the  inward  Ardor  and  Ecftacy  of  Soul :  But  what 
is  moil  obfervable  is, 


And  in  bis  Hand 


Weigh  it- He  oft, ,  &c. 

By  this  beautiful  Paufe  or  Break,  the  Aftion  and 
Picture  continue  in  View,  and  the  Poet,  like  Homer, 
is  eloquent  in  Silence.  It  is  a  Species  of  Beauty  that 
fhews  an  Intimacy  with  that  Father  of  Poetry,  in, 
whom  it  occurs  extremely  often*.  Milton  has  an  ex- 
ceeding fine  one  in  the  Defcription.  of  his  Lazar- 
Hdufe. 

-!-' — ; —  « "  ■■  Defpair 

9  Tended  the  Sick,  bufiejlfrfim  Couch  to  Couch, 
And  over  them  triumphant  Death  his  Dart 
Shook, — but  delay  d  toflrike,  &c. 

Paradife  loji,  Book  II.  lin.492; 

As  Shakefpear  did  not  ftudy  Verification  ib  much  as 
thofe  Poets  who  were  converfant  in  Homer  and  Fir* 
gil,  I  don't  remember  in  him  any  ftriking  Inftance 
of  this  Species  of  Beauty.  But  he  even  wanted  it 
not,  his  Sentiments  are  fo  amazingly  ftriking,  that 
they  pierce  the  Heart  at  once ;  and  Diftion  and 
Numbers,  which  are  the  Beauty  and  Nerves  adorn- 
ing and  invigorating  the  Thoughts  of  other  Poets,  to 

*  See  two  noble  Initehces  at  /.  141.  of  the  1  $th  Booi  of  the  Iliad%  and 
in  the  Application  of  the  fame  Sjmile  a  few  Lines  below* 

Vol,  I.  b  hipi 
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him  are  but  like  the  Bodies  of  Angels,  azure  Vehicles, 
thro*  which  the  whole  Soul  (hines  tranfparent.  Of 
this  take  the  following  Inftance.  The  old  Belarius 
in  Cymbeline  is  defcribing  the  in-born  Royalty  of  the 
two  Princes  whom  he  had  bred  up  as  Pfeafants  in  his 
Cave. 

\this  Paladour,  (whom 


.  *£be  King  his  Father  call'd  Guiderius)  Jove ! 
When  on  my  three-foot  Stool  I  ft,  and  tell 
The  warlike  Feats  Tve  done,  his  Spirits  fly  mt 
Into  my  Story :  Jay  thus  mine  Enemy  fell, 
And  thus  Ifet  my  Foot  on's  Neck—even  then 
The  Princely  Blood  flows  in  his  Ckeek,  befweats, 

Strains  bis  young  Nerves,    and  puts  himfelf  in 

Poflure 
That  a£is  my  Word's.—* 

Cymbtline,  Aft  III.  Scene  3; 

Much- the  fame  Difference  as  between  thefe  two 
Paffages  oceurs  like  wife  in  the  following  Pidtures  of 
Bur al  Melancholy,  the  firft  of  Innocence  forlorn^  the 
fecoad  of  PbilofbphicTendernefs. 


«■* 


/  have  a  Boy 


Sent  by  the  Gods  I  hope  to  this  Intent, 

Not  yetfeen  in  the  Court.    Hunting  the  Buck 

I  found  him  fitting  by  a  Fountain-fide,  * 

Of  which  he  borrow9  djome  to  quench  his  Tbir/t, 

And  paid  the  Nymph  again  as  much  in  Years ; 

A  Garland  lay  by  him9  made  by  himfelf 

Of  many  feveral  Flowers,  bred  in  the  Bay9 

Stuck 
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Stuck  in  that  wjfiic  Order  that  the  Rareneji 
Delighted  me :  but  ever  when  he  turrid 
His  tfnder  Eyes  upon  them,  be  would  weep; 
As  if  he  meant  to  make  them  grow  again. 
Seeing  fucb  pretty  beliefs  Innocence 
Dwell  in  bis  Face,  lasted  him  all  bis  Story  j 
He  told  me,  that  bis  Parents  gentle  died, 
Leaving  him  to  the  Mercy  of  the  Fields, 
Which  gave  him  Roots,  and  of  the  Cryftal  Springs 
Which  did  not  fop  their  Cdurfei*,  and  the  Sun 
Which  Jlill  he  thanked  him,  yielded  him  his  Light. 
Then  took  he  up  his  Garland,  and  didjhew% 
What  every  Flower,  as  Country  People  hold, 
Didjignifyi  and  how  all,  crder'd  thus, 
Exprejt  his  Grief;  and  to  my  Thoughts  did  read 
The  prettiefi  Lefture  of  bis  Country  Art 
That  could  be  wijtid%  fo  that  met  bought  I  could 
Havejudiedit.—         Pbilafer,  Vol  I.  p.  10  3. 

yaques  in  As  you  Kke  it  Is  Moralizing  upon  the 
Fate  of  the  Doer  goared  by  the  Hunters  in  their 
native  Confines. 

The  melancholy  Jaqueg  grieves  at  that, 


To  Day  tiny  Lord  of  Amiens  and  Myfelf 
Xtidjttal  behind  him,  m  be  lay  along 
1  Under  anOak,whife  antique  tioot  peeps  out 
~XJp6n  the  Urooii  that  brawls  along  this  Woodi 
;  5>  the  which.  vfocCv  a-poprftqueftertd  Stag, 
*  ¥&atfrm&ffi  UarU 
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Did  come  to  languifh  ;  and  indeed \  My  Lord, 
The  wretched  Animal  heav 'd  forth  fucb  Groans, 
.    That  their  Dif charge  did  fir  etch  his  leathyn  Coat 
Almofi  to  burfiing ;  and  the  big  round  Tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  bis  innocent  Nojk 
In  piteous  Chafe ;  and  thus  the  hairy  Fool  . 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaqucs, 
Stood  on  tb\extremefi  Verge  oj  the  fwift  Brook, 
Augmenting  it  with  Tears. 

Duke.  But  wbatfaid  Jaques  I  .    ~ 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  Spe flack? 

1  Lord.  O  yes  into  a  thoufand  Similies. 
Firfi9  for  his  weeping  in  the  needlefs  Stream-, 
Foot  Deer,  quoth  he,  thou.  mak*fi  a  Tefiament 
As  Worldings  do,  giving,  thy  Sum  of  more 
To.  that  which  had  too  much ;  then  being  alone 
Left  and  abandoned  by  his  Velvet  Friends : 
*  lis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  Mifery  doth  part 
The  Flux  of  Company :  anon  a  caYelefs  Herd, 
Full  of  the  Faflure,- jumps  along  by  him, 
And  never  flays  to  greet  him:  ay,  quoth  Jaques, 
Sweep  on  ye  fat  and  greajie  Citizeni, 
'Tisjuft  the  Fafhion.  ^  &c. 

As  you  like  it,  Aft  II.  Scene  I. 

Shakefpear  is  certainly  much  preferable,  but  'tis 
only  as  a  Raphael  \%  preferable  to  zGuido—PhilaJier 
alone  would  afford  Numbers  of  Pafiages  fimilar  to 
iome  of  Shakefpear*  s,  upon  which  the  feme  Ob* 
fervation  will  hold  true,  they  are,  not  equal  to  his 
very  befi*Manner,  but  they  apiproach  near  it.  As  I 
have -mentioned  Jonfon  being  lii  Noetic  Energy 
V-1  ~  ■..'  .  about 
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about  the  fame  Diftance  below  our  Authors,  as 
Shake/pear  is  above  them.  I  fhall  quote  three  Pafla<*es 
which  fecm  to  me  in  this  very  Scale.  Jonfon  tranflates 
verbatim  from  Saluji  great  part  of  Catiline's  Speech 
to  his  Soldiers,  but  adds  in  the  Clofe : 

Methinksy  I  fee  Death  and  the  Furies  waiting 
What  we  will  do  5  and  all  the  Heaven  at  leafure 
For  the  great  Spe&acle.  Draw  then  your  Swords : 
And  if  our  Deftiny  envy  our  Virtui[ 
The  Honour  of  the  Day>  -yet  let  us  care 
To  fell  ourfelves  atfuch  a  Price,  as  may 
Undo  the  World  to  buy  us ;  and  make  Fate 
While  Jhe  tempts  ours  to  fear  her  own  Eflate. 

'   .  Catiline,  Ad  V. 

Jonfon  has  here  added  greatly  to  the  Ferocity,  Ter- 
ror and  Defpair  of  Catiline's  Speech,  but  it  is  con- 
ijbnant  to  his  Character  both  in  his  Life  and  Death. 
The  Image  in  the  three  firft  Lines  is  extremely 
noble,  and  may  be  faid  to  emulate  tho1  not  quite 
to  reach  the*  poetic  Exftacy  of  the  following  Paffage 
ih  Bonduca.  Suetonius  the  Roman  Qeneral  having 
his  fmall  Army  hem 'd  round  by  Multitudes,  tells 
his  Soldiers  that  the  Number  of  the  Foes, 

*  1 

Is  but  to  ftick  more  Honour  on  your  AStions, 
Load  y&u  with,  virtuous  Names,    and  to   your 
Memories 
'  Tie  never-dying  Time  and  Fortune  conftant. 
Goon  in  full  Affurance,   draw  your  Swords 
As  daring  arid  as  confident  as  Juftice. 
TZtf  Gods  of  Rome  fight  for  ye-,  loud  Fame  calls  ye 

b  3  .     Fitch' J 
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Pitcb'd  on  the  topkfs  Apennine,  and  blows 
To  all  the  under  Worlds  all  Nations ',  Seas, 
And  unfrequented  Defarts  where  the  Snow  dwelk  j 
Wakens  the  ruin'd  Monuments,  and  there 
Informs  again  *  the  dead  Bones  with  your  Virtues. 

The  four  firft  Lines  are  extremely  nervous,  but  the 
Image  which  appears  to  excel  the  noble  one  of 
Jonfon  above,  is  Fame pitch'd  ■Qjx-'bfowLtApemine 
( whofe  Top  is  fuppofed  viewlefs  from  its  ftupendous 
Height)  and  from  thence  founding  their  Virtues  fo 
loud  that  the  dead  awake  and  are  re-animated  to 
hear  them*  The  clofe  of  the  Sentiment  is  ex- 
tremely in  the  Spirit  of  Shakejpear  and  Milton,  the 
former  fays  of  a  Storm— 

That  with  the  Hurfy  Death  itfelf  awakes, 

(See  the  Paflage  from  whence  this  Line  is  taken 
compared  to  another  of  our  Authors  in  Vol.  IX,  p.  i  o  i 
of  this  Edition.)  Milton  in  Comus,  defcribing  a  Lady's 
finging,  fays* 


■*• 


*  The  dead  Bones  with  your  Virtues.}  As  I  was  winch  engaged  when 
the  Play  of  Bonduca  was  published  under  Mr.  Symffon'*  Care,  tho*  I 
bad  pointed  this  Paflage  in  the  manner  I  here  give  it,  I  forgot  to  ac- 
quaint him  with  it,  and  be  follow'd  the  old  Pointing,  which  I  believe 
Wrong  both  here  and  in  the  Lines  which  follow  k,  they  Hand  thus, 

■  i  >■  r     .  —  And  there 

Informs  again  the  d*ad  Bones.     With  your  Virtue* 
Co  ont  I  fay:  Valiant  and  wife >  rule  Hea<vrn, 
And  all  the  great  AJPe#s  attend  9*m. 

Here  their  Virtues^  which  fhoa'draife  the;  dead  to  Life,  am  left  to  the 
next  Sentence  ;  and  then  they  are  call'd  variant  and  wife,  and  bid  to 
rule  Heav'n,  with  which  Senfe  the  remaining  Part  of  the  Sentence  wUI 
fcarce  make  Grammar.  The  Comma  after  wife  fliouM  be  fbmck  out, 
for  it  is  a  Tranflation  of  the  Latin  Axiom  Sapiens  dominabitur  Aftris  * 
Wife  Men  rub  Heaven,  &u  Jf  the  Reader  aflems,  h$  is  defired  to 
correct  the  Pointing.    ' 
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He  took  in  Sounds  that  might  create  a  Soul 
Under  the  Ribs  of  Death. 

To  return  to  Sbakejpearr-  With  him  we  muft  (bar 
far  above  the  toplefs  Apennine,  and  there  behold. an 
Image  much  nobler  than  our  Author's  Fame. 

*  For  now  Jits  Expectation  in  the  Airx 
And  hides  a  Sword  from  Hilt  unto  the  Point 
With  Crowns  Imperial* 

Chorus  in  Henry  V.  A£l  II.  Scene  i  . 

As  we  fliall  now  go  on  to  the  fecond  Clafs,  and 
auotc  Paflages  where  the  Hand  of  Shaie/pear  is  not 
io  eafily  diicern'd  from  our  Author's,  if  the  Reader 
happens  to  remember  neither,  it  may  be  entertain- 
ing to  be  left  to  guefi  at  the  different  Hands.  Thus 
each  of  them  delcrihing  a  beautiful  Boy. 


-Dear  had,  believe  it, 


For  they  Jhatt  yet  belie  'thy  happy  Tears 
That  fay  thou  art  a  Man  :  Diana's  Lip 
Is%not  morefmootb  and  rubious  ;  thy  fmallPipe 


*■**•»■■** 


*  For  now  fits  Expectation,  &c]  See  Mr.  WarhmrHn's  juft  Obfem* 
tion  on  the  Beauty  of  the  Imagery  here.  But,  as  fimilar  Beauties  do 
not  always  ftrike  the  fame  Tafte  alike,  another  Paflage  in  this  Play 
that  feems  to  deferve  the '  fame  Admiration  is  rejeAcd  by  this  great 
Man  as  not  Shake/pear**.  The  French  King  fpeaking  of  the  Black 
Prince**  VHfcory  at  Crefi,  bye, 

While  that  his  Mountain  Sire,  on  Mountain  flooding) 

*4  Up  in  the  Air  crown' J.  with  the  Go/den  Sun, 

Saw  his  Heroic  Seed,  and  fmitd  to  fee  him 

Mangle  the  Work  of  Nature.        Henry  V.  A&  II.  Scene  4. 

I  have  mark'd  the  Line  reje&ed,"  and  which  feems  to  breathe  th*  full 
Soul  of  Shakejpear.  The  Reader  will  find  aDefence  and  Expla  lation 
of  the  whole  Paflage  at  Vol  X.  p.  1 72.  of  this  Edition. 

b  4  Is 
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Is  as  the  Maidens  Organ,  for  ill,  and  found. 
And  all  is  femblative  a  Woman's  Part. 

Thepther  is  . 

■    Alas  !  what  kind  of  Grief  can  thy  Tears  know  ? 


Thy  Brows  and  Cheeks  are  f moot h  as  Waters  be 
When  no  Breath  troubles  them:  Believe  me \  Boy, 
Czxzfeeks  out  wrinkled  Brews  and  hollow  Eyes, 
And  builds  himfelf  Caves  to  abide  in  them. 

The  one  is  in  Philajler,  Page  1 18.  The  other  in 
Twelfth- Night j  Adt  I.  Scene  5. — In  the  fame  Page 
of  Philafter,  there  is  a  Defcription  of  Love,  which 
the  Reader,  if  he  pleafes,  may  compare  to  two  De- 
fcrijptions  of  Love,  in  As  you  like  it — both  by  Silvia, 
but  neither  preferable  to  our  Author's.  I  cannot 
quote  half  of  thofe  which  occur  in  the  Play  of  Phi- 
lajler  alone,  which  bear  the  fame  Degree  of  Like- 
nefs  as  the  laft  quoted  Railages,  /.  e.  where  the 
Hands  are  fcarce  to  be  diftinguifhed  5  but  I  will  give 
one  Parallel  more  from  thence,  becaufe  the  Paflages 
are  both  extremely  fine,  tho'  the  Hands  from  one 
fingle  Exprefiion  of  Shake/pears  are  more  vifible, 
a  Prince  depriv'd  of  his  Throne  and  betray 'd  as  he 
thought  in  Love,  thus  mourns  his  melancholy  State. 

• 

Oh  !  that  I  had  been  nourifh'd  in  thefe  Woods 
With  Milk  of  Goats  and  Acorns,  and  not  known 
The,  Right  of  Crowns,  or  the  diffembling  Train 
Of  Womens  Looks ;  but  dig' d  my f elf  a  Cave, 
*  Where  I,  my  Fire,  my  Cattk  and  my  Bed, 
Might  have  beenjhut  together  in  one  Shed-, 

*  Juvenal  §at.  VJ, 

And 
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And  then  had  taken  mefome  Mountain  Girl, 
Beaten  with  Winds*  cha/i  as  the  harden* d  Rocks 
Whereon  jhe  dwells-,  that  might  have  Jlrew*d  my  Bed 
With  Leaves  and  Reeds,  and  with  the  Skins  of 

Be  aft  s' 
Our  Neighbours  \  and  have  born  at  her  big  Brtafli 
.    My  large  coarfe  Ijfue  ! 

In  the  other,  a  King  thus  compares  the  State  of 
Royalty  to  that  of  a  private  Life.  ^ 

No  not  all  thefe  thrice  gorgeous  Ceremonies, 
Not  all  thefe  laid  in  Bed  majeftical, 
Canjleep  fofoundly  as  the  wretched  Slave  ; 
Who  with  a  Body  filfd,  and  vacant  Mind, 
Gets  him  to  Refty  crammed  with  dijlrefsful  Bread  % 
Never  fees  horrid  Night,  the  Child  of  Hell: 
*  But,  like  a  Lackey,  from  the  Rife  to  Set, 

Sweats 


*  But,  like  a  Lackey ,]  There  is  either  a  grofs  Abfurdity,  or  a* 
great  Difficulty  of  Conftru&ion  here.  t  The  King  is  defcribing  the  mod 
laborious  Country  Drudge,  that  has  no  Refpite  from  his  Toil,  but 
through  his  whole  Life  {laves  and  fwe'ats  from  Morn  till  Night,  like 
what  ?  why,  like  the  idled  of  all  Servants  a  Lackey,  a  Pedijequus,  a; 
Footman,  one  whofe  chief  Bufinefs  is  to  follow  his  Matter's  Steps  for 
Pomp  only.  So  Shake/pear  conflantly  ufes  the  Word,  as  in  a  Meta- 
phor of  a  Flag  floating  to  and  fro  in  the  Water  in  Anthony  and  Cleopa- 
tra ;— 'Jacking  the  Tide,  fay  the  old  Editions,  but  Mr.  Theobald  corrected 
it  very  happily  lacqueying  the  Tide ;  and  this  the  two  late  great  Editors 
confirm  by  their  .Adoption.  The  Simile  therefore  in  this  general  Senfe 
of  the  Word  Lacquey  being  too  abfurd  to  be  admitted  here,  we  (hould 
jooft  probably  read, 

And  like  his  Lacquey,  from  the  Rife  to  Set, 
Sweats  in  the  Eye  of  Phcebus, 

fit* 
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Sweats  in  the  Eye  of  Phcebus,  and  all  Night  • 
Sleeps  in  Elylium,  next  Day  after  Dawn t 


Dotb 


• 

His  Lacquey ,  i.  e.  the  Lacquey  of %  Phcebus ;  one  who  follows  the  Mo- 
tions of  the  Sun  as  conftant  as  a  Lacquey  does  thofe  of  his  Mat er : 
that  this  is  the  Meaning,  the  Connection  it  has  with  the  following  noble 
Metaphor  evidently  (hews,  he  is  no  fooner  become  the  Lacquey  of  the 
Sum,  but  he  performs  to  him  the  Office  of  a  Lacquey. 
...........  Jnd  next  Day  after  Dawn 

Doth  rife  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  Horfe. 

We  fee  here  how  from  a  fmall  Stream  the  Poet's  Imagination  fweQs 
into  the  nobleft  Flood,  the  Spring-bead  of  which  without  this  Interpre* 
tatkm  will  be  totally  loft. ,  It  is  therefore  not  a  fufficient  Objection, 
that  the  Antecedent  (in  Conftruclion  of  the  Sentence)  Phcebus  is  placed 
so  far  behind  the  Relative  HIS.  This  is  a  Latin  Arrangement  of  Sen- 
tences which  our  antient  Fngli/b  Poets  frequently,  and  all  our  Poets 
fometimes  ufe.  I  will  give  three  Inftances,  one  from  Milton,  one  from 
ihakefptar,  and  one  from  our  Authors* 

Thus  Milton,  -  -  -  - What  if  all 

Her  Stores  were  open'd,  and  this  Firmament 
Of  Hell  fhould  f pout  her  Catara3s  of  Fire? 

Book  II.  lin.  176* 

•  ■ 

As  fir  more  Words,  wboje  Greatmfs  anfwers  Words, 
Let  this  my  Sword  report  what  Speech  forbears. 

'     Henry  VI.  Part.  II.  Aa  4,  Sc.  9; 

8<vwd  is  here  the  Antecedent,  and  whofe  relates  to  it;  and  tho*  the 
late  Editions  tranfpofe  the  Words  to  make  this  more  evident,  it  feems 
only  a  modern  Refinement. 

Sow  Thierry  and  Tbeodoret, 

.-«....•••  You  may  imegint 

Which  cozens  all  the  World  but  chiefly  Women, 

The  Name  of  Greatnefs  juftifies  your  Jftions. 

Vol.  X.  p*  122. 

The  Name  of  Greatnefs  is  the  Antecedent  to  which ;  and  though  a 
Tranfpofition  of  the  Lines  might  render  this  more  vifible  to  many 
Readers,  yet  I  am  perfuaded  the  genuine  Text  is  as  it  was  always 
printed.     The  inaccurate  Pofttion  of  the  Relatives  He,  Which,  They^ 
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Doth  rife  and  helps  Hyperion  to  bis  Horfiy 
nd  follows  fo  the  ever-running  Tear  m 
Htb  profitable  Labour  to  bis  Grave, 
d  (but  fof-  Ceremony)  fucb  a  Wretch 
Winding  up  Days  with  Toiljwd  Nights  with  Sleeps 
Hath  the  Forehand  and9 Vantage  of  a  King. 

The 


m0amfm^*m*m^.^^0^~-^^m~*^^mm*m»**~mm 


£c.  have  mifled^the  greateft  Moo.  See  a  remarkable  Inftanee  at 
Note  i.  in  The  Little  French  Lawyer,  Vol.  IV.  pag.  178,  A 00 tier 
Inftanee  occurs  of  a  Latin  Arrangement  of  Words,  which  has  wrapt  a 
Paffage  of  Shake/pear's  in  Darknefs,  and  given  Rife  to  a  very  plaufibte 
Conjecture  of  Mi.'  tteefalde,  and  a  moil  exceeding  ingenious  one  ef 
Mr.  Wkrburton.  After  the  young  Prince  in  Richard  the  Third  bad  ofc- 
ferved  that  Truth  fhould  live  through  all  Ages, 

jfoVWfayskalf  a  Side. 

So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay%  da  ne'er  live  long. 
Prinee.       What  fay  you.  Uncle  ?  - 

Glo.  J  fay  without  Char  a  tier  s9  Fume  lives  long. 

Thus  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity,    .  1  -  -  - 

/  moralize  two  Meanings  in  me  Word.  J  14*". 

Mr.  Theobald  thinks  that  in  the  tMEnglifb  Moralities  or  Moral Fkrcet 
in  vogue  in  and  before  $baiejpsar$  Age,  the  Via,  which  was  a  gene- 
ral Name  for  the  Buffoon  of  each  Play,  when  he  aflumed  a  graver 
Afpecl,  was  called  Iniquity,  and  therefore  reads, 

Thus,  Uke  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity, 
I  moralize  tvoa  Meanings  in  we  Word* 

Mr.  fVarturtcn  di&ttows  this,  and  readst 

Thus  like  the  formahwifa  Antiquity, 
I  moralize;  two  Meanings  in  om  Word. 

This  Reading  he  makes  fcch  good  Senfe*  and  defends  with  (a 
much  Ingenuity,  that  even  his  Miftakei  convey  more  Learning 
than  the  trueft  Interpretations  of  many  Critics*  The  old  Reading 
owes  all  its  Obfcurity  to  the  Accufative  Cafe  being  placed  before  the 
Verb.  The  formal  Vice  is  ReUgim  Hypocrify  (whether  cenfidered  in 
the  Abftracl,  or  as  perfonizd  in  the  old  Farces.)  Like  Religious  Hypo* 
&j/y%  (ays  Richard,  I  moralize  Iniquity,  i.  e.  I  turn  my  iniquitous 
Meaning,  that  of  murdering  the  Prince!  into  a  moral  one* 

Tins 
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• 

The  Jnftances  of  thefe  two  Gaffes,  particularly 
the  former,  where  the  exquifite  Beauties  of  Sbake- 
Jpear  are*  not  quite  reach'd,  are  moil  numerous; 
and  tho'  the  Defign  of  the  Notes  ii>  tfiis  Edition  was 
in  general  only  to  fettle  the  Text,  yet  in  three  of 
the  Plays,  "The  Faithful  Shepherdefs,  The  Falfe  One, 
and  The  Two  Noble  Kinfmen,  that  Defign  is  much 
enlarged,  for  Reafons  there  affigned.  And  if  the 
Reader  pleafes  to  turn  to  thefe,  he  will  find  feveral 
Parallels  between  Fletcher,  Shakefpear\  and  Milton, 
that  are  moll  of  them  to  be  ranged  under  one  'of 
thefe  Clafles  i  But  there  is  a  third  Clafs  of  thofe  In- 
ftances  where  our  Authors  have  been  fo  happy  as  to 
fbar  above  Shake/pear,  and  even  where  Shake/pear 
is  not  greatly  beneath  himfelf. 

In  The  <T<wo  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  the  forlorn 
yulia,  difguis'd  as  a  Boy,  being  ask'd  of  Silvia  how 
tall  Julia  was,  anlwers : 

About  my  Stature :  For  at  Pentecoft, 
When  all  our  Pageants  of  Delight  were  plafd, 
Our  Youth  got  me  to  play  the  Woman's  Part, 
And  I  was  trimm'd  in  Madam  Julia'*  Gown, 
And  at  that  Time  I  made  her  weep  a-good. 
For  I  did  play  a  lamentable  Part. 


Thus,  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity 
I  moralize  i  two  Meanings  in  one  Word. 

i 

So  in  Hamlet,  -  -  -  -  - Often  with 

Demotion  i  V if  age  <we  do  fugar  o'er 

The  Devil  himfelf. 

And  thus  in  the  Reverfe  of  this,  when  good  Men  extra&  Good  from 

Evil, 

they  make  a  Moral  of  the  Devil  bimfdf  Henry  V. 

Madam, 


k 
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Madam,  'twas  Ariadne  pajjioning 
For  The/cus*  Perjury  and  unjuji  Flight ;  * 
Which  I  fo  lively  aSled  with  my  Tears, 
That  my  poor  Mijlrefs,  moved  therewithal, 
Wept  bitterly,  and  wou'd  I  might  be  dead,    * 
*  If  I  in  Thought  felt  not  her  very  Sorrow. 

Aft  IV.    StenethelafL 

There  is  fomething  extremely  tender >  innocent, 
and  delicate,  in  thefe  .Lines  of  Sbakefpear,  but  our 
Authors  are  far  beyond  this  Praife  in  their  Allufioa 
to  the  fame  Story.  In  The  Maid's  Tragedy,  Afpatia 
in  like  manner  forfaken  by  her  Lover,  finds  her 
Maid  Antiphila  working  a  Pi&ure  of  Ariadne ;  and 
after  fevered  fine  Reflexions  upon  Tbefeus^  lays  $ 

But where *s  the  Lady? 
i  Ant.  There,  Madam. 

*  If  I  in  Thought  felt  not  her  very  Sorrow.')  Whoever  fully -catches  the 
tender  Melancholy  of  thefe  Lines,  wilt  know  that  Julia  under  fuch* 
Kftrefs  could  not  feign  a  Cafe  fo  exactly  the  Parallel  of1  her  own,  with- 
out fuch  Emotions  as  would  fpeak  themfelves  in  every  Feature,  and 
flow  in  Tears  from  her  Eyes.  She  adds  the  lad  Line  therefore  to  take 
off -the  Sufpicion  of  her  being  the  real  Julia;  But  would  (he  only  fay, 
that  (he  felt  Julia's  Sorrow  formerly,  when  fhe  faw  her  weep  }  No  V 
She  muft  excufe  the  prefent  Perturbation  of  her  Count/nance,  and  thtf 
true  Reading  moil  probably  is :  \.\ 

And  would  I  might  be  dead. 
If  I  in  Thought  feel  not  her  very  Sorrow. 
This  better  agrees  with  the  double  Meaning  intended,  and  with  Silvia's 
i  ^ty >  who  fays, 

She  is  Beholden  to  Thee,  gentle  Youth. 


m» 


I  warp  myfclf  to  think  ufon  thy  Words. 


Afp. 


i 
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Afp.  Fie,  you  have  mifs'd  it  here,  Antiphila, 
*TbeJe  Colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  enough 9 
tfojhew  a  Soul  Jo  full  of  Mifirf 
As  this  fad  Lady's  was ;  do  it  by  me  % 
Do  tt  again  by  me  tbehfi  Afpatia, 
And  you  JhaUfnd  all  true.— —Put  me9  -on  tb'  wild 
ijland*.     ...         •  J 


/ 


*  Put  me9  on  th*  wHdIfiand.~\  I  have  given  thefe  Lilies  a)  I  think 
we  ought  to  read  them,  but  very  different  from  what  are  printed  in  this 
Edition.     Four  of  the  old  Quarto* st  the  Folio,  and  the  late  08a<vo  read, 

And  y$m  Jbalt  find  all  true  but  the  wild  Ijland. 
1  fiand  upon  the  Sea-beach  now,  and  think,  Sec.  . 

I  obferved  to  Mr.  Theobald,  that  here  was  a  glaring  Poetical  Co* 
tra£a\#u  He  fays,  you'll  find  all  true  except  the  wild  Ifiand,  and  hv 
fiantly  ihe  is  upon  the  Ifland. 

Iftand  upon  the  Sea-beach  n$w>  &d» 

The  wild  Ifland  therefore  in  her  Imagination  is  as  trae  as.  the  vet. 

The  Enthufiafm  is  noble,  but  wants  a  proper  Introduction,  which  the 
Change  only  of  a  b  for  a/  will  tolerably  give. 

And  you  Jball find  all  true*— Put  the  wild  Ifland', 
I  ftand,  Sec. 

Bat  at  there  are  nnmberlefs  Inftances  of  many  Worts,  and  particularly 
Mtaofyllabfes,  being  dropt  from  the  Text  (of  which  there  is  one  in  th* 
lame  Page  with  thefe  Lines,  and  another  in  the  fame  Play,  Vol.  I.  p. $9. 
very  remarkable)  I  fuppofe  this  to  have  happened  here ;  for  by  read- 
ImgPut  me  en  the  wild  Jfiand;-r  I  fiand  upon,  &C.  How  nobly  doel 
Itoftart  as  it  were  from  Fancy  to  Reality,  from  the  PiOure  into  the  Life? 
Mt*n  ib*  by  Elifions  common  to  all  our  old  Poets,  may  become  oot 
^yHable  in  the  Pronunciation ;  but  if  we  fpeak  ,them  full,  and  make  t 
twelve  Syllable  Verfe,  it  will  have  a  hundred  Fellows  in  our  Authors! 
andfhould  have  had  one  but  three  Lines  below  the  Paflage  hete  quoted. 

Make  a  dull  Silence,  tiff  you  feel  a  fudden  Sadnefi 
Give  us  new  Souls. 

As  JJbatia's  Grief  had  been  of  long  Comtfairnioei,  Jkddtn  was  evidently 
corrupt,  and  I  therefore  propos'd  to  Mr.  cHmhald  to  tttAfitllen,  whfch 
is  an  Epithet  perfectly  proper  and  extremely  mtvqm  ;  fett  as  he  could 
by  no  means  be  perfuaded  to  mention  (he  former  Conje&ure,  and  ^ 

•  only 
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IJtand  upon  the  Sea-beach  now,  and  think 
Mine  Arms  thusy  and  mine  Hair  blown  by  the  WiruL, 
Wild  as  that  Defart,  and  let  all  about  me 
Be  Teachers  of  my  Story  $  do  my  Face 
(If  thou  hadfi  ever  Feeling  of  a  Sorrow  J 
Thus,  thus,  Antiphila ;  ftrive  to  make  me  look 
Like  Sorrow's  Monument  $  and  the  Trees  about  me 
Let  them  be  dry  and  leafiefs  ;  let  the  Rocks 
Groan  with  continual  Surges,  and  behind  me 
Make  all  a  Dejblation ;  fee,  fee,  Wenches^ 
A  miferable  Life  of  this  poor  PiShire.  • 

Vol.  I.  pag.  3«; 

Whoever  has  &en  either  the  Original  or  Print  of 
Guido's  Bacchus  and  Ariadne  will  have  the   beft 
Comment  on  thefe  Lines.    la  both  are  the  Arms  ex- 
tended, the  Hair  blown  by  the  Wind,  the  barren 
Roughnefi  of  the  Rocks,   the  broken  Trunks  of 
leaflets  Trees,'  and  in  both  (he  lodes  like  Sorrow's 
Monument..    So  that  exa&ly  ut  Pi&ura  Poefis $  and 
hard  it  is  to  fay,  whether  our  Authors  or  Guido 
fainted  beft,    I  .(hall  refer  to  the  Note  below  for  a 
farther  Comment,  and  proceed  to  another  Inftance 
of  fuperior  Excellence  in  our  Authors,  and  where 
they  have  more  evidently  built  on  Shake/pear's  Foun- 
dation.   At  the  latter-end  of  King  John  the  JKing 
has  recciv'd  a  burning  Poifon  ;  and  being  asked, 


«•** 


opdy  Obje&ion  he  urged  was,  that  it  made  a  Twdve-fyllaWe  Verfe,  1* 
woold  not  let  one  of  twelve  Syllables  remain  fo  near  it;  and  therefore 
without  Authority  of  any  prior  Edition,  difcarded  the  Epithet  intirely 
fom  the  Text,  and  adopted  the  Reading  of  thefirft  Quarto  in  the  former 
Paffige. 

S\xppdk  1  fland  upon  the  Sea-heach  mw,  &c 

'  Af  *b  b  much  the  moft  unpodtical  of  all  the  Readings,and  the  firft  Intro- 

ip&n  of  the  Test  in  the  intermediate  Editions  claim  their  Comclions 

:  m  die  original  Masmfcript,  I  can  by  no  means  approve  tht  Choice  he 

How 
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How  fares  your  Majejly  ? 

K.  John.  Poifon'd,  ill  Fare  !  dead,  forfook>  cajl  off-, 

And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  Winter  come> 

To  thrujl  bis  icy  Fingers  in  my  Maw , 

Nor  let  my  Kingdoms  Rivers  take  their  Courfe 

<Tbroy  my  burnt  Bofom$  nor  intreat  the  North 

To  make  his  bleak  Winds  kifsmy  parched  Lipsy 

And  comfort  me  with  Cold'  I  ask  not  much, 

I  beg  cold  Comfort. 

The  fir  ft  and  laft  Lines  are  to  be  rang'd  among 
the  Faults  that  fo  much  difgrace  Shake/pear,  which 
he  committed  to  pleafe  the  corrupt  Tafte  of  the  Age 
he  liv'd  in,  but  to  which  Beaumont  and  FletchePs 
Learning  and  Fortune  made  them  fuperior.     The 
intermediate  Lines   are  extremely  beautiful,    and 
marked  as  fuch  by  the  late  great  Editor,  but  yet  are 
much  improv'd  in  two  Plays  of  our  Authors,  the 
firft  in  Valentinian,  where  the  Emperor  poifon'd  in 
.  the  fame  Manner,  dies  with  more  Violence,  Fury, 
and  Horror,  than  King  John ,  but  the  Paffage  which 
I  (hall  quote  is  from  A  Wife  for  a  Month,  a  Play 
which  does  not  upon  the  whole  equal  the  poetic 
Sublimity  of  Valentinian,  tho*  it  rather  excels  it  in 
the  poifoning  Scene.     The  Prince  Alphonfo,  who 
had  been  long  in  a  Phrcnfy  of  Melancholy,  is  poi- 
fon'd  with  a  hot  fiery  Potion;  under  the  Agohies* 
of  which  he  thus  raves. 

Give  me  more  Air,  more  Air y  Air  ,  bl<mJbhw,blow,' 
Open  thou  Eajlern  Gate,  and  blow  upon  me  y  ;^  :.\ 
Diftil  thy  cold  Dews,  O  thou  icy  Moon;  °  ' 
And  Rivers  run  thro'  my  affli£ted  Spirit.    ' ..  : • .' '. 

lam 
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< 

/  am  all  Fire,  Fire,  Fire  j  the  raging  Dog-Jlar 

Reigns  in  my Blood ;  Ob!  which  Way  Jhail  I  turn 
mt? 

JEtML  and  all  her  Flames  burn  in  my  Head. 

Fling  me  into  the  Ocean  or  I  perijh. 

-£%»  dig,  dig,  digy  until  the  Springs  Jly  up% 

The  cold,   cold  Springs,   that  I  may  leap  into 
them. 

And  bathe  my  fcorch'd  Limbs  in  their  purling 
PJeafures  $ 

Or  Jhoot  me  into  the  higher  Region, 

Where  Trgafures  of  delicious  Snow  are  nouri/b'd, 

And  Banquets  of  fweet  Hail. 
Rug.  Hold  him  faftt  Fryar, 

0  how  he^  burns  I 
Alph.  What,  will  ye  facrifice  me  ? 

Upon  the  Altar  lay  my  willing  Body, 

And  pile  your  Wood  up,  fling  your  holy  Incenfe; 

And,  as  I  turn  me,  you  Jhatt  fee  all  flame, 

*■  ■' 

Confuming  Flame.     Stand  off  me,  or  you're  AJhes. 


*     * 


#     *     #     * 


*     * 


,Mart.  tfb  Bed,  good  Sir. 
Alph.  My  Bed  will  burn  about  me ; 
Like  Phaeton,  in  all confuming  Flajhes 
:vK  Jtolinchs'di  let  me  fly,  let  me  fly  $  give  Room; 

lv  Vol.  I.  c  'Jw/Vtf 

it*    ■ 


mi. 
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*  'Twixt  the  cold  Bears,  far  from  the  raging  X^ion, 
Lies  myfafe  Way ;  O  for  a  Cake  of  Ice  now 
To  clap  unto  my  Heart  to*  comfort  me. 
Decrepit  Winter  bang  upon  my  Shoulders, 
And  let  me  wear  thy  frozen  Ificlesy 
Like  Jewels  round  about  my  Head,  to  cool  me. 
My  Eyes  burn  out  and  jink  into  their  Sockets, 
And  my  tnfeSted  Brain  like  Brimftone  boifs ; 


*  'T<wixt  the  cold  Bears,  far  from  the  raging  Lion  ]}  I  have  inferted 
here  a  Reading  very  different  from  what  the  Reader  wijl  find  in  this  or 
any  of  the  Editions ;  for  it  occurred  to  me  only  now  in  tranfcribing  the 
Pafftge.  ■  ^ 

The  former  Reading  is, 

Betwixt  the  cold  Bear  and  the  raging  Lion, 

The  learned  Reader  need  not  be  told  that  the  Bear  and  Lion  here,  by  a 
beautiful  Synecdoche,  ftand  for  the  frigid  and  the  torrid  Zones,  and  bd- 
tvvixt  the  two  Means  the  temperate  Zone:  But  does  Safety  dwell  here  to 
a  Man  wrapt  in  Flames  ?  No,  the  frigid  Zone  only,  which  might 
quench  their  Violence,  can  bring  him  Safety,  and  all  his  other  Withes 
hurry  him 

"To  Night  and  Cold,  to  nipping  Frefts  and  Winds, 
That  cut  the  ftubhorn  Rocks  and  make  themjbwer. 

The  Abfurdity  therefore  of  the  old  Reading  was  no  (boner  obferved 
than  *  Probability  occurred  of  the  manner^how  it  came  into  the  Text. 
I  believe  the  Author's  Manufcript  had  accidentally  omitted  the  s  in- 
Bears,  and  run  thus : 

'Twixt  the  cold  Bear,  far  from  the  raging  Lion, 
Lies  my  fafe  Way, 

A  Playhoufe  Prompter,  or  common  CorreSor  of  the  Prefs,  thinking  thi* 
not  Englifi,  without  entering  into  the  Spirit  of  the  Author,  would  na- 
turally correct  it  into  the  old  Text : 

Betwixt  the  cold  Bear  and  the  raging  Lion, 

And  that  I  have  therefore  only  reftored  the  Original  is  further  probable 
from  hrnoe :  The'Atiufion.tdP^/w  is  evidently  carried  on  in  this  Line, 
and  Ovid  J<> akes  "Phoebus  adriie  him  particularly  to  avoid  the  Serpent, 
%.  e.  the  Conflellation  that  lies  betwixt  the  two  Bears,  The  Reverie  of 
(his  therefore  would  naturally  occur  on  this  Occafion. 

i 
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J  ZrV*  in  Hell  dndfeveral  Furies  vex  me. 
O  carry  me  where  niver  Sun  e'er  Jhew'd  yet 
A  Face  of  Comfolt,  wheri  the  Earth  is  Cryjial, 
itiever  to  be  di][ohfd>  where  nought  inhabits 
but  Night  and  Cold,    and  nipping  Frojts  and 

fFindf, 
tfbat  cut  the  jiubborn  fot>cks,    and  make   them 

{hiver  5 
Stt  me  there  Friends.       ■      ■■, 

Every  Reader  of  Tafte  will  fee  how  fuperior  this 
is  to  the  Quotation  from  Shake/pear.  The  Images 
*re  vaftly  more  numerous,  more  judicious,  more 
nervous,  and  the  Paffions  are  wrought  up  to  the 
higheft  Pitch  ;  fo  that  it  may  be  fairly  preferred  to 
every  thing  of  its  Kind  in  all  Shakefpear>  except' one 
Scene  of  Lear's  Madnefs,  which  it  would  emulate 
too,  could  we  fee  fuch  an  excellent  Comment  on  it 
as  Lear  receives  from  his  Reprefen{ative  on  the 
Stage. 

%  As  thefe  laft  Quotations  are  not  only  Specimens 
of  Di&ion  and  Sentiment ,  but  of  Pajfions  inflam'd 
into  Poetic  Enthujiafm  $  I  (hall  refer  the  Reader  to 
lbme  other  Parallels  of  Pqjjions  and  CharaSlers  that 
greatly  refemble,  and  fometimes  rival  the  Spirit  and 
Sublimity  of  Sbakefpear.  He  will  pleafe  therefore 
to  compare  the  Pbrenfy  and  the  whole  fweet  Cha- 
racter of  the  Joater'sJDaugbter  in  the  Two  noble 
Kin/men  to  Ophelia  in  Hamlet,  where  the  Copy  is 
fo  extremely  like  the  Original  that  either  the  fame 
Band  drew  both,  or  Fletcher**  is  not  to  be  diftin- 
guifh'd  from  Sbakefpearh :  •—  To  compare  the 
Deaths  of  Pontius  and  Mcius  in  Valentiman  with 
tajt  of  CaJJiu^  Brutus  and  their  Friends  in  Julius 

c  a  .Cafa 

\ 

I 

\ 
L 

■ft-  »ii* 
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Cafar,  and  if  he  admires  a  little  lefs,  he  wNUwep 
much  more ;  it  more  excells  in  the  Pathetic  than 
it  falls  fhort  in  Dignity : — To*  compare  the  Cha- 
racter and  Pajfions  of  Cleopatra  in  the  Falfe  One, 
to  thofe  of  Shake/pear's  Cleopatra :  —-To  compare 
the  pious  Deprecations  and  GriefTmingled  Fury  of 
Edith  (upon  the  Murder  of  her  Father  by  Rollo, 
in  the  Bloody  Brother)  to  the  Grief  and  Fury  of 
Macduff,  upon  his  Wife  and  Children's  Murder. 
Our  Authors  will  not,  we  hope,  be  found  light  in 
the  Scale  in  any  of  thefe  Inftances,  tho*  their  Beam 
in  general  fly  fome  little  upwards,  it  will  fometimes 
at  leafi  tug  hard  for  a  Poife.  But  be  it  allowed, 
that  as  in  DiSiion  and  Sentiment,  fo  in  Characters 
and  Pajlons,  Shake/pear  in  general  excells,  yet  here 
too  a  very  ftrong  lnftance  occurs  of  Preeminence 
in  our  Authors.  It  is  "Juliana  in  the  Double  Mar- 
riage, who,  thro'  her  whole  Character,  in  conjugal 
Fidelity,  unfhaken  Conftancy  and  amiable  Tender- 
nefe,  ev'n  more  than  rivals  the  Portia  of  Shakef 
pear,  and  hoc  Death  not  only  far  excells  the  others, 
but  e'en  the  moft  pathetic  Deaths  that  Shakejpear 
has  any  where  defcrib'd  or  exhibited ;  King  Lear*s 
with  Cordelia  dead  in  his  Arms,  moil:  refembles, 
but  by  no  Means  equals  it  5  The  Grief,  in  this  Cafe, 
only  puflies  ^n  old  Man  into  the  Grave,  already  half 
buried  with  Age  and  Misfortunes ;  In  the  other,  it 
is  fuch  confummate  Horror,  as  in  a  few  Minutes 
freezes  Youth  and  Beauty  into  a  Monumental  Statue. 
The  laft  Parallel  I  fhall  mention,  fhall  give  Sbakef- 
fear  his  due  Preference,  where  our  Authors  very 
vifibly  emulate  but  cannot  reach  him.  It  is  the 
Quarrel  of  Amintor  and  Melantius  in  the  Maids 
Tragedy  compared  to  that  of  Brutus  and  Cajfius. 
The  Beginning  of  the  Quarrel  is  upon  at  juft  Grounds, 
--.  .-   -'  and 
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and  the  Paflions  arc  wrought  up  to  as  great  Violence, 
but  there  is  hot  fueh  extreme  Dignity  of  Character, 
nor  fuch  noble  Sentiments  of  Morality  in  cither 
Atmntor  or  Mekntius  as  in  Brutus* 

Having  thus  giv'n,  we  hope,  pretty  ftrong  Prooft 
of  our  Authors  Excellence  in  the  Sublime,  and  {hewn 
how  near  they  approach  in  Splendor  to  the  great  Sun 
of  the  British  Theatre  *  Let  us  now  jtift  touch  on 
their  Comedies  and  draw  one  Parallel  of  a  very  dif- 
ferent Kind.  Horace  makes  a  Doubt  whether  Q>- 
medy  (hould  be  call'diP&Jty  or  not,  i.  e.  whether  the 
Comedies  of  Terence,  Plautus^Menander,  &c,  (hould 
be  efteem'd  fuch,  for  in  its  own  Nature  there  is  a 
Comic  Poetic  DiBion  as  well  as  a  Tragic  one  ;  a 
Diftion  which  Horace  himfelf  was  a  great  Matter 
of,  tho'  it  had  not  then  been  ufed  in  the  Drama  *, 
for  ev'n  the  fublimeft  Sentiments  of  Terence,  when 


*  One  Key  to  Amintor*s  Hcroifm  and  Diftrefs,  will,  I  believe,  folve 
all  the  Objections  that  have  been  rais'd  to  this  Scene  ;    which  wilt  va- 
nifh  at  once  by  only  an  occafional  Conformity  to  our  Authors  ethical  and 
political  Principles.     They  held  Pajfive  Obedience  and  Non-reji/lemce  to 
Princes  an  indifpenfable  Duty ;  a  Doctrine  which  Queen  Elizabeth's 
Goodnefs  made  her  Subjects  fond  of  imbibing,  •  and  which  her  Suecejbrj 
King-craft  with  far  different  Views,  carried  to  its  higheft  Pitch.     In 
this  Period,  oar  Authors  wrote/  and  we  may  as  well  quarrel  with  Taffo 
for  Popery,  or  with  Homer  and  Virgil  for  Heatbenifmy  as  with  our  Au- 
thors for  this  Principle.    It  is  therefore  the  violent  Shocks  of  the  higheft 
Provocations  draggling  with  what  Amintor  thought  his  eternal  Duty ; 
of  Nature  rebelling  againft  Principle  (as  a  famous  Parti/an  for  this 
Doctrine  in  Queen  Ann\  Reign  exprefs'd   it,    when  he  happen'd  not 
to  be  in  the  Miniftry)  which  drive  the  Heroic  Touth  into  that  Pkrenjy, 
which  makes  him  challenge  his  deareft  Friend  for  efpoufing  too  re- 
vengefully his  own  Quarrel  againft  thefacred  Majefty  of  the  mdft  aban- 
dtmedly  wicked  King.     The  fame  Key  is  neceflary  to  the  Hcroifm  of 
A2cius9  Aubrey,  Arcbasy  and  many  others  of  our  Author's  Characters ; 
in  all  which  the  Reader  will  perhaps  think,  there  is  fomething  un- 
naturally abfurdt  bat  the  Abfardity  is  wholly  chargeable  on  the  Doctrine 
apt  on  the  Peeti. 

C  3  his 
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his  Comedy  raifes  its  Voice  to  the  greateft  Dignity, 
are  ftill  not  cloath'din  Poetic  Di&ion.  The  Britf/b 
Drama  which  before  Jonfon  receiv'd  only  fomc 
little  Improvement  from  the  Models  of  Greece  and 
Rome,  but  fprung  chiefly  from  their  own^Moratities$ 
and  religious  Farces ;  and  had  a  Birth  extremely  fimi-? 
lar  to  what  the  Grecian  Drama  originally  fprung 
from  3  differed  in  its  Growth  from  the  Greeks  chiefly 
in  two  Particulars.  The  latter  feparated  the  folemn 
Parts  of  their  religious  Shews  from  the  Satiric  Far-? 
cical  Parts  of  them,  and  fo  form'd  the  diftindfc  Spe* 
cies  of  Tragedy  and  Comedy ;  the  Britons  were  not 
fo  happy,  but  fuffer'd  them  to  continue  united, 
\ev'n  in  Hands  of  as  great  or  greater  Poets  than  $<h 
phocles  and  Euripides.  •  But  they  had  far  better  Suc- 
cefs  in  the  fecond  Inftance.  The  Greeks  appror 
priated  the  Spirit  and  Nerves  of  Poetry  to  Tragedy 
only,  and  tho'  they  did  not  wholly  deprive  the  Co- 
medy of  Metre,  they  left  it  not  the  Shadow  of  Poetic 
'DiBion  and  Sentiment ; 

Idcirco  qui  dam,  Comcedia  necne  Poema 
EJfet,  qua/here  :  quod  acer  Spiritus  ac  Vis 
Nee  Verbis  nee  rebus  ineft. 

The  Britons  not.  only  retain'd  Metre  in  their  Corner 
dies,  but  alio  all  the  acer  Spiritus,  all  the  Strength 
and  Nerves  of  Poetry,  which  was  ih  a  good  Mea- 
fure  owing  to  the  Happinefs  pf  our  blank  Verfe, 
which  at  the  feme  time  that  it  is  capable  of  the 
higheft  Sublimity,  the  moft  extenfive  and  nobleft 
Harmony  of  the  Tragic  and  Epic  $  yet  when  ufed 
familiarly  is  fo  near  the  Sermo  Pedeftris,  fo  eaijr 
and  natural  as  to  be  well  adapted  ev'n  to  the  drblleft 
Comic  Dialogue.     The  French  common  Metre  is  the 

very 
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▼ery  Reverfe  of  this;  it  is  much  too  ftiffand  formal 
either  for  Tragedy  or  Comedy,  unable  to  rife  with 
proper  Dignity  to  the  Sublimity  of  the  one,  or  to 
defcend  with  Eafe  to  the  jooofe  Familiarity  of  tho 
other.  Befides  the  Cramp  of  Rhime  every  Line; 
is  cut  afunder  by  fo  ftrong  a  C&fure,  that  in  Englijh 
we  fhould  divide  it  into  the  three-foot  Stanza,  as 

When  Fanny  blooming  Fair  .    . 

Firji  caught  my  ravijtid  Sight, 
Struck  with  her  Shape  and  j&r 

J  felt  a  fir ange  Delight. 

Take  one  of  the  Rhimes  from  thefe,  and  write  them 
in  two  Lines,  they  are  exa&ly  the  lame  with  the 
French  Tragic  and  Epic  Metre. 

V  ... 

When  Fanny  blooming  Fair,  firji  caught  my  ra- 

vijh'd  Sight, 
Struck  with  her  Air  and  Shape >  I  felt  a  Jlrangg 

Delight. 

» 

•  * 

In  a  Language  where  this  is  their  fublimeft  Meafure, 
no  wonder  that  their  greateft  Poet  fhould  write  his 
Telemaque  an  Epic  Poem  in  Profe.  Every  one  miift 
know  that  thfc  ~  genteel -Parts  of  Comedy,  DejfcriptN 
ons  of  polite- Life,  moral  Sentences,  paternal  Fond- 
neft,  filial -Duty,  generous  Friendlhip,  aqd  particu- 
larly the  Delicacy  and  Tendernefs  of  Lovers'  Senti- 
ments are  egually  proper  to  Poetry  in  Comedy  .as 
Tragedy  ;  in .  thefe  Things  there  is  no  fort  of  real 
Inference  between  the  two,  and  what  the  Greeks 
and  Latins  form'd  had  no  Foundation  in  Nature  ; 
QW  old  Poets  therefore  made  no  ftich  Difference, 
>  c  4  and 
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and  their  Comedies  id  this  RdpeA  vaftly  fflfcfcl  th« 
Z,d///tf  and  Gntf  >b.  Jon/on  who  tefof fin'd  many 
Faults  of  our  Drama,  and  follow'd  the  Flam  of 
(r/Vrt*  and  Rome  very  clofely  in  taoft  Irtftances,  yet 
preferv'd  the  Poetlfc  Fire  and Di&iofl  df  Comedy  a6* 
great  Excellence,  How  many  Inftahces  of  foiitaitabl* 
Poetic  Bmuties  might  one  produce  from  &hakejpeat*b 
Comedies?  Not  fo  many  yet  extremely  numerous 
are  thofe  of  our  Authors,  and  fuch  a&  in  an  ancient 
Claffic  would  bt  thobght  Beauties  of  the  firft  Mag- 
nitude. Thefe  lie  before  me  in  fuch  Variety,  that 
I  fcarce  know  where  to  fix.  But  I'll  confine  myfelf 
chiefly  to  Moral  Sentiments.  In  the  Elder  Brother, 
Charles  the  Scholar  thus  fpeaks  of  the  Joys  of  li- 
terature i  feeitig  ask'd  by  his  Father-— 

Nor  will  you 


Take  care  of  my  EJlatet  Chdr.  Bitf  #*  *9  Wifhts* 
For -know,  Sir,  that  the  Wings  on  which  my  Soul 
If  mounted,  have  loHgjSnce  horn  her  too  high 
Uojioop  at  any  Prey  that  Joars  not  upwards. 
Sordid  and  Dunghill  Minds,   compos' d  of  Eart&9 
Ik  that  grofs  Element  fix  all  their  Bappintjs ; 
Batpurir  Spirits,  purg'd,  tefirtd,  Jhdke  off 
<$hat  Cleg  of  human  Prailty,     Give  me-kave 
V enjoy  myfelf  \  that  Place  that  does  contain 
My  Books,  my  befi  Companions,  is  to  me 
A  glorious  Court,  where  hourly  Iconvtrft 
With  the  old  Sages  and  Philofophersj 
jtoid  fojnetimes,  for  Variety,  I  confer 

With  Kings  and  Empetors,  and  weigh  tbnr 

Counjelsi 

CalUm 
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Catting  their  Victories,  ifunjuftly  got. 

Unto  afttiB  Account,  and,  in  my  fancy  t 

Deface  their  ///-//wV  Statues. 

VoL  IL  ftp  j. 

In  Monfieur  Thomas,  a  Youth  in  Love  with  his 
Friend's  intended  Wife,  after  refilling  the  grcattft 
Temptations  of  P<#?«,  is  thus  encouraged  by 
the  young  Lady  to  perfevere  in  his  Integrity. 

Ffands.  Wbithet  do  you  drive  met 

Cellide.  Back  to  your  Hontfty,  make  that  good  tver^ 

'Tis  tike  a  firong-buih  CsJXbfeated  high, 

That  draws  on  ail  Ambitions  \fiiU  repair  itt 

Stiff  fortify  it  i  there  are  tboufand  Foes, 

Btfide  the  Tyrant  Beauty  vnli  a  fail  it. 

hook  to  your  Centinels  that  watch  it  hourly, 
Tour  Eyes,  let  them  not  wander? 


^mmmH^mmmmmm^mm 


>Keepyour  Ears, 


.  3T&  two  main  Ports  that  may  betray  ye9  firongly 
From  light  Belief  firjt%  then  from  Flattery, 
Especially  where  Woman  beats  the  Parley; 

¥he  Body  of  pur  Strength,  your  noble  Heart 

Prom  ever  yielding  to  dijhonejl  Ends, 

fodg'd    round    about  with  Virtue,    that   Ml 

Breaches, 
Nojubtle  Mines  mayfndyou* 

At 

■  1 1   i    i  i  • ,  1 1   i  i       ii     tin  ——■———■» 

*  Oar  Authors,  fai  carrying  the  Metaphor  of  a  Ciuulil  compared  to 
the  tytrdxhro'  fo  many  Di  vifions, Ycem  to  have  built  on  the  Foundation 
of  Si  P**J>  who  m  like  manner  carries  .on  a  Metaphor  from  Jrmur 
!hitf|fift  few*!  Pattl.    Bfbefiam  vL  u, 

\  Pit 


&ki         P   R    E    J?  A    C    F; 

As  Cellide  had  before  us'd  a  /#&  Behaviour  \  in 
Trial  of  his  Virtue,  upon  finding  it  only  a  Trial, 
and  receiving  from  hejr  this  virtuous  Le&ure,  he 
rejoins; 

JEbw 


Put  on  the  whole  Apnour  of  God— ■ — having  your  Loins  girt  about 

tyith  Truth,  and  having  on  the  Breaft-plate  of  Right eoufnefs. Above 

#1,  taking  the  Shield  6i  Faith,  wherewith  ye  (hall  be  able  to  quendh 
all  the  fiery^  Darjs  of  the  wicked  ;  and  take   the  Helmet  of  Sahatimi 
and  the  Sword  of  the  Spirit  which  is  the  Word  of  God,    See  alfo  the 
fame  Metaphor  in  Ifaiah]xx.  17.    frpra.  whom  St.  Paul  took  Jbi$. 
Were  I  to  quote,  our  Author's  frequent  Refemblance    to  the'  Stile  and 
Sentiments  0/  &e  Scriptures,  another  very,  large  Field  would  open  to 
11s }  and  this  would  help  us  to  the  Solution  of  two  Qpeftions,  which 
they  who'  have  a  juft  Tafte  of  the  Excellencies  of  our  old  Englijb  Poets 
naturally  ask:   1.  How  came  the  Briti/h  Mufe  in  the  very  Infancy  of 
Literature,  when  but  juft  fprung  from,  the  dark  Womb*  of  monkifh 
Superftitiori,  to  rife  at  bna  to  mch  Nfaturity,  as  (he  did  in  Spenfer, 
Shake/pear,   .Beaumont,   Fletcher,    JmfotfM&  Maffenger  f     2.  .What 
Spirit  is  it  that  has  animated  the  frozen  Foggy  Genius  of  Britain  into 
a  nobler  and  fiercer  Flame  of  Poetry  than  was  ever  yet  kindled  in  the 
bright  invigorarlngCiimesof  France  and  modern  Italy*  infomuch,  that 
a  Gallic  and  Italian  Eye  is  dazled  and  offended  at  the  Brightnefs  of 
the  nobleft  Expreffidns  of  Milton,  and  the  Authors  above-mention'd  ? 
'We  anfwer.    it  was  no  left  a  Spirit  than  the  Spirit  of  God,  it  was  the 
Sun  of  Rightepufnefs,  the  ballowfd  Light  of  the  Scriptures  that  was  juft 
then rifen  on  the Briti/hQXimt,  but  is  ftili  hid  in  Clouds  and  Darknefg 
to  France  and  Italy.     A  Light  to  which  thebrighteft  Strokes  of  Milton 
and  Shakefpear  ate  but  as  the  Rays  of  the  Mid-day  Sun,  when  com* 
pared  to  that  ineffable  inconceivable  Lufire  which  furrounds  the  Throne 
of  God.     When  the 'Zeal  of  Religion  ran  high,  and  a  Collection  of 
&r  the  nobleji  Poem  that  were  ever  wrote  in  the  World,  thofe  of  J  oh, 
Va<vid,  IfaiahK  and  all*  the  Prophets  were  daily  read,   and  publickly, 
folemnly   and  learnedly  commented  upon,   in  almoft  every  Town  in 
the  Kingdom ;  when  ey&y  Man  thought  it  a  Difgrace  not  to  ftudy 
them  in  private,  and  not  to"  treafure  the  nobleft  Parts  of  them  in  his  Me- 
mdry ,  what  wonder  was  it  that  our  Poets  mould  catch  fo  much  of  the 
facred  Fire,  or  that  the  Briti/h  Genius  mould  be  array'd  with  the  Beams 
of  Ihe  Bafl  ?  Bur  when  the  Love  of  the  Scriptures  waxed  faint,  -the 
Nerves  of  our  Poetry  grew  in  the  fame  Proportion  weak  and  languid. 
One  of  the  bed  Means  therefore  to  gain  a  true  Tafte  of  the  extreme 
Poetic  Sublimity  of  the  facred  Scriptures,  is   to  converfc  with   thofe- 
J^i/rwhofeStrle  and  Sentiments  moft  refemble  them.     And  the  Very 
bed  Means  to  reftore  the  Britjfi  Genius  to  its  priftin  Vigour,  and  ft* 
:■-  •  craw 
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»■     iw  ■  How  like  the  Sun 

Labouring  in  bis  Eclipfe,  dark  and  prodigious 
She  Jhew'd  till  now  ?  when  having  won  bis  way% 
How  full  of  Wonder  be  breaks  out  again 
Andjheds  his  virtuous  Beams  ? 

*5uch  Paflages  as  thefe  are  frequent  in  our  Authors 
Comedies ;  were  they  expreft  only  in  genteel  Profe, 
they  would  rank  with  the  very  nobleft  Paflages  of 
lerence,  fc>ut  what  Reafon  upon  Earth  can  be  aflign'd, 
but  meer  Fa/hion,  why,  becaufe  they  are  Parts  of 
Comedies,  they  lhould  be  weakened  and  flatned  into 
•f-Profe  by  drawing  the  Sinews  of  their  Strength  and 
eclipfing  thofe  poetic  Beams  that  (bed  Vigour,  Life 
and  Luftre  on  every  Sentiment ) 

Such  Poetic  Excellence  therefore  will  theJEteader 
find  in  the  genteel  Parts  of  our  Author's  Comedies, 
but,  as  before  hinted,  there  is  a  Poetic  Stile  often 
equally  proper  *  and  excellent  ev'n  in  the  lo weft 
JDrollery  of  Comedy.  Thus  when  the  jocofc  old 
Miramont  in  the  Elder  Brother  catches  auftetje  fo- 
lemn  Mqgijlrate  Brifac  endeavouring  to  debauch 
his  Servant's  fFtfe-rrBcfore  he  breaks  in  upon  him, 
he  lays  j 

O, 

V . 

create  other  Shakefyears  and  other  Miltqnst  is  %o  promote  the  Study, 
jjovc  and  Admiration  of  thofe  Scriptures. 

A  concurrent  Cau^e,  which  raifed  the  Spirit  of  Poetry  tD  fuch  a  Height 
in  Queen  Elizabeth* *  Reign,  was  the  Encouragement  and  Influence  cf 
the  Queen  herfelf ;  to  whom  poUte  Literature  was  the  moft  courtly  Ac- 
complishment* Look  into  Sptn/ers  Defcription  of  her  Lords  and  Fa- 
vourites, and  you'll  find  a  learned  Queen  made  a  whole  Court  of  Poets* 
juft  as  an  amorous  Monarch  afterwards  made  every  flow'ry  Courtier 
write  Romance ;  and  Martial  Princes  have  turn'd  intimidated  Ar- 
mies into  Heroes* 

f  There  is  much  lefs  Profe  left  in  this  Edition  than  there  was 
*l  all  the  former ;  in  which  the  Mtajurc  was  often  moil  miferably 

negle&e<t 
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O,  th9  infinite  Frights  that  will  affail  this  G*a- 

ilemanl 
The  Quartans,  Tertians,  and  Quotidians; 
That'll  hang,    like   Sergeants*  on  his  Worfhip's 

Shoulders! 
How  will  thofefolemn  Looks  appear  to  mey 
Jnd  that  fevere  Face  that  fpake  Chains  and 

Shackles ! 

How  fmall  a  Change  of  the  Comic  Words  would 
turn  this  into  the  Sublime  ?  fuppofe  it  fpoke  of  Nero 
by  one  who  knew  he  would  be  at  once  deferted  by 
the  Senate  and  jirmy,  and  giv'n  up  to  the  Fury  of 
the  People. 

What  infinite  Frights  willfoon  afail  the  Tyrant  ? 
What  Terrors  likejlern  Lidtors  will  arrejt  him  ? 
How  will  that  fierce  terrific  Eye  appear, 
Wboje  jligbtefi  Bend jpake  Dungeons^  Chains ',  and 
Death? 

Such  as  the  former,  is  the  general  Stile  of  our  Au- 
thor's Drollery,  particularly  of  Fletcher's ;  Beaumont 
deals  chiefly  in  another  Species,  the  Burlefque  Epic. 
Thus  when  the  little  Comic  French  Lawyer  is  run 
Fighting-mad>  and  his  Antagonifl  excepts  againft 
his  Shirt  for  not  being  laced  (as  Gentlemen's  Shirts 
of  that  Age  ufed  to  be)  he  anfwers, 


rin* 


negle&ed.  Wit  without  Money,  the  very  firft  Play  which  fell  to  my 
Lot  to  prepare  for  the  Prefs  after  Mr.  Tbeobait*  Death,  was  all 
printed  as  Profe,  except  about  twenty  Lines  towards  the  End ;  bat  the 
Reader  will  now  find  it  as  true  Meafure  as  almolt  any  Comedy  of  our 
Juthon. 

Baft 
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Bafe  and  degenerate  Coufin>  doft  not  know 
An  old  and  tatter* d  Colours  to  an  Enemy  > 
Is  of  more  Honour^  andjhews  more  ominous? 
This  Shirt  five  Times  vifforious  Tve  fought  under I 
And  cut  thro9  Squadrons  of  your  curious  Cut- works, 
As  I  will  do  thro\  thine ;  Jhake  and  befatisfy'd. 

This  Stile  runs  thro*  many  of  Beaumont's  Charafters^ 
befide  La-writ's,  as  Lazrillo,  TbeKnigbtoftbeBurn- 
ing  Pejllc>  Bejfus's  two  Swordfinen,  &c.  and  he  hat 
frequent  AUufions  to  and  ev'n  Parodies  of  the  fub- 
lkneft  Parts  of  Sbaktfpeer  \  which  both  Mr.  Sympfon 
and  Mr.  Theobald  look  upon  as  Sneers  upon  a 
Poet  of  greater  Eminence  tn^n  the  fuppofed  Sneerer 
(a  very  great  *  Crime  if  true)  but  I  believe  it  an  en- 
ixxzMiJlake.  The  Nature  of  this  Burlefque  Epic 
requires  the  frequent  Ufe  of  the  moft  known  and 
moft  acknowledged  Expreflions  of  Sublimity,  which 
apply'd  to  low  Qbje#s  render  them,  not  the  Author  of 
thofeExpreffions,  ridiculous,  Almoft  all  Men  of  Wit 
make  the  fame  uf?  of  Sbakefpear  and  Milton's  Ex- 
preffions  in  common  Conversation  without  the  leaft 
Thought  of  fheering  either;  and  indeed  if  every 
Quotation  from  Shake/pear  thus  jocularly  apply'd  in 


w^^mmmmmmmmmm^mmmmmmmmmfmmmmmm^mmm^mmm 


*  For  a  further  Defence  of  our  Authors  from  this  Imputation,  ice 
Xfote  31  of  The  Little  French  Lawyer,  Vol.  IV.  page  248;  and  Note 
ao,  of  Tit  Woman-Hater,  Vol.  X.  page  250,  In  both  which  there  it 
a.Miftake  with  regard  to  the  Author  of  thofe  Plays.  When  I  wrote 
the  Notes,  I  fuppos'd  it  Fletcher,  till  Beaumont's  Letter  at  the  End  of 
Ik*  Nice  Valour 9  gave  me  a  Key,  which  is  given  to  the  Reader  in  the  . 
firft  Se&ion  of  the  Preface,  and  which  explainj  the  Difference  of  Maw 
«r  between  Beaumont  and  Fletcher* 

area! 
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a  real  Sneer  upon  him,  then  all  Burlefque  Sublime 
is  a  Sneer  upon  the  real  Sublime,  and  Beaumont 
fheer*d  himfelf  as  well  as  Shakefpear, 

From  thefe  three  fhort  Specimens  thp  Reader 
will  form,  we  hope,  a  juft  Idea  of  the  three  Stiles 
ufed  in  our  Author's  Comedies,  the  Sublime,  the  droll 
Poetic,  and  the  burlefque  Sublime.  There  is  indeed 
a  fmall  Mixture  of  Profe,  which  is  the  only  Part  of 
tour  old  Dramatic  Poets  Stile  that  Moderns  haVe 
vouchf^fed  to  imitate.  Did  they  acknowledge  the 
Truth,  and  confefs  their  Inability  to  rife  to  the  Spi- 
rit, Vigour,  and  Dignity  of  the  other  Stiles,  they 
were  pardonable.  But  far  from  it,  our  reform'd 
Tafte  calls  for  Profe  only,  and  before  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher's  Plays  can  be  endur'd  by  fuch  Attic  Ears, 
they  muft  be  corre&ed  into  Profe,  as  if,  becaufe  well- 
brew'd  Porter  is  a  wholfom  Draught,  therefore 
Claret  and  Burgundy  muft  be  daftied  with  Porter 
before  they  were  drinkable.  For  a  true  Specimen 
of  our  Modern  Tajle,  we  will  give  the  Reader  one 
Cup  of  pur  Author's  Wine  thus  porteriz'd,  and  that 
by  One  who  perfedtly  knew  the  Palate  of  the  Age, 
who  pleafed  it  greatly  in  this  very  Inftance,  and 
fome  of  whofe  Comedies  have  as  much  or  more  Me- 
rit than  any  Moderns  except  Congreve.  Mr.  Cibber 
has  confolidated  two  of  our  Author's  Plays,  The 
Elder  Brother,  and  The  Cujlom  of  the  Country,  to 
form,  his  Love  makes  a  Man ;  or,  The  Fop's  Fortune* 
In  the  former  there  are  two  old  French  Noblemen,, 
Lews  and  Brifac,  the  firft  proud  of  his  Family  and 
Fortune,  the  other,  of  his  Magifterial  Power  and 
Dignity ;  neither  Men  of  Learning,  •  and  therefore, 
both  preferring  courtly  Accomplishments,  and  the 
Knowledge  of  the  World,  to  the  dcepeft  Know- 
ledge 
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ledge  of  Books,  and  the  moil  extenfive  Literature, 
Such  Choraders  exclude  not  good  Senfe  in  general, 
but  in  that  Part  of  their  Characters  only  where  their 
Foibles  lie;  (as  Polenius  in  Hamlet  is  a  Fool  in  his 
pedantic  Foibles,  and  a  Man  of  Senfe  in  all  other 
Inftanccs)  accordingly  Fletcher  makes  Brifac  qpd 
Lewis  thus  treat  of  a  Marriage  between  their  Chil- 
dren, 

BrL  Good  Monfieur  Lewis,  1  efteem  myfelf 
Much  honoured  in  your  clear  Intent  to  join 
Our  ancient  Families,  and  tmke^  them  one  j 

t    And'tfboill  take  from  my  Age  and  Cares,  to  live 
And  fee  what  you  have  purposed  put  in  AS  j 
Of  which  your  Vifit  at  this  prefent  is 
A  hopeful  Omen  i  I  each  Minute  expefting 
Thf  Arrival  of  my  Sons  *,  I  have  not  wrong9 d 
Their  Birth  for  want  of  Means  and  Education, 
ZToJhdpe  them  to  that  Courfe  each  was  addiSed ; 
And  therefore  that  we  may  proceed  difcreitly, 
Since  what's  concluded  rajhlyfeldom  proffers, 
Youfrjt  Jhall  take  aJlriSI  Perufa  I  of  them, 
And  then  from   your    Allowance \   your   fair' 

Daughter  s 

May  fajhion    her  Ajfeftion.      Lew.    Monfeur 

Brifac, 
You -offer  fair  and  nobly,  and  Til  meet  you 
In  the  fame  Line  of  Honour ;  and,  I  hope,       > 
B?ing  blejl  but  with  one  Daughter,  I  Jhall  not 

v  ^ApfsaKimpertinently  curious, 

Though,  ipith  my  utrnoft  Vigilance  and  Study,     '* 
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I  labour  to  be/low  her  to  her  Worth : 

Let  others  fpeak  her  Form,  and  future  Fortune 

From  me  defcending  to  her,  I  in  that 

Sit  down  withSilence.  BxuToumay^Lordfecurely 

Since  Fame  aloud  proclaimeth  her  Ferfeftions, 

Commanding  all  Mens  Tongues  tofing  her  Fraifes. 

I  quote  not  this  as  an  Inftance  of  the  Sublime, 
but  of  our  Authors  genteel  Dialogue  enliven'd  by  % 
few  Poetic  Figures,  as  in  the  laft  Lines  Fame  is 
ferfonis'd  and  commands  the  Tongues  of  Men. 
Now  let  us  fee  this  Dialogue  moderns' d?  The 
Names  of  the  old  Gentlemen  being  chang'd  to 
Antonio  ajul  Cbarino,  they  thus  confer* 

Ant  Without'  Compliment,  my  oty  Friind9  I 
Jhall  think  myfelf  much  honour' d  in  your  Al- 
liance s  our  Families  are  both  ancient,  our  Children 
youngs  and  able  to  fupport  *em\  mi  I  think  the 

fooner  wefet  *em  to  work  the  better. 

Cha.  Sir,  yon  offeir  fair  and  nobly,  and  Jhall 

find I dare  meet  you  in  the  feme  Line  of  Honour; 
and  I  hope,  fince  I  have  but  one  Girl  in  the  Worlds 
you  worit  think  me  a  trouble fome  old  Fool,  if  I  en- 
deavour to  beftow  her  to  her  Worth ;  therefore,  if 
you  plea fe,  before  we  Jhake  Hands,  a  Word  or  two 
fy  the  bye,  for  I  have  fome  confideraMe  ^ytftions  to 
?skyGU> 

Ant.  Ask* em. 

Cha.  Well,  in  the  firft  Place,  you  fiy  pu  have 
two.  Sons/ 

Ant.  Exaftty.  . 


PREFACE,         xlix; 

.  Chsu  And  2&i  are  wiling  that  one  of  'em  Jball 
marry,  my  Daughter  I 

Auk  Willing. 

Cha*  My  Daughter  Angelina  ? 

Ant.  A^diiuu  . 

Cha>  A&4,  you  we  tihewife  content  that  tfc  Jbid 
Angelina  Jkall  fvrvey  'em  both;  and  (with  my  Al- 
lowance), take  ti  hiV  lawful  Husbandt  'which  of  Kem 
Jhepleqfes? 

Ant.  Content.  .    / 

Cha.  And  you  farther  promife,  that  the  Per/on 
fy  bfv  (ntyiffiej  Jh  choftn  {be  it  etyer  or  younger*} 
jbqtlbe  your  file  Heir;  that  is  to  fay,  JhaU  be  in  # 
eondhimal  P*J*fjion9  of  at-  leajl  tbr&  parts  of  your 
EJlefa  Ym  know  the  Conditions,  qpjj  this  you  pofi- 
tively  promife  9 

Ant.  To  perform. 

Cha.  Why  then^  as  the  lafi  "token  $f  my  fitM'  Con- 
fent  and  Approbation x  I  give  you  my  Jiand. 

Ant.  There' s<  Mine,, 

Ch».  ttt  4  Match  I 

Anj,  4M0t(b 

Cha.  3am. 

Ant.  Don*. 

Cha.  jfe£  dope  !— -that's  enough  ■ 

Strjl^  out  &n  Expreffion  or  two  of  Fletcber\ 
and  a  coupif  of  Graficrs  would  have  put  more 
Senfe  into  an  Q$-bargqir\.  \  blame  not  the  Author f 
if  a  Man's  Guftaraers  refolvs  to  pay  the  Price  of 
Champaign  gyad  yet  infift  upon  Mild  and  Stale,  who 
would  refofe  k  them  ?  This  is  ealy  a  Specimen  of 
the   Tajle  of  the  late  -wonderfully  enlightned  Age. 

Hot  wSfbtiejpegr  and  MiMm  m*  .rfpwiy  h  $  w$ ' 

jijtgafure  difpers'd  the  Clouds  of  Prejudice  whic^ 
had  long  obfeur'd  their  Excellen^w^  'tis  id  he 
I.  d  •"     .  .      hop'd 
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hop'd  that  our  Eyes  arc  now  inur'd  to  bear  the 
Luftre  of  fuch  Poets,  who  moil  refemble  thefe  Suns 
of  Britain.  To  fuch  Readers  therefore  who  are  de- 
firous  of  becoming  acquainted  with  the  Excellencies 
of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  I  (hall  beg  leave  to  recom- 
mend their  Plays  to  be  read  in  the  following  Order, 
beginning  with  which  Species  they  like  beft. 


C*  L 


Tragedies     and    Tragi- 
comedies. 

Maid's  Tragedy        vol.  I 
Philafter  vol.  I 

King  and  no  King    vol.  t 
The  Two  Noble  Kinfmen 

vol.  10 
The    Double    Marriage 

vol.  7 

The  Bloody  Brother,    or 

Rollo  vol.  5 

The  Falfe  One  vol.  4 

The  Knight  of  Malta 

vol.  7 
vol.  4 
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Paftoral. 


Faithful  Shepherdess  vol.  3 
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Comedies. 


Elder  Brother  ,  vol.  s 
Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a 

Wife  toI.  3 

Little  French  Lawyer  vol.  4 
Wit  without  Money  vol.  * 
Spanijb  Curate  vol.  » 

Nice  Valour,  or  Paffionatt 

Mad-Man        .   vol.  10 


Valentinian 


Laws  of  Candy        vol.  4 
Loyal  Subject  vol.  3 

The  Ifland  Princefs   vol.  8 
Vibierry  and  Ibeodoret 

vol.  10 
Wife  for  a  Month  vol.  5 
Bonduea  vol.  6 
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Burlefque  Sublime., 


The  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Peftle  vol.  6 


II. 

Fair  Maid  of  the  Mill. 
'Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 
Wild-goofe  Chare. 
Monfieur  Thomas. 
The  Chances. 
Honeft  Man's  Fortune. 
Cuftom  of  the  Country. 
Beggar's  Bufli. 
The  Captain. 
The  Sea-Voyage. 
Love's  Cure,  or  the  Martial 

Maid. 
Coxcomb.    ' 
Woman-Hater. 
Wit  at  Jeveral  Weapons. 
Women  pleas'd. 
Tamer  tam'd. 
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The  Coronation    ,    vol.  9    Mask 


A      S 


S 

vol.  10. 


The  Queen  of  Corinth  vol.  6    Moral  Reprefentations 
The  Lover  VProfcrcfe  vol.  c  •  ^      vol.10 

The  Prophetefs         vol.  6 
-Cupid's  Revenge       vol.  9  .  . 


III. 

Pilgrim 

Love's  Pilgrimage 
Night- Walker 
Noble  Gentleman 


vol.  5 

TOI.  7 

vol.  J 
vol.  $ 

The 
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The  Reader  will  find  many  excellent  things  in 
this  laft  Clafsj,  for  the  Plays  of  our  Authors  do  not 
differ  from  each  other  near  fo  much  as  thofe  of 
Sbakefpear.  The  three  laft  Tragedies  are  detruded 
fo  low  on  Account  of  their  Magie  and  Machinery \ 
in  which  our  Authors  fall  fhorter  of  Sbakefpear  than 
in  any  other  of  their  Attempts  to  imitate  him. 
What  is  the  Reafon  of  this?  Is  it  that  their  Genius 
improv'd  by  Literature  and  polite  Conversion, 
could  well  defcribe  Men  and  Manner s,  but  had  not 
that  poetic  that  creative  Power  to  form  new  Beings 
and  new  Worlds, 


and  give  to  airy  Nothings 


A  local  Habitation  and  a  Names 


as  Shakejfeear  excellently  defcribes  his  own  Genius  f 
I  believe  not.  The  Enthufiafm  of  PaJJions  which 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  are  fo  frequently  rapt  into, 
and  the  vaft  Variety  of  diftinguifli'd  Characters 
which  they  have  fo  admirably  drawn,  (hew  as  ftrong 
Powers  of  Invention  as  the  Creation  of  Witches  and 
raifing  pf  Ghofts.  Their  Deficiency  therefore,  in 
Magic  is  accountable  from  a  Caufe  far  different 
from  a  Poverty  of  Imagination ;  it  was  the  accidental 
Difadvantage  of  a  liberal  and  learned  Education: 
Sorcery,  Witchcraft,  AJtroIogy,  Ghofts,  and  Appari- 
tions >  were  then  the  tiniverfal  Belief  of  both  the 
great  Vulgar  and  the  fmall,  nay  they  were  even  the 
Parliamentary,  the  National  Creed;  only  fome  early- 
enUghtned  Minds  faw  and  contemn'd  the  whole  w-» 
perftitious  Trumpery :  Among  thefe  our  Authors 
were  probably  initiated  from  their  School-days  into 
a  deep-grounded  Contempt  of  it,  which  breaks  out 
in  many  parts  of  their  Works,  and  particularly,  in 
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The  Bloody  Brother  and  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn, 
where  they  began  that  admirable  Banter  which  the 
excellent  Butler  carry'd  on  exactly  in,  the  lame 
Strain,  and  which,  with  fueh  a  Second,  has  at  kft 
drove  the  Bugbears  from  the  Minds  of  almoft  all 
Men  of  common  Underftanding.  But  here  was 
our  Authors  Difadvantage ;  the  Tafte  of  their  Age 
eall'd  aloud  for  the  Afliftance  of  Gho/is  and  Sorcery 
to  heighten  the  Horror  of  Tragedy ;  this  Horror 
they  had  never  felt,  never  heard  of  but  with  Con- 
tempt, and  confequently  they  had  no  Archetypes  in 
their  own  Breafts  of  what  they  were  calFd  on  to 
defcribe.  Whereas  Shake/pear  from  his  low  Educa- 
tion had  believ'd  and  felt  all  the  Horrors  he  painted; 
for  tho*  the  Univerfities  and  Inns  of  Court  were  in 
fome  degree  freed  from,  thefe  Dreams  of  Super- 
ftition,  the  Banks  of  the  Avon  were  then  haunted  on 
every  Side. 

There  tript  with  print lefs  Foot  the  Ehes  of  Hills* 
Brooks,  Lakes,  and  Groves;  there  Sorcery  bedimrii 
The  Noon-tide  Suny  call 9d forth  the  mutinous  Winds^ 
And  ytwixt  the  green  Sea  and  the  azurd  Vault 
Set  rearing  War,  &c.  Tempeft. 

$o  that  Shahefpear  can  icarcdy  be  laid  to  create  % 
new  World  in  his  Magic ,  he  went  but  back  to  his 
native  Country,  and  only  drefs'd  their  Goblins  m 
poetic  Weeds ;  hence  ev*n  Thefeus  is  not  attended 
by  his  own  Deities,  Minerva,  Venus,  the  Fauns, 
Satyrs,  8ca  but  by  Ohenm  and  his  Fairies  :  Whereas 
our  Authors  however  aukwardly  they  treat  of  Gbofts 
and  Sorcerers,  yet  when  they  get  back  to  Greece 
(which  was  as  it  were  their  native  Soil)  they  intro- 
duce the  Clajfic  Deities  with  Eafe  and  Dignity,  as 

Fletcher 
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sFktc&er  in  particular  does  m  his  Faithful  Sbepberdefi, 
and  both  of  them  in  their  Masks-,  the  laft  of  which 
is  put  in  the  third  Clafs  not  from  any  Deficiency  in 
the  Composition,  but  from  the  Nature  of  the  alle- 
gorical Mask  which,  when  no  real  Chara&ers  are 
intermixed,  ought  in  general  to  rank  below  Tragedy 
and  Comedy.  Our  Authors,  who  wrote  them  be- 
cause they  were  an  Fa&ion*  iiave  themfeives  Ihew'd 
how  lighi  they  held  them.  ♦ 

<Tbey  muji  commend  their  King,  andjpeak  bipraife 
"Of  the  Ajfembly ;  blefs  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom 
In  Per/on  vfjbme  God ;  thefre  ty'd  to  Rules 
Of  Flattery.* 

Maid's  Tragedy,  Aft  i.  Scene  i. 

This  was  probably  wrote  by  Beaummt  wkh  an  -eye 
to  the  Mask  at  Gray's  Inn,  as  weU  as  Masks  in 
general.     The  Reader  will  find  a  farther  Account 
of  our  Authors  Hays,  and  what  Share  Mr.  Shirley 
k  fuppo&'d  to  have  had  in  the  Completion  of  fome 
that  were  left  imperfedt  in  Mr.  Sympjbn's  Lives  of 
the  Authors.    But  before  I  finifh  my  Account  of 
them,  it  is  neceflary  to  apdlogife  for  a  Fault  which 
muA  {hock  ewery  modeft  Reader :     It  is  their  fre- 
quent ufe  of  grofs  and  indecent  Expreffions.     They 
have  this  Fault  in  common  with  Shake/pear,  who  is 
ibmetkaes  more  grofs  than  they  Arer  are ;  but  1  think 
Grofocis  does  not  occur  quite  fo  often  in  him.     la 
the  feoond  Oais  of  Parallel '  Paflages  where  the 
Hands  of  Shakefpe&r  and  <mx  Authors  were  not 
diftinguifhable,  1  omitted  one  Inftance  for .  Decency 
lake,  but  I  will  infert  it  here  as  proper  <to  the  Sub- 
ject wc  are  now  upon.     Philajler  being  violently 
agitated  by  Jealauty,  and  firmly  believing  his  Miflreis 
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to  have  been  loofe,  thus  fpeaks  of  a  Letter  which 
he  has  juft  receiv'd  from  her, 

• - — . —  O,  >et  all  Women 

That  love  black  Deeds  learn  to  diffemble  here  ! 
Here,  by  this  Paper ,  Jhe  doth  write  to  me, 
As  if  her  Heart  were  Mines  of  Adamant 
To  all  the  World  hefide  %  but  unto  me, 
A  Maiden  Snow  that  melted  with  my  Looks,. 

•  Vol.  i.  Page  131,  of  this  Edit. 

Strength  and  Delicacy  are  here  in  perfect  Union. 
In  like  manner  PofthuMus  in  Cymbeline,  Adt  2.  agi- 
tated by  as  violent  a  Jealoufy  of  his  Wife,  thus 
defences  her  feeming  Modefty : 


■■       ■  0  Vengeance!  Vengeance! 
Me  of  my  lawful  Pleafurejhe  refrain1  d, 
Anaprafd  meoft  Forbearance,  did  it  with 
x  A  Pudency  Jo  rofy,  thejweet  Look  orit 

Might  well  have  wanridold  Saturn  $    that  I 

thought  her 

As  chafe  as  unfunrtd  Snow. 

This  is  a  moft  amiable  Pi&ure  of  conjugal  Delicacy, 
but  it  may  be  jufty  objected  that  it  draws  the  Cur- 
tains of  the  Marriage-bed,  and  expofes  it  to  the 
View  of  the  World;  and  if  the  Reader  turns  to 
the  Speech  of  .  which  it  is  a  Part^  he  will  find 
much  grofler  Expreffions  in  the  Sequel.  Butthefe 
were  fp  far  from  offending  the  Ears  of  our  An- 
ceftors,  that  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  tho*  fo  often 
guilty  of  them,  are  perpetually  celebrated  by  the 
Writers  of  their  own  and  of  the  following  Age,  as 
the  great  Reformers  of  the  Drama  from  Bawdry 

and 
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and  Ribaldry.  Thus  when  Fletcher's  charming 
Paftoral,  The  Faithful  Shepberdefs,  had  been  damn'd 
by  its  fir  ft  Night's  Audience,  Jon/on  fays  that  they 
damn'd  it  for  want  of  the  vitious  and  bawdy  Scenes 
which  they  had  been  accuftom'd  to,  and  then 
breaks  out  in  a  Rapture  worthy  of  Jon/on,  worthy 
of  Fletcher. 

/  that  dm  glad  thy  Innocence  was  thy  Guilt, 
,     And  wijh  that  all  the  Mufes  Blood  wasfpilt 

In  fucb  a  Martyrdom,   to  vex  their  Eyes 
-     Do  crown  thy  murder' d  Poem,  &c. 

.Yet  even  this  Pattern  of  Chaftity  is  not  free  from 
Exprqffiops  which  would  now  be  juftly  deem'd  top 
grofs  for  the  Stage.     Sir  John  Berkenhead,  fpeaking 
-of  Fletcher's  Works  in  general,  fays, 

And  as  thy  Thoughts  were  clear,  fo  innocent, 
Thy  Fancy ,gavf  no  unfwept  Language  Vent, 
Slander'Jl  no  Laws,  propbarijl  no  holy  Page, 
As  if  thy  *  Father's  Crofipr  ruPd-  the  Stage. 

Our  Poets  frequently  boaft  of  this  Chaftity  of  Lan- 
guage themfelvcs.  See  the  Prologue  to  The  Knight 
of  the  Burning  Peftle.  Lovelace,  a .  Poet  of  no 
imall  Eminence,  fpeaks  of  the  great  Delicacy  of 
Expreffion  ev'n  in  the  Cufiom  of  the  Country. 

V^ew  here  a  loofe  Thought  faid  with  fucb  a  Grace, 
Minerva  might  have  fpoke  in  Venus'  Face, 
So  well  difguiid,  that  'twas  conceived  by  nonex 
But  Cupid  had  Diana' j  Linnen  on. 

*  Fletcher  Bijbop  of  London. 
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Yet  of  this  Phy  Dry dtn  afferts  that  it  tbhteitft  lAfcffe 
Bawdry  than  all  his  Plays  together.     What  tfttuft 
we  fay  of  thefe  different  Accounts?  Why  tii  c\Wc 
«  Day,  that  the  Stile  of 'the  Age  was  fofchaag'd,  thtt 
what  was  formerly  hot  fcfteefmM  ih  the  leaft  Degttfc 
indecent,  Was  now  become  very  taiteeh  fo $  juft  afc 
in  Chaucer,  the  very  filthieft  Words  are  tisM  with*, 
out  Dtfguife,  and  fays  Beaumont  in  excufe  for  him, 
he  gave  thofe  JSxpreffions  to  low  Ctoafa&ers,  With 
whom  they  were  theft  in  cotnttron  Ofe,  and  Whom 
he  could  not  therefore  draw  naturally  Without  them. 
The  lame  Plea  is  now  neceflky  for  Beaumont  him- 
jelf  and  all  his  contemporary  Dramatic  ^oets ;  but 
there  is  this  grand  and  efferitial  Difference  betWfegh 
the  grofs  Expreffions  of  our  old  £oets>  and  thte 
friore  delicai'e  Lewdfiefs  of  tttodeifr  Plays.     In   thfc 
former,  grofs  Expreffions    are  generally  the  Lan- 
guage of  low  life,  and  are  giv'n  to  Characters  which 
are  let  in  defpicable  Lights  :  \n  the  latter,  L^wdnefs 
is  frequently  the  Chara&eriftic  <Sf  the  Herb  of  the 
Comedy,  and  fo  intended  to  **ftarae  the  Paffions 
and  torrupt  the  ffe&rt.     Thus  much  is  ftecefl&ry  in 
Defence,  not  only  of  our  Authors,  but  of  Mr.  Symp~ 
ion  and  myfelf,  for  engaging  ki  the  PiabKcatibn  c*f 
Works  which  contain  a  great  many  Indecencies, 
which  We  cotild  have  Wifh'd  to  ha*e  feeefc  oi&kted^ 
and  which,  when  I  began  :to  prepare  «ay  Part  of 
the  Work  for  the  Prefs,  1  had  adluafly  ftnsck  off,  as 
far  as  I  could  do  it  without  injuring  the  Connexion 
of  the  Context ;  bat  the   Bookfellers  prfefs'd,  and 
indeed  irififted  upon  their  Reiteration  s  They  very 
fenfibly  urged  the  laft-«nentioned  Plea>  and  thought 
that  the  bare  Notion  of  a  oittail'd  Edition  would 
greatly  prejudice  the  Sale  of  it.     We  hope  therefore 
that  the  Reader  will  not  he  too  leverc  oil  the  Editqrs 

of 
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t^*  *Vr/b>Mitch  hire  great  Ezoclkhtiea»  and  tofcicfe 
in  gonereM  tend  td  pcwftoo*  Virtue  And  Chaftitf* 
the'  the  Cufltolti  of  die  ^r  made  the  Authors  not 
tfttiftlY  Abftrin  from  ExpnkftUM  not  then  efctm'd 
gpfcfe,  rot  wakh  now  ifiuft<eflfendevegr  modeft  Etn 

Hitherto  we  ha*e  t«*wd  of  oar  Aathors  and 
their  Merits  fomefchhtg  muft  be  added  of  the  At* 
ttihpt  of  th*  pfefent  Editor*  to  dear  them  iiom 
that  Maft  of  Oonfuftoft  -and  Qbfcunty  flung  upon 
then  by  the  iaacciirtacy  of  foraiifcr  Editors*  or  what 
>/m  vrfeirfe,  by  the  WMfukiefc  and  Jgnofance  of  our 
(old  Flayers,  who  kept  mbft  of  their  Plays  mitjy 
Ysars  in  Manufcript  as  itocfe  Piay-hou&  Properties^ 
to  be  changed  grid  irtartgied  by  every  new  Adtoft 
Hwnottr  and  Fancy.  As  this  iwas  th*  Catfg  of  moft 
4f  out  old   Play*,   the  teamed  Mr,  fyttcto  focml 
ftfangdy  toifoken  in  aflcrikig  that  no  more  Liberty 
totight  to  be  taken  in  the  Correction  of  the  <M 
(makigled]   Text  of  Shekefredr,  than  with  the  two 
fcnft  {accurate]  fiditioitf  of  Paradije  Lift*     Upoat 
this  grooftdlefe  Afffettioni  we  built  thofe  very  ufr- 
ttefoVed  Rfcfle&ions  upon  the  oraihent  Editors  of 
&b&k*$*fr  Who  ate  tdmpaf'd  to  the  Vice  of  the 
rid   Gomedy  beatiwg  their  Author^  original  Text 
With  their  Daggers  of  Lath.     Surely  fomething  very 
dft&renfc  from  fuch  Sarcafol  is  <dute  from  every  trvre 
Lover  of  Sbakefpem-  to  thofe  Editors  whpfe  Emen- 
dations have  clearVl  fo  raatiy  Obfctfrities,  and  made  . 
&  maily  Readers  ftiidy  fend  perceive  hmumettablfe 
E^coltencies  wtoidh  had  othcnwtfe  been  pifs 'd  owr 
<maoted  and  pfeifcaps  defpisVL    For  vetbal  Grkicifit^ 
*httft  k  tneafts  thfe  rfeftoring  the  tf  ue  Reading  to  the 
tttrigted  Text,  very  juftiy  holds  the  Patei  from  every 
other  Species  of  Oitkflfai,  *s  k  <&inim  be  perform** 
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with  Succeis  without  comprehending  all  the  reft ;  it 
muft  clearly  perceive  the  Stile,  Manner,  Characters, 
Beauties  and  Defeats :  And  to  this  muft  be  added  fome 
Sparks  of  that  original  Fire  that  animated  the  Poefs 
awn  Invention.     No  fooner  therefore  were  Griticifms 
wrote  on  our  Englijh  Poets,  but  each  deep-read 
Scholar  whofe  f^verer  Studies  had  made  him  frown 
with  contempt  on  Poems  and  Plays,  was  taken  in 
to  read,  to  ftudy,  to  be  enamour'd  :  He  rejoic'd  to 
try  his  Strength  with  the  Editor,  and  to  become  a 
Critic  himfelf :    Nay,  even  Dr.  Bentk/s  ftrange 
Abfurdities  in  his  Notes  on  Milton,  had  this  good 
Effect,  that  they  engag'd  a  Pierce  to  anfwer,  and 
perhaps  were  the  firft  Motives  to  induce  the  greateft 
Poety  the  moft  univerfal  Genius ,  One  of  the  greatpft 
Orators,  ^uid  Qne  of  the  moft  induftrious  Scholars 
in  the  Kingdom  each  to  become  Editors  of  Sbakef- 
pear.     A  Pope,  a   Warburton,  and  a  H&nmer  did 
Honour  to  the  Science  by  engaging  in  Criticifm  $  but 
the  Worth  of  that  Science  is  moft  apparent  from 
the  Diftin&ion  Mr.  Theobald  gain'd  in  the  learned 
World,  who  had    no   other  Claim  to  Honour  but 
as  a  Critic  on  Shakejpear.     In  this  Light  his  Fame 
remains  frefli  and  unblafted  tho*  the  Lightning,  of 
Mr.  Pope  and  the  Thunder  of  Mr.  Warburton  have 
t>een  both  lanch'd  at  his  Head.     Mr.  Pope  being 
far  too  great  an  Original  himfelf  to  fubmit  his  own 
Tafte  to  that  of  Shake/pear's  was  fairly  driven  out 
of  the  Field  of  Criticifm  by  the  plain  force  of 
Reafon  and  Argument  5  but  he  foon  retir'd  to  his 
poetic  Citadel,  and  from  thence  play'd  fuch  a  Volley 
of  Wit  and  Humour  on  his  Antagonijl,  as  gave  him 
a  very  grotefque  Profile  on  his  Left  ;  but  he  never 
drove  him  from  his  Hold  on  Shake/pear,  and  his 
Countenance  on  that  Side  is  ftill  clear  and  unfpotted. 

Mr. 
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Mr.  WarburtorC%  Attack  was  more  dangerous,  but 
tho*  he  was  angry  from  the  apprehenfion  of  perioral 
Injuries,  yet  his  Juftice  has  ftill  left  Mr.  Theobald  in 
pofleffion  of  great  Numbers  of  excellent  Emenda- 
tions, which  will  always  render  his  Name  refpedtable. 
The  mention  of  the  Merit  of  Criticifm  in  cftablifh^ 
ing  the  Tafte  of  the  Age,  in  raifing  Refpc<3:  in  the 
Contemptuous,  and  Attention  in  the  carelefs  Readers 
of  our  old  Poets,  naturally  leads  us  to  an  Enquiry. 
Whence  it  coftics  to  pafs,  that  whilft  almoft  every 
One  buys  and  reads  the  Works  of  our  late  Critical 
Editors,  nay  almoft  every  Man  of  Learning  aims  at 
imitating  them  and  making  Emendations  himfelff 
yet  it  is  ftill  the  Fafliion  to  flurt  at  the  Names  of 
Critic  and  Commentator \  and  almoft  to  treat  the 
very  Science  with  Derifion.  The  Enquiry  has  been 
often  made  by  Critics  themfelves,  and  all  have  faid, 
that  it  was  owing  to  the  ftrange  Miftakes  and  Blunders 
of  former  Critics,  to  Mens  erigagingin  a  Science  which 
they  had  neither  Learning  nor  Talents  to  manage  and 
adom.  Each  thinking  himfelf  exempt  ftom  theCen- 
fore,  and  each  having  it  retorted  upon  him  in  his 
Turn.  If  this  is  the  Cafe,  I'm  afraid  all  Remedy 
is  hopelefs  ;  if  the  great  Names  above-mentioned 
did  really  want  Abilities  for  the  Province  they  under- 
took, who  fhall  dare  to  hope  that  hepoffefles  them  ? 
If  frequent  Miftakes  in  an  Editor  are  totally  to  fink 
his  Merit,  who  can  cfcape  the  common  Wreck  ?— T 
But  I  am  far  from  thinking  this  to  be  the  fole  or 
♦even  the  principal  Caufc ;  and  the  two,  which  I 
■fliall  affign  as  much  greater  Inlets  to  this  Diigrace  on 
the  Art  of  Criticifm,  are  fuch  as  admit  of  the  eafieft 
Remedy  in  the  World,  a  Remedy  in  the  Power 
of  Critics  themfelves,  and  which  their  own  Intereft 
loudly  calls  on  them  all  to  apply.     The  firft  Caufe 

is  • 
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is ;  that  in  a  Science  the  moft  fallible  of  ati  others 
depending  in  a  great  Meafurc  on  the  tottering  Bot- 
tom o£  mere  Conjecture,  almoft  every  Critic  aSiunes 
the  Air  of  Certainty,  Ptftivenefs  and  Infallibility  i 
he  feems  &rc  never  to  mifs  his  Way>  tho'  in  a  Wii* 
<ieraeis  of  Confafion,  never  to  ftambfe  in  a  Path  al- 
ways gloomy,  and  fometimes  as  dark  as  Midnight. 
Hence  he  dogmatizes,  when  he  (hould  only  propofe^ 
and  di&ates  his  Guefes  in  the  Dejpetic  Stile.  The 
Reader,  arid  every  Rival  Editor,  catches  the  lame 
Spirit,  all  his  Faults  become  unpardonable,  and  the 
Demerit  of  a  few  Miftakts  ihail  overwhelm  the  Me- 
rit of  all  his  juft  Emendations :  He  deems  himfetf 
perfect,  and  Perfection  is  demanded  at  his  Hands  5 
and  this  being  no  where  elfe  found  but  by  each  Writer 
m  his  own  Works*  every  Ptttter+farth  of  two  or 
three  Emendations  fwefls  as  big,  and  flings  his  Spstde 
*s  liberally  on  a  Warhartm,  a  Hdnmer,  or  a  'The&- 
Aat£>  as  if  he  were  thz'Gimt  and  they  the  Dwarfs 
of  Criticifm  $  and  he  has,  upon  the  Suppofiricm  of 
PferfeAioft  being  neceflary,  this  evident  Advantage 
of  them,  thait  an  Editor  of  three  or  four  Emenda- 
tions has  a  much  better  Chanoe  to  avoid  Miftakes 
than  the  Editors  of  three  or  four  riioufand ;  tho"  k 
has  generally  happened,  that  they  who  were  very  ob- 
foore  in  Merit  {have  had  their ttetnerits  as  glaring  m 
<lfoe  moft  voluminous  Editors. 

Fro/n  the  &8*e  Source  ari&s  the  fecand  tfhill  Anoifc 
remarkable  Caufe  of  Critical  Dijgrace,  kk  the  SI 
Language  and  *ungentleman~£ke  treatment  which 
Critics  have  fo  frequently  ^ven  dbeir  Rivals.  If  the 
Jfcrofeffors  of  the  fame  Science  are  continually  cuffing 
and  buffeting  each<^thw|  .the  World  will  fet  them 
zm,  laugh  at,  a<nd  enjoy  the  ridiouious  Soififle.  is 
it  not  abasing,    that  ignorant*,  ahfurd,  Jrfanderiug 

Dunces 
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Dunces  and  Blockheads  fiiould  be  the  common  Epi- 
thets and  Titles,  that  Gentlemen  of  Learning  and 
liberal  Education  be  flaw  on  each  other,  for  fuch 
Miftakes  as  they  know  that  all  their  Brother  Critics 
have  been  conftantly  guilty  of,  and  which  nothing 
but  die  vaineft  Self-fuffieiency  can  make  theiji  fup- 
pofe  themfelves  exempt  from  ? 

«  ebeu 

%uam  temere  in  no/met  Legem  fancimus  imqnam  t 

If  we  ourfclves  are  guilty  of  the  very  fame  fort  of 
Miftakes  for  wfrich  we  ftigmatize  others  as  Blun- 
derers and  Blockheads,  we  brand  our  own  Foreheads  by 
oar  own  VerdiB,  Obloquy  upon  us  is  bare  yuJHce,  and 
we  become  Blunderers  and  Bhckheads  upon  Record. 
The  firft  remarkable  Introducer  of  Critical  Editions  of 
our  Englifi>  Poets  thought  his  fupcrior  Learning  gave 
him  a  Right  to  tyrannrze  and  trample  upon  all  his 
Rivkl  Editors ;  but  having  none  to  exercife  his  Fury 
upon,  in  his  Edition  of  Paradife  Loft,  he  raifej 
a  Phantom  Editor,  in  the  Perfbn  of  whom  he 
flong  Dirt  upon  Milton  him/elf.  But  the  pre- 
fent  worthy  Bi/fop  of  Bangor  not  only  clear'd 
his  kekved  Poet  from  fuch  unjuft  Afpernons,  but 
Ihew'd  that  he  could  anfwer  Slander,  Sneer  and 
Obloquy,  with  Decency,  Candour,  and  good  Man- 
ners. Happy  had  it  *beqp  for  the  learned  World, 
had 'thofe  excellent  Notes  been  at  firft  joined  to 
Milton* s  Text ;  that  his  Candour,  and  not  the  other's 
G&mrjenefs,  might  have  been  the  Standard  of  Critical 
Language ;  but  as  great  Part  of  thofe  Notes  are  now 
drafted  into  Dr.  Newton**  elegant  Edition,  it  is  to 
b6  hopM  that  they  will  henceforth  become  fo. 
Ifa^py  for  us  had  it  been  too,  if  Sir  -Thomas  Hanmer 
-?  had 
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had  carry 'd  on  that  Candour  and  good  Manners  which 
appear  in  his  Preface  into  a  Body  of  Notes  upon  his 
Author ;  he  had  not  only  placed  his  Emendations 
in  a  much  fairer  and  more  confpicuous  Lights  he 
had  not  only  avoided  the  Objection  which  fome 
have  made  of  an  arbitrary  Infertion  of  his  Altera- 
tions into  the  Text  $  but  he  would  have  fet  us  an 
Example  of  Elegance  .and  Politenefs  of  Stile,  which 
we  muft  perhaps  in  vain  hope  for  from  any  Man, 
that  has  not  been  long  excrcifed  in  one  of  the  great 
Schools  of  Rhetoric y  the  Houfes  of  Parliament ; 
unlefs  fome  other  eminent  Orator  or  another  Speaker 
fhould  become  an  Editor,  as  well  as  a  Patron  of 
Criticifms.  Mr.  Theobald,  who  was  a  much  better 
Critic  on  Shakefpear  than  Dr.  Bentley  had  been  on 
Milton^  yet  follow'd  the  Doctor's  Stile  and  Manner % 
and  in  fome  meafure  deferv'd  the  La(h  he  fmarted 
under  in  the  Dunciad;  for  tho'  he  had  a  right  to 
correct  Mr.  Pope's  Errors  upon  Shakejpear,  he  had 
none  to  ufe  fo  exalted  a  Chara&er  with  the  leaft 
Difrefpedt,  much  lefs  with  Derifion  and  Contempt. 
Mr.  Upton  a  Gentleman  of  very  diftinguifli'd  Litera- 
ture, has  in  his  Remarks  on  Shakefpear  follow'd  this 
Stile  of  Triumph  and  Infult  over  his  Rival  Critics; 
and  as  this  Gentleman  will,  I  hope,  long  continue 
his  Services  to  the  learned  World,  I  will  endeavour 
to  convince  him  of  the  Injuftice  and  ill. Policy  of 
fuch  Treatment  of  them.  The  beft  Canon  to  judge 
of  an  Editor's  Merits,  feems  to  be  a  Computation  of 
the  good  and  bad  Alterations  which  he  has  made  in 
the  Text;  if  the  latter  are  predominant  he  leaves 
his  Author  worfe  than  he  found  hiip,  and  Demerits 
only  appear  at  the  bottom  of  the  Account :  If  the 
good  are  mod  numerous,  put  the  bad  ones  on  the 
fide  of  Debtor,    ballance  the  whole,  arid  we  IhgU 
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cafily  fee  what  Praifes  are  due  to  him.     Now  if 
fome  hundred  good  Ones  remain  upon  Ballance  to 
each  of  the  three  laft  Editors  of  Shake/pear,  how 
unjuft  is  it  for  a  Publifher  .  of  only  thirty  or  forty 
Alterations  (fuppofing  them  all  to  be  perfe&Iy  jiift) 
to  fpeak  with  contempt  of  thofe,  whofe  Merits  are 
to  much  more  confpiciious  than  his  own  ?     But  to 
do  this,  without  an   AfTurance  of  being  himfeif 
exempt  from  the  like  Miftakes,  is  as  impolitic  as  it 
is  unjuft  K    I  have  not  now  time  for  an  Examination 
of  this  Gentleman's  Criticifms  on  Sbakejpear ;  but 
I  will  choofe  a  very  particular  Specimen  of  bis  Miftakes, 
for  it  (hall  bfc  the  very  fame  which  a  real  Friend  of 
this  Gentleman  publifh'd  as  a  Specimen  of  bis  Excel- 
lenciesyin  Mr.  Dodjley's  Mufaum,  a  monthly  Pamphlet 
then  in  great  Repute.     This  Specimen  confifled  of 
two  Alterations  which  the  Letter- Writer  thought 
very  happy  ones.    The  firft  was  in  Antony  and 
Cleopatra ,  Aft  2.  Sc.  4.     The Sooth  fay  er  thus  ad- 
vifes  Antony  to  fhun  the  Society  of  Cafar% 

4  * 

~- — —  0  Antony,  flay  not  by  bis  Side. 
Tby\Dxmon,tbafs  thy  Spirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Nobk,  couragious%  high,  unmatcbable, 
Where  Caefar'j  is  not.    But  near  him  thy  Angel 
Becomes  a  Fear.  ■  ' '  ■ 

1.  e .  becomes  not  only  fearful  but  ev'n  Fear  itfelf. 
Hie  Image  is  extremely  poetical ;  for  as  Arttony's 
Damon  was  according  to  the  Heathen  Theology 
(erjpniz'd  and  made  fomething  different  from  Antony, 
fo  the  Paffion  of  Fear  h  not  only  perjbniz'd,  but 
f&'n  pluraliz'd:  The  Imagination  beholds  many 
Fears,  and  Antony9  %  Spirit  becomes  one  of  them. 
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Thus  Doufcs  tryi  FMrs  are  p«ifcfii$'4  wM^kikt 
9od  become  bk  vexation*  Coi«pMMOi»s» 


%  n     n 


J*m  cabin 'd,  mkyd>  hound  in 
To  fawcy  JDeu&fs  and  Fear $, 

Thus  God  himfelf  perfcnfees  Fear,  and  fends  It 
among  the  Canaanites  as  the  Harbinger  of  J^vfe/. 
JSxedus  xxiii.  and  xxvli.  And  again  in  Ezekiefxwi. 
13.  He  fays,  J  *e*#  /#/  1  Pear  in  the  Land  of 
Egypt.  Thus  the  Companions  of  Mars  in  Homer 
Are  A$f*Q9  t  nH  &o€&.  A.  449.  Terror  and  jRwn 
But  the  Inftanee  the  moft  appofite,  is  in  5$*  Maid's 
Tragtdy,  where  the  forlorn  Afyatia,  fees  her  Servant 
working  the  Story  of  Tbefeus  and  Ariadne,  and 
thus  advifies  her  to  punifh  the  Perfidy  of  the  former, 

ifr  Aft/ j  Pla ce  work  a  Styick-fofld*  < 

And  over  it  a  Jhallow  failing  Water ^ 

And  bis  Ship  ploughing  it  $  and  then  a  Fear, 

Do  that Fear bravely.  Vol.  I.  p.  3. 

Here  the?  Fear  could  only  in  Painting  be  exprefs'd 
on  their  Countenances,  yet  Poetry  goes  farther, 

-and  gives  to  airy  Nothings 
A  heal  Habitation  and  a  Name. 

Thefe  are  thofe  great  Strokes  which  a  Man  mt# 
t»  born  with  a  Soul  to  perceive  as  well  as  write, 
other  wife  not  all  the  Reading  of  an  Upton  or  a 
Bentky  can  give  the  leaft  Idea  of  tfa?m.  Tjhefe  are 
thofe  inimitable  Graces  of  Poetry  which  a  Critics 
Pencil  flieukl  no  mere  dare   to  retouch   than  a 

modern 
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modern  Painter  (hould  the  Cheek  or  Eye  of  a 
RaphdeF^  Madona.  For  fee  how  flat  and  dim  it 
will  appear  in  this  Gentleman's  celebrated  Alteration, 
he  reads, 

— — —  but  near  him  thy  Angel 

Becomes  afear'd  *.  How 


*  There  is  a  Pafiage  in  Anthony  i  Anfwer  to  this  Speech,  which  feema 
jnifunderftood  by  all  the  Editors  of  SMufpear.  Anthony  confirming 
what  the  Sootbfaycr  had  faid  of  Cafar**  fuperior  Fortune*  adds, 

*     — — — .  The  very  Dice  obey  him, 

And  in  our  Sports  my  better  Cunning/*/*/* 
.    Under  bis  Chance.     Jf  *we  draw  Lots,  be  Jpetdsi 

His  Oocks  do  win  the  Battel  ftHl  of  mine, 

When  it  is  all  to  nought ;  and  bis  Quails  enter 

Beat  mine  in-hoop'd  at  odds****    ■ 

Here  is  evidently  a  fad  Anti-climax :  His  Cocks  win  the 'Battle  of  mine 
When  it  is  all  to  nought  on  Ihy  Side,  and  his  Quails,  fighting  in  a  Hoop* 
beat  mine  when  the  Odds  are  on  my  Side.  What  a  falling  off  is  there ! , 
Sir  Thomas  Hanmer  choofes  to  make  the  Quail-fighting  be  in  Coops  ra- 
ther than  Hoops,  and  reads  in-coop'd;  but  the  Ami- climax  is  nill  the 
fame;  and,  I  believe,  arofe  originally  only  from  the  mifplacing  the* 
Hyphen,  and  the  Omiffion  of  a  Letter.  Spelling,  indeed,  was  very  un- 
determin'd  in  that  Age,  and  to  whoop  or  hollow,  might  have  been 
fpek  hoop,  without  the  nv ;  I  read  therefore*  -        - 

*     ■  ■    •■  ■  and  his  Quails  i*ver  , 

Beat  mine  in  whoop'd-at  Odds.  - 

i.e.  when  the  Odds  are  fo  great,  that  the  Betters  on  my  Side  Jhmt 
and  <wboop  for  Viftory.  All  who  have  been  in  a  Cockrpit  will  have  a 
«  clear  Idea  of  this :  Flatnefs  and  Anti-climax  will  be  avoided,  and  the 
foaring  Spirit  ofSbakefpear  will  recover  its  own  Vigour.  The  firft  old 
folio  has  no  Hyphen, but  reads  thus,  ■* 

Beat  mine  (in  hoopt)  at  Odds. 

Tne  Parenthefis  feetns  added  as  a  Confeuion  that  they  did  not  know 
What  to  make  of  the  Words  in  hoopt.  This  Emendation  is  ftill  farther 
Cbnnrm'd  by  a  very  juft  and  learned  Obfervation  of  Mr.  Upton,  who 
his given i  a  Key  to  Anthonys  Character,  as  drawn  by  Shake/pear,  which 
faews  the  Poet's  great  Accuracy  in  Chara&eriftics.  He  obferves  from, 
Plutarch,  that  Anthony  affecled  the  afiatic  Stile  in  common  Difcourfe ; 
y*ot.  I.  c  whic^L 
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How  fhould  we  have  flatned  our  Authors  if  we 
had,  a&  thcRebearJal calls  it>  tr an/pros' d  them  in  the 
like  manner?  In 


which  was,  fays  Cicero,  verbis  'where  et  tncstatum,  exornatum  et  nimis 
redundans.  I  have  before  obferv'd  that  the  Afiadc  Stile  and  Sentiments 
ace  from- the.  Scriptures  a,dppted  by  the  Englijfr,  and  partkularl>L^c 
Shake fpcary  but  he  has  given  both  Anthony  and  Cleopatra  a  Rapidity 
and  Boldnefs  of  Metaphors  that  approaches  even  to  Phrenfy,  which  Was 
peculiarly  proper  to  their  Characters.  Of  this  I  fhall  give  an  Inftance, 
Which,  I  think,  has  been  hitherto  mifunderftood  in  two  if  not  more' 
Places.  Alt  i.  Scene  6.  Cleopatra  is  talking  of  Anthony  then  YtsJLomt> 
and  fays  of  him, 


He'sjpeaking  notw% 


Of  murn?ringr-  whereas  my  Serpent  of  old  Nik  fr  ' 
For  fo  he  calls  me;  noma  I  feed  my/elf 
With  moft  delicious. Edfen:  Think  on  me 
That-  am  with  Phoebus*  asrirous  Pinches  .black*  . .      ■ 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  Time.     Broad-fronted  CSefaiy 
:  When  thou  waft  here  above  the  Ground*  I  was  ...... 

A  Merfel for  a  Monarchy  U^' 

The  Editions  which  diftinguifli  Jnthonfs  Speech*  either  by  Iialics  or 
Comfnas;  inake#him  only  fay,  where* srny  Serpent  of  old  Nile?  the  reft- 
is  Cleopatra sown.  But  furely  it  is  a  Orange  CompHraent  only  to  call 
her  a  Serpent  of  Nile.  And  why  then  doe*  me  mention- if  as  a  Wonder 
that  he  mould  fay  fuch  rapturous  things  of  her  in  her  Decline  of  Lifer" 
No,  Anthony's  Speech  fliould  be  continued  as  the  Metaphor  is, 


Mi' 


Where's  my  Serpent  of  old  Njlef 
Now  I  feed  my/elf 


I>! 


With  mop  delicious  Poifon* 


Both  Parts  belong  to  him;  and  then  (he  goes  on,    Think,  fayrrae,- 
that  he  utters  fuch  Raptures  as  thefe  on  mer  tho9  now  wrinkled  deep 
in  Time.     But   after    this,    why    is   Cafar  call'd  broadfrontedl     }*• 
tfcere  t^e.ieaft  ground  from  Medals,  Statues,  or  Hiftory,  for  fuch  a 
Defcription.of  him  ?  No,  but  the  very  Reverfe.   Look  on  his  Medals^ 
and  particularly  on  the -fine  Brqnze  at  Dr.  Mead\  and  you'll  find  that 
lie  has  a  remarkably  Jharp  Forehead.     But  there  is  a  Peculiarity  in 
C*  far  %  Forehead  mention'd  by  all  Hifbrians,  and  confirm'd  by  Medals 
and"  Statues.   He  was  bald,  and'boafted  that  he  would  cover  his  Temples 
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In  this  Place  nxiork  a.  Quickfand, 

And  over  it  a  Jhallow  fmiling  Water \ 

And  his  Ship  ploughing  it,  and  them  afear'd ; 

Do  their  Fear  bravely. — —  TPhe 


^  .  > ,  j 


with  Laurels  inftead  of  Hair;  and  for  that  purpofe,  after  he  was  Dic- 
tator, conflantly  wore  his  Laurel- Crown.    1  read  therefore, 


BUd-fronted  Caefar. 


It  is  perfectly  In  Character  for  Cleopatra  to  mention  a  Blemifh  in  Cafar, 
for  flie  a  little  below  fhews  a  Contempt  for  his  Memory,  in  compaYifon 
of  her  Anthony.  In  the  fame  Scene  there  are  two  other  Expreffiona 
Which  feem  not  hitherto  underftood;  Akxas  giving  an  Account  oT 
Antbon/s  Meffage  to  Cleopatra : 

Alex.   Good  Friend,  quoth  be* 

.    Say  the  firm  Roman  to  great  JE%y$t  fends 
This  Treajure  of  an  OyfteY;  at  whofe  Foot, 
To  mend  the  petty  Ptefenty  I  twill  piece 
Her  opulent  Tbrdne  twitb  Kingdoms.  AH  the  Eafi9 
Say  thou,  /bail  caliber  Mifirefs.     So  be  nodded* 
And  Jbberfy  did  mount  an  Arm-gaunt  Steed, 
Wboneigtfd  fo  high,  that  what  1 would  ba<m  fpoke, 
.  Was,  Beafl-liAe,  dmnVd  by  him. 

To  piece,  to  thisf  Day  fighihes  to  join  two  Pieces  together,  or  to  fallen 
new  Parts  to  any  thing,  as  to  piece  a  Rope,  to  piece  a  Beam,  &c.  7i 
piece  her  tfbrthe  wTtb  Kingdoms  fir  therefore  exceedingly  clear/  I  wijf 
join-  new  Kingdoms  to  her  Dominions,  and  make  her  Queen  of  Afia  as 
well  as  ASgypt.  This  Senfe  feems  to  have  been  overlooked  by  Sir  Tbomtit 
Hanmer  aad  Mi*.  PParburton,  or  elfe  I  know  not  why  they  chang'd  it 
to  pace,  which  feems  much  more  obfeure  than  the  former.  Sir  Tbomds 
makes  another  Change  in  thefe  Lines,  for  arm-gaunt  he  reads  arm-girt: 
I  fuppofe  he  meant  nmtb  Aims  or  Shoulders  bound  round  with  Trapping*. 
The  Expreffion  is  very  ftifF  in  this  Senfe,  and  julfly  rejected  by  "Sir.  Wat- 
burton,  who  restores  arm-gaunt,  and  explains  it  of  a  War-Horfe  groam 
gamut  ox  lean  by  long  Marches  and  frequent  Fights.  But  why  muft 
Antbimy,  after  a  profound  Peace  and  a  long  Revel  in  the  Arms  of  Cleo- 
fatra  upon  his  Return  to  Rome,  have  nothing  to  ride  but  an  old  battered 
lean  War-Horfe  ?  Befide,  lean  Horfes  are  feldom  remarkable  like  tlih 
for  neighing  loud  and  vigoroufly.  By  Arm  .we  all  understand  th*  Skoufdfr, 
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The  fecond  Ihftance  quoted  in  the  Mufceum  as  a 
Proof  of  Mr.  Upton* s  Excellency,  is  his  Alteration 
of  another  of  Sbakejpear's  peculiar  Graces  in  the 
following  celebrated  Paflage, 

•  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  nve  knoip  not  where > 
To  lie  in  cold  ObftruBiony  and  tq  rot:  . 
This  fenjtble  warm  Motion  to  become 
A  kneaded  Clod,  and  the  delighted  Spirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  Floods,  or  to  refide 
'    In  thrilling  Regions  of  thick-ribbed  Ice. 

The  Epithet  delighted  in  the  fourth  Line  is  extremely 
beautiful,  a§  it  carries  on  the  fine  Antithefis  between 
the  Joys  of  Life  and  the  Horrors  of  Death.  This 
fenftble  warm  Motion  mujl  become  a  kneaded  Clod, 
and  this  Spirit,  delighted  as  it*  has  hitherto  been 
with  the  foothing  Delicacies  of  Senfe  and  the  pleafing 
Ecftafies  of  youthful  Fancy,  muft  bathe  in  fiery 
Floods.  This  is  peculiarly  proper  from  x  Youth  juft 
fnatch'd  from  Revelry  and  Wantonnefe,  to  fuffcr 
the  anguifh  and  Horror  of  a  (hameful  Death.  But 
this  beautiful  Senfe  not  being  feen,  Mr.  Upton  makes 
the  firft  Editor  furprifingly  blind  indeed,  for  he  fays 


in  Latin,  Armus ;  gaunt  is  lean  or  tbin.  It  is  common  for  Poets  to 
mention  the  moft  difttagoifh'd  Beauty  of  any  thing  to  exprefs  Beauty 
in  general,  by  Synecdoche  a  Part  is  put  for  the  whole :  Arm-gaunt  therefore 
Signifies  tbin-Jboulder'd,  which  we  know  to  be  one  of  the  principal  Beauties 
of  a  Horfe,  and  the  Epithet  has,  from  die  uncommon  ufe  of  either  part 
of  the  compound  Word  in  this  Senfe,  an  antique  Dignity  and  Grandeur 
in  Sound  that  Poets  much  delight  in. 

But  I  muft  fupprefs  this  Career  in  Criticifing  on  Sbakefpear.  Theft 
Paflages  have  fall'n  direclly  in  my  way,  and  one  feldom  opens  a  Scene 
of  his  where  one  meets  not  many  Objects  of  new  Criticifais,  tho*  Men 
of  fuch  great  Abilities  and  Learning  have  been  before  us,  and  poflefs'd 
thcmfelves  of  the  moll  remarkable. 

that 
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that  he  did  not  fee  the  Abfurdity  of  a  Spirit's  being 
delighted  to  bathe  in  fiery  Floods.  Upon  fuppofition 
therefore  of  this  Abfurdity  being  chargeable  on  the 
old  Text,  he  alters  delighted  Spirit  to  delinquent 
Spirit:  A  Change  which  totally  lofes  the  whole 
Spirit  o£  the  Poet's  original  Sentiment.  Thefe  are 
fuch  Miftakes,  that  neither  the  moft  extenfive 
Literature  nor  the  Accuracy  of  a  Locke's  Judgment 
can  fecure  a  Man  from  $  nQr  indeed  any  thing  but  a 
Poettc  Tajle,  a  Soul  that 

Is  of  Imagination  all  compaft, 
That  can  follow  Shakejpear  in  his  ftupendoijs  Flights^ 
And Jhoot  from  Earth  to  Heav'n,  from  Heav'n  to 

Earth.  Midfummer  Night's  Dream. 

But  ihould  fuch  a  Genius  contemn  and  deride 
Men  of  cooler  Reafon  and  fuperior  Knowledge  ? 
No  3  nor  fhould  the  deep-read  Scholar  defpife  him. 
Great  Learning  and  Qujcknefs  of  Parts  very  rarely 
meet  in  one  Breaft :  When  they  do,  they  arc  excel- 
lent indeed ;  but  feparately  they  are  extremely  va- 
luable. Far  therefore  from  Contempt  or  Variance, 
they  ihould,  like  Sifter-Sciences,  love  and  accord, 
and  each  in  ^Honour  prefer  the  other  to  itfelf  Mr. 
Upton  poflefles  the  firft  of  thefe  Characters  in  a  very 
cminentDegree,  and  the  -j*  learned  World  have  only  to 

complain 

f  This  Gentleman  has  given  us  a  Specimen  of  an  Edition  of  the 
Greek  Teftament  which  he  is  preparing  for  the  Public,  and  it  is  quitp 
amazing  that  the  Precepts  of  that  Book  have  not  prevaiTd  with  him  to 
lay  afide  the  Stile  of  Infult  on  all  his  Fellow-Labourers  in  the  Explana- 
tion of  the  Gofpel.  He  propofes  a  Solution  of  two  remarkable  Diffi- 
culties; and  all  the  venerable  and  learned  Names  the  Hammond*, 
Whitbyt^  Prideauxes,  &c.  as  well  as  thofe  of  other  Nations  and  Ag$s 
who  have  before  attempted  to  folve  them,  lie  calls  weak  Defenders, 
an4  tfcir  Attempts  ridiculous*. 

13  One 
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Complain  of  his  impofing  mere  Conjectures  upon  them 
for  abfolute  Certainties,  and  of  his  rough  Treatment 

of 
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One  /of  the  Paflages  is  Matthew  H.  23.  'And  he  came  and  dwelt 
%n  a  City  caltd  Nazareth,  that  it  might  he  fulfilled  which  was  fpoken  hj 
the  Prophets,  He  pall be  calTd  a  Nazarenc.  « 

The  Difficulty  here  is,  to  find  any  Prophefy  in  the  Old  Teftament, 
Jthat  does  exprefly  aifert  Cbrijfs  being  to  be  call'd  a  Nazarene.     To  thfs 
many  of  the  ancient  Chriftians  fay,  that  the  A  pottle  refers  to  fome 
Writing*  of  the  Prophets  then  extant,  but  which  are  now  loft.     But 
St.  Jerom,  and  from  him  Dr.  Whitby,  has  given  thq  following  .Solu- 
tion of  the  Difficulty.     The  Evangelifts  when  they  refer  to  a  particular 
Prophefy,  fpeak  in  the  lingular  Number,  by  the  Prophet ;  but  here  it 
is  in  the  Plural,   //«£  t&v  <b$6<imtZv,  by  the  Prophets;  fo  that  St.  Mat- 
thew, fays  St.  Jerom,  does  not  refer -to  any  particular  Prophefy,  as  in 
other  Inftances,  but  to  the  Senfe  of  the  ancient  Prophefies  in  general, 
which  were*  that  Chrift  mould  be  an  Alien  to  his  Brethren,  and  a  Foreigner 
to  his  Mother  s  Sons.     That  he  Jhould  fuffer  Reproach  and  Shame,  that  hi 
Jhould  be  de/pis'd  and  rejecJed,  &c.    Thefe  Prophefies  were  fulfilled  ia  his 
being  calPd  a  Nazarene.    For  the  Galileans  in  general  were  by  the  Jews 
held  infamous.  Search  and  look,  fir  out  ^Galilee  arifeth  no  Prophet  9fzy  the 
whole  Sanhedrim ;  and  Nazareth  was  the  mod  infamous  of  all  the  Towns 
pf  Galilee.    The  juft  Nathanael  was  fo  carry'd  away  by  prejudice  againijt 
it,  that   it  ftagger'd  his  Faith  when   Philip  told   him,  that  Jefus  of 
'Nazareth  was  the  Mefttah.     Can  any  good  thing,  (ays  he,  come  out  <f 
Nazareth  ?     One  Ben  Nezer,  a  famous  Robber  of  Nazareth  had  greatly 
contributed  to  this  Infamy  on  the  Town,  and  we  jind  by  the  Reception 
the  Nazarenes  gave  our  Saviour  when  he  flrft  preach'd  amongft  them 
£nd  declar'd  himfelf  the  MeJ/iah;  that  they  were  really,  the  molt  hardned 
in  their  Wickednefs  of  all  the  Cities  of  Jud&a.     The  Jews  therefore 
.gave  the  Name  of  Nazarene  to  Chrift,  and  Nazarenes  to  Chriftians  95 
a  high  Mark  of  Infamy.     And  thus  were  the  antient  Prophefies  relating 
to  the  Infamy  that  Chrift  was  to  fuffer  literally  fulfilPd  in  his  being 
callM  a  Nazarene.     Add  to  this  whatfeveral  learned  Men  have  obferv'd, 
that  Nazarene  fignifies  a  Perfon  feparate,  as  Jofeph  and  Samp/on,  two 
eminent  Types   of  Chrift  were  Nazarenes,  Perfbns  feparate  to  God, 
land  our  ^Viour  their  Archetype,  is  (aid  by  the  Apoftfe  to  be  feparate 
from  Men  in  the  nobleft  Senfe  of  the  Word,  he  was  feparate  from  Sin9 
the  Holy  One  of  God.'    The  Margin  of  our  Bibles  refer  U*  too  to  Jfaiab 
xi.    1.     And  there.fhall  come  firth  a  Rod  out  of  the  Stem  of  Jefie,  and  a 
Netaer  Jha 11  grow  out  of  bit  Roots.     Here  the  original  Word,  which  is 
tranflated  j?r/*wf£  in  the  Englijb,  fay  Men  well  vers'd  in  Hebrew,  is  the 
fame  with  the  Nazarene,  the  feparate  One,  the  holy  One. — Dr.  Whitby 
•  does  notaflentto  this  being juifilld  by  his"  being  cali*d  &  Nazarene  ;  for, 
(ays  he,  he  was  as  much  the  Separate,  .the  Holy  One,  before  he  dwelt 
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of  his  Brother  Critics,  and  then  to  acknowledge  ks 
Obligations  to  him  for  many  judicious  Criticifms  and 

'     .  Emenda- 
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in  Nazareth  as  after.— -The  Reafon  feems  quite  inconclufive — and  the 
very  learned  Dr.  Jackfon  had  long  before  Dr.  Whitby  ftew'd  it  to* be  fo; 
for  fays  he,  It  well  fuited  the  aH-controUing  Providence  of  God  to 
snake  the  Enemies  of  Chrift  give  him  by  way  of  Reproach  a  Name 
which  he  had  preordained  for  him  as  a  Name  of  Dignity  and  Honour* 
Thus  the  Title  on  the  Crofs— — Jefus  /£*  Nazarene  the  King  of  the  Jews- 
was  Difgraoe  and  Taunt  in  the  Intentions  of  his  Crucifiers,  but  in  the 
Counfels  of  God  was  Dignity  and  Truth.— -But  lays  Mr.  Upton  of 
fuch  Solutions  as  thefe, 

Non  tali  auxilio,  non  Defenforibus  iftir 
Tempus  eget. 

Had  Dr.  Bentley,  fays  he,  taken  the  Paflage  in  hand,  he  would  hare 
known  what  to  defend,  how  far,  and  where  to  flop,  For  the  Words 
%ir&s  <s-Awp6>8w,  &c — that  it  might  be  fulfilled,  &c.  are  only  the 
marginal  Note  of  fome  Cahalifiical  Jnnotator.  This  he  afferts  with  as 
much  pofitivenefs  as  if  he  had  been  a  Witnefs  to  fuch  Infertion,  and 
knew  the  Method.how  it  afterwards  crept  into  the  Text  of  every  Manu- 
fcript  in  every  Church  thro1  the  whole  World ;  for  no  Pretence  is  added 
of  any  fmgle  Manufcript  fupporting  this  bold  Attack  on  a  Part  of  the 
facred  Text.  If  it  may  be  fuppofed  that  fuch  an  Interpolation  might  have 
infe&ed  all  the  Copies  that  have  reached  our  Age;  is  there  the  leaft 
Probability  that  it  could  have  infected  them  all  before  St.  Jerom,  or  that 
fo  very  learned  a  Man  as  He  mould  not  have  had  the  lead  Sufpicion  of  it  ? 

A  fecond  •Difficulty  which  Mr,  Upton  would  folve  in  the  fame 
manner,  is  in  Luke  ii.  .  I  •  There  went  out  a  Decree  from  Caefar  Au- 
gulkis  that  all  the  World  Jhould  be  taxed,  and  this  Taxing  was  fir/1  made 
when  Cyrenlus  was  Governor  of  Syria.  Now  it  is  certain,  that  Cyrenius 
was  not  Governor  of  Syria  till  above  Ten  Years  after  the  Birth  of  our 
Saviour.  So  that  the  Times  do  not  coincide.  The  Fadl  was  this ; 
Augujius,  three  Years  before  our  Saviour's  Birth,  order'd  that  an.  En- 
rollment fhould  be  made  of  the  Names,  Families,  and  PofTeflions  of  all 
the  Roman  Empire,  in  order  to  lay  a  Tax  upon  them.  As  this  took  up 
fome  Years  in  being  executed,  it  reach'd  Judaa  the  third  Year  at  the 
very  Time  of  our  Saviour's  Birth,  But  Judaa  not  being  then  reduced 
to  a  Roman  province,  but  govem'd  by  its  own  Kings,  no  Tax  was 
levied  in  confeguence  pf  this  Enrollment  till  about  eleven  Years  after- 
wards, when  rfrcbelaus  the  Son  of  Herod  being  banifh'd,  Judaavtz.% 
made  Zf  Province :  and  the  Tax  jde"gnM  was  then  levied,  not  with- 
out violent  Oppofition  and  great  Bloodfhed.  To  clear  the  Evangelic, 
(who  being  a  Man  of  Learning  could  not  err,  had  he  hai  no  divine 
Affiftanse,  Jn  fo  notorious  a  Fact)  Dt.pridcaux  translates  the  Paffa^e 

e  4    t  thus : 
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Emendations   on   Shakefpear    and    other  Authors. 
Sbakefpear  alone  is  a  vaft  Garden  of  Criticifm,  where 

tho' 


mm 


thus:%  vAt/TM   i  ttToy&Qh  wpehn   iyinrc — This  Tax   firft  took 
efiecVor  was  firft  levied  when  Cyrenius  was  Governor  of  Syria.    It  was 
only  an  Enrollment  before,  bat  then  it  became  a  Tax.     Dr.  Whitby 
offers  another  Interpretation,  which  has  fihce  been  aim  oft  univerfally 
adopted  by  all  Men  of  Learning  before  Mr.  Upton.    This  Enrollment 
*rp«5r»»  iyivtro,  was  prior  to  that  which  haphed  wnen  Cyrenius  was 
Governor,  (tfc.     And  that  the  Word  tp«t«  moft  generally  bears  tjiat 
Senfe  in  the  Scriptures,  he  produces  four  Inftances  from  the  Septuagint, 
lour  from  the  Evangelifts,  and  to  prove  it  Greek  gives  one  from  Arifto- 
fbanes.    He  farther  adds,  that  the  (lighted:  change  of  the  Letters  htpi 
t*k  inftead  of  tp^th  will  give  this  Senfe  indifputably.    But  Dr.  Whitby 
is  unwilling  to  make  the  leaft  Change  without  abfolute  Neceffity.   Not  fo 
Mr.  Uftofty  he  pronounces  abfolutely,  that  the  Words  are  fpurious  and 
nothing  but  a  marginal  Note  of  fome  Perfon  ignorant  in  Chronojogy, 
which  fome  Tranfcriber  inferted  into  the  Text,  and  the  Error  was  pro- 
pagated from  Copy  to  Copy.     This  is  really  a  Bbldnefs  and  Extrava- 
gance of  Criticifm  as  great  as  any  which  this  Gendeman  complains  of 
In  Sir  nomas  Hqnmer,  and  of  ten  millions  of  times  'worfe  Confequence. 
Sir  Thomas,  in  expunging  or  changing  whole  Sentences  of  Shake  ft  ear, 
tould  plead  the  length  of  Time  which  moft  of  his  Plays  continued  in 
Manmcript  amongft  the  Players,  and  -the  unlimited  and  unaccountable 
Liberties  which  every  new  Aftor  took,  in  altering  things  to  fuit  his  own 
Whim  or  the  Tafte  of  the  Audience.     But  does  Mr.  Upton  confider  how 
differently  the  Gofpels  were  propagated,  that  St.  Luke's  in  particular 
was  very  early  difpers'd  thro'  all  the  Churches,  each  of  which  were 
watchful  Guardians  of  this  their  facred  Treafure  ?     I  make  the  Number 
fmall,  when  I  fay  it  is  probable  that  not  lefs  than  Ten  thoufand  dopies 
of  this  Gofpel  were  difpers'd  in  the  Apoftles  own  Life-time.     It  muft 
have  been  near  a  pentury  at  leaft  after  this  before  we  can  fuppofe  any 
Man  fo  ignorant  of  Hiftory  as  not  to  know  that  our  Saviour  was  born 
when  Herod  was  King  of  Judtta,  and  not  when  Cyrenius  was  Governor 
of  that  and  the  reft  of  the  Province  of  Syria.    There  muft  have  "been 
by  that  Time  at  leaft  four  times  as  many  Copies  of  St.  Lukeh  Gofpel  as 
there  were  before.     Now  fuppofing  fome  one  of  thefe  Forty  thoufand 
Copies  to  have  had  fuch  an  Interpolation  made  In  it:  It  muft  be  the 
jtrangeft  thing  in  the  World,  that  People  from  Age  to  Age  mould  all 
transcribe  from  this  Copy  only,  and  not  one  Church  or  one  Man  fee  the 
notorious  Abfurdity  of  fuch  a  Parage,  fuppofing  the  Words  would 
admit  of  no  other  Interpretation,    than  that  Chrift  was  born  when 
Cyrenius  was  Governor  of  Syria.     An  Abfurdiry,  full  as  glaring  as  the 
following  Paflage  would  have  been,  fuppofing  it  put  in  an  Englijh  Hiftpry. 
Such  a  Per/on  was  born  in  the  Reign  of  King  Charles/*?  Sepnj,  juft  at 
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Jsha*  jfcbfr  Editor*  have  pulPcf  up  great  Numbers  of 

,  Weeds,  and  ifafcViefw  is  much  improv'd,  yet  many 

are  ftill  left,  and  each  of  the  Editors  have  miftakingly 

ptdl'd  up  feme  Flowers  which  want  to  Be  replac'd. 

And  this  will  be  the  Fate  of  every  Critic  who  knows 

Hot  every  fingle  Word,  Hifiory,  Cttftom,  Trade,  &c. 

,  that  Sbakejpear  htmfelf  knew,  which  at  this  diftance 

of  Time  is  riext  to  an  Impoflibility,     What  room 

-therefore  for  Quarrels  and  Infults  upon  each  other  ? 

zJKenmm  petimujque  damufque,  (hould  be  our  general 

Rule  aiid  Motto.  Without  this  we  in  this  Edition  ftand 

fclf-qondemn'd.   Beaumont  and  Fletcher  are  another 

v  JTield  of  Criticiftn  next  in  Beauty  to  Shake  [pear  ^  and 

Jike  him  over-run  with  Weeds,  many  of  which  are, 

jjwe  hope,  flow  rooted  out  $  and  fome  real  Flowers, 

viitfe/fcar^  miftakingly  pluckt  up  with  them.     Far 


•jpt*  ^mo  when  the  BUI  of  Exclufion  was  brought  into  Parliament.     Now 
9mf*  Rytelujion  Bill,  irpwrn  zy'bviTo,   was    firft  made    when  William 
&*&?+<>/  Orange  was  King  of  England.     The  Reduction  of  Jud*a  into 
ri&Roman  Province  under  Cyrenjus,  was  a  Pad  full  as  remarkable  to  the 
^tivs,  as  the  Revolution  is  to  the  Englijh  i  and  I  think  we  muft  ftay  five 
0  fix  Centuries  before  one  fingle  Man  could  be  found  abfurd  enough, 
1*^  write  even  fuch  a  marginal  Note  irt  an  Englijh  Hiitory.     The  Cale  is 
^Itomely  fimilar,  and  that  fuch  a  marginal  Note  mould  be  made,  and 
Afterwards  adopted  into  the  Text  of  all  fubfequent  Editions  is  next  td  a 
Iftdral'Impoffibility.    If  Mr.  Upton  therefore  will  reflect  how  great  a 
Cfcira&ef  Dr.  Bentley  tarnifh'd  andalmoft  ruin'd,  by  his  bold  Attacks  on 
fj*  Text  of  the  Scriptures,  by  his  Pofitivenefs  and  Afiiirance  in  things 
*§tp&&jfe  Conjecture,  and  by  his  Infults  on  other  Editors,  furely  he  will  no 
je/ copy  fudh  Blemijhes,  however  he  is  tempted  and  enabled  toemu- 
Mlfc  mming  Parts  of  the  Doctor's  Character.    Dr.  Bentley  was  juftly 
from  publifhing  his  Greek  Teftament,  and  if  Mr.  Upton  will 
\y  re-examine  his  own  Specimen ,  he  will  find  that  it  will  be  to 
too,  Periculofe  plenum  opus  Alea.     The  Reader  fhould  know  that 
intleman  has  fince  given  up  his  Change  in  Shake/pear  of  delighted 
delinquent y  fuppofing  the  former  juftifiable  by  a  Clajfical  Authority, 
tlaoh  not  being  quite  fimilar,  by -no  means  explains  the  intrinfic 
Of  the  Paffage. 

there- 
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therefore  from  the  leaft  Pretence  to  Perfe&ioh,  from 
the  leaft  Right  to  impofe  our  Conje&ures  as  ipiallibk; 
we  have  only  ipferted  thofe  in  the  Text  which  for  the 
Reafons  affign'd  in  the  Notes  appear'd  more  proba- 
ble than  the  former  Readings.  We  have  endeavour'd 
to  give  fair  Play  to  the  old  Text,  by  turning  it  on  every 
Side,  and  allowing  it  all  the  Interpretations  we  could 
poffibly  affix  to  the  Words,  and  where  it  appear'd  cor- 
rupt, wc  never  inferted  our  own  Reading  without  giving 
what  we  thought  a  probable  Account  of  the  Mechod 
how  fuch  a  Change  had  been  before  made.  At  leaft, 
as  I  can  properly  fpeak  for  myfelf  only,  thcfe  were 
the  Rules  I  always  wifh  to  have  follow'd,  and  en- 
deavour'd  to  follow,  as  foon  as  I  became  a  Principal 
in  the  Work.  But  the  Share  which  I  had  in  it, 
gives  not  the  leaft  room  for  any  thing  like  Comple- 
tion on  my  Part.  The  Affiftance  which  I  gave 
Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympfon,  who  publifh'd  about 
Two-thirds  of  the  Work,  was  by  neceflary  Avoca- 
tions intermitted  thro'  feveral  Plays,  and  the  others 
more  or  lefs  attended  to,  as  Bufinefs  or  Company 
would  permit,  or  as  the  Pkys  feem'd  more  or  lefs  to 
deferve  Attention.  To  what  I  printed  myfelf, .  I 
only  dedicated  fome  few  of  the  many  leifure  Hours 
which  I  had  in  a  Country  Village,  hoping  for  pardon 
for  the  Idlenefs  rather  than  Merit  from  the  Ufeful- 
nefs  of  the  Work.  If  thefe  Notes  fhould  ever  go 
thro*  a  fecond  Edition,  I  (hall  gratefully  acknowledge 
any  Emendations  either  of  them  or  the  Text  of  our 
Authors,  which  any  Reader  will  favour  me  with ;  and 
muft  fay  to  each, 

■  Si  quid  novifti  reSlius  iftis, 

Candidas  imperii \  Ji  non2  his  utere  me  cum. 

POST- 


PR    E    F  A  C  E.        \xjlv 


POSTSCRIPT. 

THE  Gentleman  who  is  mod  oblig'd  to  Sbake- 
fpear,  and  to  whom  Shake/bear  is  moft  oblig'd 
of  any  Man  living,  hapning  to  lee  the  former  Sheet 
of  the  Preface,  where  at  Page  5 1  and  52,  Shake/pear's 
peculiar  Superiority  over  our  Authors  in  his  Magic, 
is  afcrib'd  to*  the  accidental  Adva/itage  of  a  low  Edu- 
cation 5  he  could  not  well  btook  a  Paflage  which 
feem'd  to  derogate  from  his  Favourite.    As  Sba kef- 
pear  had  as  good  Senfe  as  our  Authors,  he  thought, 
he  would  be  as  free  from  real  Superftition.     This 
does  not  always  follow.     Education  will  tindhirc 
even  the  brighteft  Parts.    There  is  Proof  that  our 
Authors  held  all  Sorcery,*  Witchcraft,  &c,  as  mere 
Jugler's  Tricks,  but  not  the  leaft  room  to  doubt  of 
Shake/pear's  having   believ'd  them  in  his  Youth, 
whatever  he  did  afterwards :  and  this  is  all  that  is 
afierted.    Is  this  therefore  a  Derogation  ?    No,  it 
only  fliews  the  amazing  Power  of  his  Genius ;  a 
Genius  which  could  turn  the  Bug-bears  of  his  former 
Credulity  into  the  nobleft  Poetic  Machines.     Juft 
as  Homer  built  his  Machinery  on  the  Supcrftitions 
which  he  had  been  bred  up  to.     Both  indeed  give 
great  Diftindlion  of  Characters,   and  great  poetic 
Dignity  to  the  Daemons  they  introduce  ;  nay,  they 
form  fome  new  Ones ;  but  the  Syftem  they  build  on 
is  the  Vulgar  Creed,    And  here  (after  giving  due 
Praife  to  the  Gentleman  above,  for  reftoring  Shakef- 
f  ear's  Magic  to  its  genuine  Horror,  out  of  that  low 
Buffoonery  which  former  A&ors  and  Managers  of 
Theatres   had  flung  it  into)  I  fhall  fhew  in  what 
Light  Shake/pear's  low  Education  always  appear'd  to 


me 


# 


\ 


lxxvi       PREFACE. 

me  by  the  following  Epitaph  wrote   many  Years 
£nce,  and  publiih'd  in  Mr.  Dod/ky's  Mifcellany. 

Upon  S  h  a  k  e  s  p  »  a Vs  Monument  at  Stratfor4 

•     upon  Avon. 

Great  Homer\f  Birth  fev'n  rival  Cities  claim, 

Too  mighty  fuch  Monopoly  of  Fame : 

Yet  not  to  Birth  alone  did  Homer  owe. 

His  wondrous  Worth  y  what  Mgypt  could  beftow% 

With  all  the  Schools  of  Greece  and  M^joinydl 

Enlarged  tb9  immcnfe  Expanfion  of  bis  Mind. 

Nor  yet  unrivald  the  Maonian  Strain  % 

5T be*  Britifti  Eagle  and  the  Mantuan  Swan,         > 

Tow'r  equal  Heights.     But  happier  Stratford,  thou 

With  incontefied  Laurels  deck  thy  Brow  ; 

Hhy  Bard  was  thine  unfchool'd,  and  from  thee 

brought 
More  than  *// -/Egypt,  Greece,  or  Afia,  taught ; 
Not  Homer*  j  felffucb  mat  chiefs  Laurels  won, 
ffbe  Greek  has  Rivals,  but  thy  Shakefpear  none, 

•  mm. 


Com- 


COMM EN DATORY     PoBMS 

ON 

•  a 

BEAUMONT  and  FLETCHER. 

m  T 

With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 

By ^  Mr:  Theobald,  Mr.  Seward,  and  Mr.  Sympforu 

Printed  unifirtbe  hfpeSHon  of  Mr.  Seward. 


To  my  Friend  Matter  John  Fletcher,  upon 

his  Faithful  Sbepberdefs* 


/ 


I. 


1  T  Know  too  well,  that,  no  more  than  the  Man, 
-*■  That  travels  through  the  burning  Defarts,  can* 
When  he  is  beaten  with  the  raging  Sun, 
Half /mother9  d  in  the  Dufi,  have  poiper  to  run 
From  a  cool  River,  which  himf elf  doth  find, 
E'er  be  be  flak 9d;  no  more  can  he,  whofe  Mind 

1  The  Commendatory  Poems  were  printed  without  Judgrnent  or 
Order ;  feveral  of  them  (particularly  the  firft  as  rank'd  in  the  late 
Editions)  greatly  injure  our  Authors  by  injudicious  Encomiums,  and  have 
too  little  Merit  to  be  republiihed.  Mr.  Theobald  left  feveral  Oorre&ions 
tpon  thefe  obicure  Poems,  and  marly  others  would  have  been  added, 
had  not  Unm  Litura  appeared  the  beft  Remedy.  All  are  therefore  now 
difcarded  but  what  appear'd  worthy  of  the  Reader's  Attention,  and 
thefe  are  rang'd  according  to  the  Order  of  Time  in  which  they  feem  to 
have  been  wrote.  Beaumont  himfelf  now  leads  in  Defence  of  his  Friend 
fleuber*  charming  Dramatic  Paftoral  the  Faithful  Sbepberdtfs,  which 
laving  been  damn'4  at  its  firft  Appearance  on  the  Stage,  Beaumont  and 
Jon/on,  with  the  Spirits  of  Hfirace  and  Jtrvtna^  lafh  the  dull  Herd  for 
their  ftopid  Ingratitude. 


I 


I 

y^i  /»  /£<?  Af#/&,  hold  from  that  delight, 

a  When  Nature \  and  bis  full  Thoughts  bid  him  Write. 

Tet^wijhlthofe,  whom  I  for  Friends  have  known, 

Tofng  their  Thoughts  to  no  Ears  but  their  own. 

tyfyjbmld  the~Man,  whofe  Wit  ne'er  had  a  fain, 

Upon  tbeppbUck  Stage  prefent  his  Veint 

And  make  a  thoufand  Men  in  Judgment  ft> 

To  call  in  queftion  his  undoubted  Wit; 

Scarce  two  of  which  can  understand  iffo  Laws, 

Which  they  jhould judge  by,  nor  the  Party's  Caufe  f 

Among  the  Rout,  there  is  not  one  that  huth 

In  his  own  cenjurc  an  explicit  e  Faith  $ 

One  company,  knowing  they  judgment  lack, 

Ground  their  belief  on  the  next  Man  in  black : 

Others,  on  him  that  makes  fgns,  and  is  mute  \ 

Some  like,  as  he  does  in  the  fair  eft  Suif; 

He,  as  his  Miftrefs  doth ;  andjhe,  by  chance  : 

Nor  want  there  thofe,  who,  as  the  Boy  doth  Dance^ 

Between  theABs,  will  cenfure  the  whole  Play ; 

Seme,  if  the  Wax-Lights  be  not  new  that  day  ; 

But  multitudes  there  are,  whofe  Judgment  goes        a 

Headlong  according  to  the  Affor's  Cloaths. 

For  this,  thtfe  publick  things,  and  I  agree 

So  ill,  that,  but  to  do  a  right  for  thee,  " 

J  i)ad  not  been  perfaaded  to  have  hurt  d 

Thejefew,  ilPfpoken  Lines,  into  the  World  ; 

1  When  Nature  and  bis  full  Thoughts  bid  himwke.']  Here  fays  the 
judicious, Writer  of  Beaumont's  Life  in  die  Gcncnal-Diaionary,  Btammoj* 
.evidently  {hews  that  lie  was  fired  with  that  violent  Paflion  for  Writing* 
winch  die  Podts  very  juftly  call  Infpiration ;  and  he  makes  this  One 
Proof  of  Beaumont*  s  not  being  a  mere  Corrector  of  fletebet^  Works 
but  a  joint  Author.  As  I  think  I  have  cotte&cd  fame  ftronger  Proofs  of 
this,  both  external  and  internal  than  have  been  yet  produe'd,  and  as  I 
have  already  built  the  former  Part  of  my  Prefece  upon  thefe  Proofs,  I  fhall 
place  them  before  the  Reader  in  the  next  Note  juft  as  they  occurrM 
to  me. 

•  Both 


Ww*3^ 


[3] 

3  Both  to  be  read,  dnd  cenfur' d  of  by  thofe, 
Whofe  very  Reading  makes  Verfe  fenflefs  Proje  : 

Such 

3  Both  to  be  read,  and  cenfurd  of  by  thofe, 

Whofe  very  Reading  makes  Verfe  fenfelefe  Profe:'}  Here  we  fee  a 
Confeioiifnefs  of  the  Poet's  own  Merit,  and  an  Indignation  at  the  (tupi* 
dity  of  the  Age  he  liv'd  in,  which  feem  to  have  been  the  Chara&eri&e* 
of  Beaumont  zxAJonfen.  This  will  appear  ftronger  in  the  Procefi  of 
this  Note,  in  which  I  (hall  endeavour  to  prove  what  Share  Beaumont 
had  in  the  Compofnion  of  the  following.  Plays.  £  have  already  men-' 
tjon'd  that  Mr.  Earl9*  Teftimony,  wrote  immediately  after  Beaumouf* 
Death,  is  decifive  as  to  Beaumont's  having  the  largeft  Share  in  the 
Compofition  of  The  Maid's  Tragedy,  Fhilafter,  and  The  King  and  no 
King,  and  that  Beffus  in  particular  was  drawn  by  him.  [See  Mr.  Ear?* 
Poem  below.  J  This  was  undoubtedly  the  Reafon  why  Beaumont* 
Name  is  put  firft  in  the  old  (Quarto's  of  thefe  Plays,  publifh'd  by  the 
Players  after  Beaumont's  Death  but  before  Fletcher's*  For  wtinfif 
the  Players  have  complimented  the  Dead  at  the  Expence  of  their  liW^g* 
Friend,  Patroxf,  and  Supporter 't  Aitertwo  fuch  Proofs  as  thefe,  gen*- 
ral  Expreflions  or  even  traditional  Opinions  of  the  Pancgyrick- Write?* 
thirty  Years  after  are  lighter  than  Vanity  itfdrY  From  thefe  Plays  no 
Diftin&ion  of  Hands  between  Beaumont  snd  Fletcher  was  difcern'd,  not 
any  Sufpicion  of  fuch  a  Diftin&ipn  occur'd  till  I  came  to  die  Woman 
Hater,  Vol.  10.  which  appeared  vifibly  to  have  more  of  jonfon'%  man- 
ner than  any  Play  I  had  before  met  with,  which  I  mentioned  at  Note  29. 
on  that  Play,  when  deceivM  as  hangbane  had" been  by  the  firft  Quarta 
(publifh'd  feveral  Years  after*  the  Death  of  both  the  Authors)  I  verily 
thought  that  it  had  been  Fletcher's  only.  I. had  not  then  attended  to  the 
Poem  of  Beaumont's  to  Jonfon  publifh'd  at  the  End  of  The  Nice  Valour* 
and  Woman  Hater,  by  tb&fi&Dftd  Folio.  If  the  Reader  will  confute  that  \ 
Boem,  Vol.  itt.  p.  3*6$.  he  will:  find  that  it'  waafent  front  the?  Gauntry 
to  Jonfin  with  .twa,or?  the: precedent  Comedies  not  then  finiftf d*  but 
which  Beaumont  claims?  as  his  own* 

Ben,  when  thefe  Scenes  are  per/eel,  will  tape  Wine, 
fUdriak  thy  Mufes  Healthy  thou  fadt-quaff  mine*. 

It  b  plain  that  they  had' been  his  Amufement  during  a  Summer  Vac*-, 
tson  in  the  Country,  when  he  had  no  Companion  but  his  Mufe  to  eft- 
-mtlttin  him  ;  for  all  the  former  Part  of  the  Poem  is  a  Defcription  of 
ftr  execrable  Wine,  and  the  more  execrable  Company  which  he  was 
rorcM  t6  endure.  Fletcher  therefore  could  not  be  with  him.  So  that 
mere  are  certainly  two  Comedies  which  properly  belong  to  Beaumont 
only,  which  therefore  we  muft  endeavour  to  find  out.  The  Verfes  tell 
us  that  ne  acknowledged  all' he  had  to  be  owing  to  Jonfen%  there  is  no 
ftubt  therefore  of  his  imitating  Jonfotis  Manner  in  thefe  Comediel. 

Shirley 


t  4  ] 

Such  as.  mufijpend  above  an  Hour,  to  /pelt 

A  Challenge  on  a  Pofi>  to  know  it  well.  But 

Shirley  in  the  firft  Folio,  and  the  Publifher  of  the  fccond  Folio,  both  agree 
in  making  the  Nice  Valour  one  of  thefe  Plays:  Now  this  Play  is  ex- 
tremely in  Jonfon's  Mannetf  as  is  obferv'd  in  the  beginning  of  the  Pre- 
face  and  at  Note  $•  on  the  Verfes  to  Jonfon.  The  Prologue  of  this 
Play  has  "no  Weight  being  wrote  feveral  Years  after  it,  but  the  Epi- 
logue was  evidently  wrote  in  the  Author's  Life-time,  probably  either  by 
the  Author  himfelf,  or  elfe  by  his  Friend  Jonfon :  For  'tis  extremely 
like  Jonfon  in  his  Prologues  and  Epilogues,  who  generally  lets  his  Ail* 
dience  know,  that  if  they  did  not  admire  him  it  was  their  Faults  not 
Ids.    So  this  Epilogue  makes  the  Author  declare 


the  Play  is  good. 


He  fays,  *  be  knows  it,  if  well  under jlood*        [  *  The  Author. 

How  unlike  is  this  to  Fletcher  and  Sbaie/pear's  manner,  who,  when 
they  join  together  in  The  Two  Nolle  Kin f men,  are  even  Madefy  itfelft 
See  the  Prologue  and  Epilogue  to  that  Play,  Vol.  10.  the  latter  has  thefe 
Lines; 

And  yet  mifiake  me  not,  I  am  not  bold. 

We've  nofuch  Caufe.     If  the  Tale  we  have  told 

fJFor  *tis  no  other)  anyway  content, 

[For  to  that  honeft  Purpofe  it  was  meant) 

(  We  have  our  End}  andyefhall  have  e9er  long, 

J  dare  fay  many  a  better  to  prolong 

Your  old  Loves  to  us.     ■   ■ 

I  hope  the  Reader  will  now  fee  fufficient  Grounds  to  believe  that  the 
Nice  Valour  was  Beaumont's  Play :  It  is  not  Demonftrarion,  but  it  t* 
a  high  Degree  of  Probability.  But  ftill  the  Diftin&km  of  Manner  from 
Fletcher 9  in  perfonizing  thePafhons  and  not  drawing  from  real  Life  fpoke 
of  above,  will  not  follow  if  Fletcher  wrote  The  Woman-Hater,  as  the 
firft  Edition  in  £>uarto  of  that  Play  aflferts,  but  the  fecond  contradicts  it 
and  puts  Beaumont's  Name  firft  in  the  Title  Page,  and  claims  its  Changes 
from  the  Author's  Manufcript.  The  Publifher  of  the  fecond  Folio  fol- 
lows the  fecondQuarto,  and  makes  it  one  of  the  Plays  referred  to  in  Beau- 
mont's Verfes.  The  Prologue  appears  to  be  wrote  by  the  Author  him- 
felf, fpeaks  of  himfelf  in  the  lingular  Number,  and  fhews  great  Con- 
fidence in  the  Goodnefs  of  the  Play,  and  an  utter  Contempt  of  Two* 
penny  Gallery  Judges.  Here  Beaumont's  Hand  therefore  feem'd  vifible. 
I  therefore  began  to  recoiled  which  of  the  foregoing  Plays  moft  refem* 
bled  this,  to  fee  what  Light  might  be  gain'd  from  them ;  the  firft  that 

occurr'd 


ts] 

But  Jin ce  it  'was  thy  Hap  to  throw  away 
Much  Wity  for  which  the  People  did  not  pay, 

Becauji 

■ 

occurred  was  The  Knight  of  the  burning  Pefle,  which  is  all  BurkfqU 
Sublime,  as  Laxarillds  Character  in  the  Woman-Hater  is.  throughout* 
Here  all  the  Editions  give  the  Knight  to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  tha 
therefore  is  clear,  and  the  Prologue  of  that  Play  is  in  Stile  and  Senti- 
ments fo  exactly  like  that  of  The  Woman-  Hater,  (hat  the  fame  Hand 
undoubtedly  drew  both*  Believing  therefore  that  the  Nice  Valour  was 
Beaumont's  only,  -and  that  he  had  at*  leaft  the  greateft  Share  of  The 
Woman-Hater  and  The  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pefile,  I  proceeded  to  other 
Plays,  and  firft  to  The  Littlef tench  Lawyer,  where  La-*vrit  rims  Fighting- 
mad  juft  as  Lazarillo  had  run  Eating-mad,  The  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pefik,  Romance- m  ad ;  Cbamont  ia  the  Nice  Valour,  Honour-mad,  &c 
This  is  what  out  old  Englijb  Writers  often  diftinguifh  by  the  Name  of 
Humour.  The  Stile  too  of  La-writ,  like  Lazarillo*  s  and  the  Knight's, 
is  often  the  Burlefaue  Sublime.  Here  I  found  the  Prologue  fpeaking  of 
the  Authors  in  the  Plural  Number,  i.  e.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher.  There 
is  a  good  deal  of  the  fame  Humour  in  The  Scornful  Lady  wrote  by  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher,  as  all  the  Quartos  declare.  The  Publishers  of  The  General 
Dictionary,  whofe  Accuracy  deierves  the  higheft  Applaufe,  have  heip'd 
me  to  another  Play,  The  Martial  Maid,  in  which  Beaumont  had  a  Share, 
and  JonjoriS  Manner  of  charactering  Is  very  vifible  j  an  effeminate 
Youth  and  a  mafculine  young  Lady  are  both  reformed  by  Love,  like 
Jonfon\  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  and  Every  Man  out  of  bis  Humour. 
Wit  without  Money  and  The  Cuftom  of  the  Country  which  have  Beaumont* 
Name  firft  in  all  the  Editions,  have  fomething  of  the  fame  Hand n  par- 
ticularly in  VaUntines extravagant  Contempt  of  Money,  and  do  great 
Honour  to  Beaumont  as  both  are  excellent  Plays,  and  the  firft  an  incom- 
parable one.  Shirley  fuppofes  The  Humorous  Lieutenant  to  be  one  of  the 
Plays  referred  to  by  Beaumont's  Verfes  to  Jonfiu,  and  the  Publlfher  of 
ieaumont's  Poems,  which  came  out  about  rive  Years  after  Shirley's  Folio 
of  our  Author's  Plays,  has  wrote  under  that  Poem  Tie  Maid  in  the 
Mill:  Tnis,  I  fuppofe,  was  a  marginal  Note  of  Somebody  who  believ'd 
Beaumont  to  have  been  a  joint  Author*  in  that  Play :  It  feems  highly 
probable  that  he  was  fo  in  both  theie  Plays,  as  the  Lieutenant  and  Buf 
tapha  are  both'  ftrong  Caracatures  and  xnttch  in  Beaumont's  Manner. 
The  Falfe  One  mentions  the  Authors  in  the  Plural  Number,  and  I  be- 
lieve Beaumont  chiefly  drew  the  Character  of  Stptimius  which  gives 
Name  to  the  Play ;  but  whatever  Share  he  had  in  that  Play  it  does  nisi 
great  Honour.  Cupid's  Revenge,  which  all  the  Editions  afcribe  to 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  is  only  fpbil'd  from  being  a  very  good  Tragedy 
by  a  ridiculous  Mixture  of  Machinery  ;  this  Play,  The  Noble  Gentleman, 
and  The  Coxcomb,  are  all  that  remain  which  have  any  fort  of  external 
Vol.  I.  f  Evidence 


Becaufe  they/aw  it  not>  I  not  dijlike 
Ihhfecond  Publication^  which  mayfirike 
Their  Conferences,  to  fee  the  thing  tbeyfcorrid^ 
.20  be  with  Jo  much  Wit  and  Art  adorn*  d. 
Befides  one  'Vantage  more  in  this  Ifee> 
Tour  Cenfurers  now  muji  have  the  Qyality 
Of  Reading*  which  I  am  afraid  is  more 
Than  half  your  jhrewdeji  Judges  bad  before. 

Fr.  Beaumont. 


To  the  worthy  Author  Mr,  John  Fletcher, 

upon  his  Faithful  Shepberdefs. 

IL 

TjffE  wife,  and  many-headed  Bench,  that  fits 
Upon  the  Life  and  Death  of  Plays,  and  Wits, 
{Compos' d  of  Gamefter,  Captain,  Knight,  Knight'; 

Man, 
Lady,  or  Pucelle,  that  wears  Mask  or  Fan, 
Velvet,  or  Taffata  Cap,  rank'd  in  the  dark 
With  the  Shop's  Foreman,  orfomefuch  brave  Spark, 
That  may  judge  for  bis  Six-pence)  had,  before 
¥bey  /aw  it  half,  damrCd  thy  whole  Play-,  and,  more, 
¥heir  Motives  were,  fince  it  bad  not  to  do 
With  Vices,  which  they  look yd  for,  and  came  to. 

Evidence  which  I  know,  of  Beaumont's  being  a  joint  Author,  and 
ihefe  I  build  nothing  upon.  There  are  two  others  that  partake  of  his 
manner,  which  for  that  Reafon  only  I  fufpeft ;  The  Spani/b  Curate,  aid 
The  Laws  of  Candy  i  The  latter  of  which  extremely  refembks  the  King 
■  and  No  King  in  its  principal  Characters.  But  we  need  not  reft  upon  mere 
Conjectures,  fince  Beammont'sShm  of  The  Mai/s  Tragedy,  PhiIaJ?er,iMd 
the  King  and  No  King,  give  him  a  full  right  to  (hare  equally  with  Fktober 
the  Fame  of  a  Tragic  Poet;  and  Wit  without  Money,  the  Nice  Valour,  and 
The  bit tb  French  Lawyer,  jaife  his  Chaia&er  equally  high  in  Comedy. 


[»] 

1$  that  am  glad,  thy  Innocence  'was  thy  Guilt, 
And  wifh  that  all  the  Mules'  Blood  ioerefpik 
Infucb  a  Mattjtfdtitti,  to  ve*  their  Eyes, 
Do  crown  thy  murder' d  Poem :  which  Jhall  rife 
A  glorified  work  to  Time,  when  Firei  . 
Or  Moths,  fhatt  eat  what  all  tbtfe  Fools  admire. 

Ben.  Jonfbn* 


To   Mr.  F*  Art  c  i&   Beatj  Md8T, 

(theft  fivkg.) 

III. 

«•  TlOWIdo  love  thee,  Bc&umdnt,  arid  thy  Mtfc, 

■*•■*■  That  unto  me  dojlfueh  Religion  ufe  ! 
How  1  do  fear  my/elf,  that  am  not  worth 
The  leafi  indulgent  Thought  thy  Pen  drops  forth  I 
At  once  thou  rhaKJt  me  hafpy,  and  urtmak'ft } 
And,  giving  largely  to  me,  more  thou  tak'Jl* 
What  Fate  is  mine,  that  fo  itfelf  bereaves? 
What  Art  is  thine,  tbatfo  thy  Friend  deceives  ? 
When  even  there,  where  moft  thou  praifejl  me 
For  Writing  better,  I  mufi  envy  thee. 

*  Benv  Jonftn* 

*  This  fhort  Copy  (which  feems  wrote  with  a.  Sincerity  not  common 
in  complimentary  Poems)  treats  Beaumont  not  only  as  an  excellent  Critic, 
bat  as  an  excellent  Poet;  and  is  an  AnfWer  to  a  Poem  of  Beammmf* 
printed  at  the  end  of  the  Nice  Valour 9  Vol.  io. 

5  Ben.  Jonfin\  So  Jon/on  fpelt  his  Name  himfelf  in  his  firft  Fblte, 
and  fo  it  is  fpdt  in  the  two  firft  fyartu  of  Tb$  Faithful  Shejb&Afi. 


\ 


f  *  Oh 


On  Mr.  Francis  Beaumont,  on  hi$ 
Imitations  of  OW,  an  Ode. 

IV. 

The  matcblefs  Luft  of  a  fair  Pdefy 

Which  erjl  was  buried  in  old  Romdft  Decays 

ltfow  'gins  with  Heat  ofrifing  Majejly, 

Her  dufl-wrapt  Head  from  rotten  Tomb  to  raife, 

And  witbfre/b  Splendor  gilds  berfearlefs  Crefl, 

Rearing  her  Palace  in  our  Poet'*  Breafis 

The  wanton  Ovid,  wbofe  enticing  Rimes 
J3ave  with  attractive  Wonder  fore' d  Attention, 

No  more  pall  be  admir'd  at\  for  thefe  Times 
Produce  a  Poet,  whofe  more  rare  Invention 

Will  tear  the  kve-jick  Mirtlefrom  bis  Brows, 

2"  adorn  bis  Temples  with  deferred  Boughs. 

Tbeftrongeft  Marble  fears  tbefmalleji  Rain; 

The  rufting  Canker  eats  the  pur  eft  Gold; 
Honour's  beft  Dye  dreads  Envy's  blackeft  Stain  \ 

The  crimfon  Badge  of  Beauty  muft  wax  old* 
But  ibis  fair  IJfue  of  thy  fruitful  Brain, 
Nor  dreads  Ajge,  Envy,  cank'ring  Ruft  or  Rain. 

6  J.  f; 

m  '•  The  J.  F.  here  is  undoubtedly  John  Fletcher 9  and  the  Ode,  tho* 

mot  immediately  relating  to  the  Plays,  is  inferted  here,  firft,  for  its  in- 

'trinfic  Merit ;  and,  Secondly,  as  it  will  be  pleafing  to  find  that  Fletcher** 

Muft  was  animated  with  Friendfhip  as  well  as  Beaumont's;  a  Circum- 

-  fiance,  which,  till  I  (aw  this  Ode,  feem'd  wanting  to  complete  the 

amiable  Union  which  reign'd  between  them.     In  the  third  Stanza,  the 

t  Reader  will  fee  an  Authority  for  Milton's  ufe  of  the  Word  Rime  for 

Verfe  in  general, 

Things  unattempted yet  in  Profe  or  Rime. 
Which  Dr.  Bentley  fo  injudicioufly  alter'd  to  Profe  and  Verfe.  That 
Beaumont  wrote  fomething  in  the  Ovidian  Manner  feems  evident  from 
thefe  Lines;  but  the  Hermaphrodite  which  is  printed  as  his,  and  fup- 
pos'd  to  be  the  Thing  refer'd  to  in  this  Ode,  is  claim  *d  by  Clewveland 
*«f  a  conjunct  Performance  between  hjmfelf  and  Randolph. 

On 


[9] 

On    Mr,    B  E  A   U  M  O    N  <T. 

(Written  prcfcntJy  after  his  Death.) 

V. 

TD  Eaumont  lies  here*,  and  where  nowjhall  we  have 
■*-*  A  Mufe  like  bis  to  figb  upon  bis  Grave  t 
Ah  !  none  to  weep  this  with  a  worthy  Tear, 
But  be,  that  cannot,  Beaumont  that  lies  here. 
7  Who  nowjhall  pay  thy  Tomb  witbfucb  a  Verfe 
As  thou  that  Lady's  didjl,fair  Rudand'i  Herfe? 

y  Wb*  now  /ball  pay  thyTomb  witbfuch  a  Verfe 

As  thou  that  Lady's  difft,  fair  Rutland**  Herfe?]  To  pay  thyTomb 
is  a  little  obfeure,  bat  it  fcems  to  mean,  to  repay  thee  for  writing  fi 
excellent  an  Epitaph,  by  one  as  excellent  on  thy/elf  There  are  feveral 
Epitaphs  and  Elegies  m  Beaumont's  Poems,  bat  by  an  Expreffion  in  Mr. 
EarWs  two  next  Lines  relating  to  the  Marble  of  the  Tomb,  I  believe  the 
following  beautiful  Epitaph  is  what  is  here  referr'4  to ; 

r 

An  Epitaph. 
Herejbe  tits,  whofe  JpotUjs  Fame 
Invites  a  Stone  to  learn  her  Name, 
The  rigid  Spartan  that  denied 
An  Epitaph  to  all  that  died, 
VnUfsfor  War,  in  Charity 9 

Would  here  vouch/aft  an  Elegy.  .  •  * 

She  died  a  Wife,  but  yet  her  Mind, 
Beyond  Virginity  rejmd, 
From  lawlefs  Fire  remain* d  as  free, 

As  now  from  Heat  her  AJbes  bo*  *      '  f 

Her  Husband  yet  without  a  Sin, 

Was  not  a  Stranger,  but  her  Kini  "*■' 

That  her  cbaft  Love  might  feem  no  other  ' 

$o  her  Husband  than  a  Brother* 
Keep  well  this  Pawn,  thou  Marble  Cbeft, 
Till  ifs  calPdfor,  let  it  reft; 
For  while  this  Jewel  here  is  fett 
The  Qrawe  is  like  a  Cabinet. 

f  3  TMl 


A  Monument  that  will  then  lofting  be, 
When  ell  her  Mar  He  is  more  J)uft  thanjhe. 
In  thee  all's  loft :  afudden-  Jpuarth  and  Want 
Hathfeiz'd  on  Wit,  good  Epitaphs  are/cant; 
We  dare  nQt  write  thy  Elegy T;  whilft  each  fears \ 
He  neerjhall  match  that  Copy  of  thy  Te#r$,    • 
Scarce  in  an  Age  a  Poet,  and  yet  he 
Scarce  lilies  the  thirdpart  of  his  Age  to  fee  i 
But  quickly  taken  off,  and  only  krtwn% 
Is  in  a  Minute  Jhut  asfom  asjhown. 
Wkyfimdd  weak  Nature  tire  herfelf  in  v$fa 
Jnfuch  a  Piece,  to  dajh  it  ftraight  again? 
JVhyJhouldfhe  takeju^h  Work  beyond  her  Skill,  \ 
Which,  whenjhe  cannot  f  erf eB,  fie  tnufi  ktlf$ 
Alas,  .what  is't  to  temper  Slime  or  Mire? 
But  Nature's puzled,  whenjhe  works  in  Fire: 
Great  Brains  {like  brighteft  Glajs)  crack  ftraight^ 

while  thofe 
Of  Stone  or  Wood  hold  out,  and  fear  not  Blqws  : 
And  we  their  ancient  hoary  Heads  canfe(% 
Whofe  Wit  was  never  their  Mortality: 
Beaumont  dies  young,  %fo  Sidney  did  before  * 
*there  was  not  Poetry  he  could  Hve  to  more-,  ' 
He  could  not  grow  up  higher  y  I  fcarce  kn(W)% 
If  tti  Art  itjelf  unto  that  pitch,  could  grow, 
Were't  not  in  thee,  that  bad  ft  arriv'd  the  Height 
Of  all  that  Wit  could  reach,  or  Nature  might. 

This  is  extremely  in  the  Spirit  of  Milton  and  Skate/pears  Epitaphs,  and 
(hews  that  Beaumont  excelled  in  every  Species  of  Writing  which  he  at- 
tempted. There  are  three  Elegies  of  his  which  I  believe  genuine,  and 
they  have  great  Merit;  two  are  fign*d  by  his.  Name,  and  another  begins, 
•  Can  my  poor  Lines  no  better  Office  baye. 
Than,  Screech-  Oivl  /ike,  fill  dwell  about  the  Grave? 
This  mews  that  he  had  wiote  feveral  Elegies  and  Epitaphs. 

8  fo  Sidney  did  before  {]  It  might  perhaps  have  been— y&  Sidney  died 
-before* 


[  «  3 

O,  when  I  read  tbofe  excellent  Thing*  of  thine, 
Such  Strength,  fucb  Sweetnefs,  coucht  in  every  Line, 
Such  Life  of  Fancy,  fucb  high  choice  of  Brain, 
Nought  of  the  Vulgar  Wit  or  borrowed  Strain, 
Such  Pajhn,  fucb  Exprejfions  meet  my  Eyf* 
Such  Wit  untainted  with  Objbenity,  • 
And  thefe  fo  unajfeSledly  exprefs'd ; 
All  in  a  Language  purely- flowing  dreft ; 
And  allfo  born  within  tltyfelf,  thine  own, 
So  new,  fofrejh,  fo  nothing  trod  upon. 
I  grieve  not  now,  that  old  Menandcr' j  Vein 
Is  ruin'd,  tofurvive  in  thee  again 
Such  in  kh  time  was  be,  of  the  fame  piece, 
Thefmooth,  ev'n,  natural  Wit,  and  Lave  of  Greece. 
Tbofe  few  fententious  Fragments  pew  more  worth,    . 
Than  all  the  Poets  Athens  e'er  brought  forth ; 
And  Iamjbrry  we  have  loft  thofe  hours 
*  On,  them,  whofe  quicknefs  comes  far  Jhort  of  ours, 
And  dwell  not  more  on  thee,  whofe  every  Page 
May  be  a  Pattern  for  their  Scene  and  Stage. 
I  will  not  yield  thy  Works  fo  mean  a  Praife  5 
More  pure,  more  chafi,  more  fainted  than  are  Plays, 
tfor  with  that  dull fupinenefs  to  be  read, 
To  pafs  afire,  or  laugh  an  hour  in  Bed. 
How  do  the  Mufes  fuffer  every  where, 
Taken  in  fucb  Mouths  cenfure,  in  fucb  Ears, 
That,  9twixt  a  wbijfe,  a  Line  or  two  rehearfi, 
And  with  their  Rheume  together  Jpaute  a  Ferfef 
9  This  all  a  Poems  Pleafure,  after  Play, 
Drink  or  Tobacco,  it  may  eke  the  Day.  Wbil/l 


9  fiii  aU  a  f  terns  kafure  after  Play, 

Drink  or  T*6acc*9  it  may  keep  the  Day.]  What  it  aU  a  Pom's 
fajftr*  f  I  can  affix  no  Idea  to  it  but  a  Latintfm,  which  if  defign'd  is 
extremely  fbrc'4.  ffis  it  all  a  Poems,  i.  c  a  Poem's  Part,  Pow'r  or 
Worth*  it  may  fare  to  fpend  one's  leafore  Hours  after  Dice,  Drink* 

f4  •  <» 
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Whiljltv'n  their  very  Idlenefs,  they  think,  \ 

Is  loft  in  thefe,  that  lofe  their  time  in  drink. 
*°  Pity  them  dull;  We,  we  that  better  know, 
Will  a  more  ferious  hour  on  thee  be/low, 
Whyjhoutdnot  fJeaumont  in  the  Morning pleafe^ 
As  well  as  Plautus,  Ariftophanes  ? 
JVho,  if  my  Pen  may  as  my  thoughts  be  free, 
Werefcurril  Wits  and  Buffoons  both  to  thee  $ 
Tet  thefe  our  Learned  of  Jevereft  Brow 
Will  deign  to  look  on,  and  to  note  them  too, 
That  will  defy  our  own  5  'tis  Englifli  fluff, — . 
And  th*  Author  isjtot  rotten  long  enough. 
Alas,  what  fiegme  are  they,  compared  to  thee% 
In  thy  PhUafter,  and  Maid's  Tragedy  ? 

or  Tobacco.  But  unlefs  the  Reader  fees  a  more  natural  Explication,  I 
(believe  he  will  agree  to  its  being  difcarded  as  a  Corruption,  for  a  trifling 
jChange  will  give  a  clear  Senfe, 

This  aU  a  Poenfs  Pleafure,  after  Play, 
Drink  or  Tobacco,  it  may  keep  the  Day. 

t.  e.  All  the  Pleafure  a  Poem  gives  to  thefe  Sons  of  Dulnefs,  is  to  fpin 
put  or  pafs  away  the  Time  till  Sun-fet,  after  Cards,  Bottles,  and  To- 
bacco are  removed ;  thus  to  pafs  a  Fire,  a  little  above,  fignifies  to  pais 
away  the  Time  till  the  Fire  is  burnt  out.  But  to  keep  a  Day,  is  an 
Expreflion  not  very  applicable  to  thjs  Senfe,  (a  Senfe  which  the  Con- 
text  evidently  requires)  and  tho'  it  may  indeed  be  drained  to  fomething 
like  it,  yet  as  we  can  retain  three  of  the  Letters  in  keep,  and  by  a  froaH 
tr,anfpofition  of  the  reft,  give  a  much  properer  Verb,  it  feems  probable 
that  eke  was  the  original,  we  generally  now  fay  to  eke  out  the  Day ;  but 
it  was  ns'd  by  our  Aflceftors  without  the  Adverb,  to  eke  a  thing,  i.  e.  to 
protract  or  lengthen  it  out.  The  Reader  will  fee  a  much  greater  Cor- 
ruption of  the  Prefs  than  either  of  thefe  at  the  latter  End  of  this  Poem. 
1  ?  Rity  then  dullwt,  tut  (bat  better  know, 
Will  a  more  ferious  Hour  on  thee  befow.]  There  is  too  much  In- 
confiftency  in  this  Sentence  to  fuppofe  it  genuine.  He  ironically  calls 
himfelf  and  Friends  dull*  and  literally  afferts  their  fuperior  Underfland- 
ing  in  the  feme  Sentence.  Betide,  Pity  then  ive  will  be/low,  &c  does 
not  feem  EngUJh.  I  change  but  an.  p  to  aq  m,  and  read,  Pity  them 
dull',  ffiy  we  that,  &c.  v 

fffierft 
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Wherfsfuch  an  bumbur  as  thy  Beflus,  pray  ? 
Let' them  put  all  their  Thrafbes  in  one  Play, 
He  pall  out-bid  them  ;  their  conceit  was  poor, 
All  in  a  Circle  j>f  a  Bawd  or  Whore  \ 
11  A  coining  Davus  $  take  the  Fool  away, 
And  not  a  good  j£Jl  extant  in  a  Play,  . 

Tet  thefe  are  Wits,  becaufe  they're  old,  and  now, 
Being  Greek  and  Latin,  they  are  Learning  too  : 

1 1  A  conning  Dance,  take  the  Fool  away, 
And  not  a  good  J  eft  extant  in  a  Play*']  Dance  is  certainly  fpurious : 
Hie  Printer  of  this  Poem  among  Beaumont**  Poems  mention'd  above, 
faw  that  it  was  abford  ;  hut  not  hitting  on  air  Emendation  left  it  4juitg 
oat,  and  made  a  Dam  in  its  room.  Mr.  Sympfon  propofea  to  read 
Dunce,  which  make,s  tolerable  Senfe ;  but  leaves  the  Meafure  as  deficient 
as  before.  Mr.  Theobald  undoubtedly  reftor'd  the  true  Word  Davus, 
which  the  Setter  of  the  Prefs  might  cafily  miftake,  as  he  could  not  be 
foppos'd  to  have  underftood  it.  I  (hall  give  Mr.  Tbcobala**  own  Note 
wrote  on  his  Margin,  as  it  is  a  Specimen  of  the  Critical  Language 
which  he  had  accuitom'd  himfelf  to,  but  which  I  believe  he  would  have 
laid  afide  had  he  liv'd,  for  I  took  fome  Pains  to  lay  before  him  the 
Arguments  us'd  againft  it  at  Page  60,  61,  &c.  of  my  Preface,  and  he 
told  me  that  he  was  convine'd  it  was  wrong  and  impolitic,  and  would 
change  his  Stile  of  Infult  on  other  Editors  for  the  future.  But  this  wat 
prevented  by  his  Death,  and  the  following  Note  feems  to  have  been 
wrote  many  Years  J>tfore. 

A  Cozning  Dance,  SccJ]  What  rare  Ears  have  thefe  Editors  to  Cadence 
'and  Verification  f  and  what  an  acute  Regard  to  common  Senfe  I  Both 
the  Meafure  halts,  and  the  Meaning  is  defective.     My  Emendation 
makes  a  double  Cure.     Davus  is  the  Name  of  a  fubde  juggling  Ser- 
vant in  Terence's  Comedy  called  the  fair  Andriau.  Mr.  Theobald* 

Mr.  Earlfs  Refle&ions  on  Terence  are  in  part  at  leaft  vtry  unjuft. 
There  is  perhaps  too  much  Samenefs  in  his  Plpts ;  but  his  Old  Mea 
and  Young,  his  Servants,  his  Parafites,  &c.  are  each  a  diftind  Chara&er 
from  all  the  reft,  and  preferv'd  throughout  each  Play  with  infinite  Spirit 
and  Judgment.  Befide  which,  the  elegant  Di&ion  and  fine  Sentiments 
which  every  where  abound  in  him  are  Patterns  to  the  beft  Comic  Wri- 
ters ;  and  which  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  drive  to  excel  him  in  by  adding 
^Sublimity  of  Poetry  to  Juftnefs  of  Sentiment ;  well  knowing  that  J  efts 
and  Droller)  are  only  the  loweft  Degree  of  Cpmic  Excellence, 

'      ^  '  But 


But  thofe  their  own  Hirnes  were  content  f  aUow 

t%  A  thrifty  Famey  and  thine  is  lowe/l  noxd. 

But  thoujhalt  live,  and,  when  thy  Name  is  grown 

Six  Ages  older,  jbalt  be  better  known  ; 

When  thouWt  *f  Chaucer'*  Standing  in  the  Tom&> 

Thoujhalt  not /hare,  but  take  up  all,  his  room. 

^Joh.Earlc 
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On  Mr:  Francis    Beaumont. 

(  Then  newly  Dead.  ) 

VI.  • 

HE  that  hathfuch  Acutenejs,  andjuch  Wit, 
As  would  ask  ten  good  Heads  to  husband  it  $ 
tie,  that  can  write  fo  welly  that  no  Man  dare 
Refufe  it  for  the  heft>  let  him  beware : 

1  *  A  thtrfty  Fame,']  To  make  tbirfty  fignify  poor  or  fcanty  may  be 
admitted ;  but  as  the  fmalleft  Change  gives  a  more  natural  Word,  thrifty 
feems  the  Original. 

*s  J  eh.  Earl*."]  Mr.  Earle  was  young  when  he  wrote  this,  and 
lbe*e  are  indifputaWe  Marks  of  a  bright  Poetic  Genius,  which  had 
probably  been  greatly  infpir'd  by  an  Intimacy  with  Beaumont,  He  was 
in  high  Repntc  as  a ,  Preacher  and  a  Scholar  m  King  Charles  the  FirfTs 
Reign ;  and  feems  to  have  been  a  true  Patriot ;  for  it  is  prohable  that 
he  bppos'd  the  Court  in  the  beginning  of  the  Troubles,  as  he  was  eleded 
One  of  the  Affembly  of  Dwines ;  but  he  refus'd  to  a£t  with  them,  and 
adher'd  to  the  King  in  his  loweft  State,  and  for  it  was  deprivM  of  the 
Chancettorihip  of  Salisbury,  and  all  his  other  Preferments.  After  the  Re- 
tention, he  was  made,  firft  Dean  of  Weftmjnfter,  thenBifhop  ofWor* 
etfier,  and  afterwards  of  Salisbury.  Mr.  Wood  gives  a  Character  of 
him,  that  extremely  refembles  that  of  the  excellent  Dr.  Hough,  the  late 
Biihpp  of  Worcefier  ;  the  Sum  of  it  is,  that  He  'join'd  the  JPolitenefc  of 
a  Courtier  to  theSanttity,  Geodneis,  and  Charity  of  an  Apoftle, 

Beaumont 


i 
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Beaumont  is  dead,  by  whofejble  Death  appear*, 
Wifs  a  Difeafe  confumes  Men  in  few  Years. 

»♦  Rich.  Corbet,  D.  D. 


■jwn^r— .     ' '   m 


On  the  happy  Colleftion  of  Mr.  Fl  e  t  c  h  Eit't  * 
Works,  never  before  printed. 

VII. 

F Letcher,  arifel  Ufurpers  Jhare  thy  Bays, 
They  canton  thy  vajl  Wit  to  build  [mall  Pkys  i 
He  comes!  #j  Volume  breaks  through  Clouds  andDuft ; 
Down,  Utth  Wits  I  ye  muji  refund,  ye  mufi. 

Nor  comes  be  private,  here's  great  Beaumont  too  i 
U<w  could  onefingle  World  encompafs  two  ?    ' 
For  thefe  Co-heirs  had  equal  Power  to  teach 
dR  that  all  Wits  both  can,  and  cannot,  reach. 
Shakefpeare  was  early  up,  and  went  fo  drejt 
As  for  thofe .dawning  hours  he  knew  was  bejl ; 
But,  when  the  Sun  Jhone  forth,  You  Two  thought  fit 
3fl  wearjuji  Robes,  and  leave  off  Trunk-hofe  Wit. 
Now,  now,  'twas  Perfect ;  none  tnufl  look  for New, 
Manners  and  Scenes  may  alter,  but  not  You ; 
For  yours  are  not  mere  Humorous,  gilded,  Strains  j 
fbe  Fajhion  loft,  your  maffy  Senfe  remains. 

Some  think  your  Wits  of  two  Compkxtonsfram'd, 
That  one  the  Sock,  th%  other  the  Buskin,  claim* d-, 

i  +  Richard  Corbet,  firft  Student,  then  Dean  of  Cbrift-Churcb,  aftei*- 

wards  Bilhop  of  Oxford,  and  from  thence  tranflated  to  Norwich  i  m"hii 

Youth  was  eminent  for  Wit  and  Poetry,  of  which  this  h  a  Specimen, 

,*nd  a  good  Teftimony  of  Beaumont's  having  a  luxuriant  Wit  as  well  as 

Fletcher, 

■  ■■    ■      "  «a  Wit> 


That  <w*uld  ask  tm  good  Meads  /«  hub  and  it. 

That 


i 
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That  foould  the  Stage  embattle  alii ts  force, 
Fletcher  wduld  lead  the  Foot,  Beaumont  the  Horje; 
But,  you  were  Both  for  Both ;  not  Semi-wits, 
Each  Piece  is  wholly  lwoy  yet  never  JpHts  : 
TTarex  not  two  Faculties,  and  one  Soul  fill, 
fie  tb'  Under  (landing,  thou  the  quick  free  Will ; 

15  Not  as  two  Voices  in  one  Song  embrace, 
Fletcher  'skeen  Treble,  and  deep  Beaumont \f  Bafe, 
Two,  full.  Congenial  Souls ;  fill  both  prevailed; 

16  His  Mufe  and  thine  were  Quarter'd,  not  Impal'd  ; 

• 

**  Bui  as  two  Voids  in  one  Song  embrace 

Fletcher'*  keen  Treble,  and  deep  Beaumonfr  Bafi, 
Two  full  congenial  Souls.']  Here  Berkenhead  is  {peaking  of  the 
doubtful  Opinions  relating  to  the  Share  which  Beaumont  and  Fletcher 
had  in  thefe  Plays :  He  tells  you,  that  the  general  Opinion  was,  that 
Beaumont  was  a  grave  Tragic  Writer,  Fletcher  moft  excellent  in  Comedy, 
This  he  contradicts ;  but  how,  why,  they  did  not  differ  as  a  General  of 
Hor fedoes  from  a  General  of  Foot,  nor  as  the  Sock  does  from  the  Buskin., 
nor  as  the  Will  from  the  Vnderfiandingx  but  were  two  full  Congenial  Sou  Is, 
and  differ'd  only  as  the  Ba/e  and  Treble  do  in  the  fame  Song.  Why, 
if  this  is  the  true  Reading,  he  confirms  in  thefe  Lines  what  he  had 
contradicted  in  all  the  foregoing  Similes,  for  Bafi  and  Treble  have 
much  the  fame  difference  between  them  as  Horfe  and  Foot  in  an  Army, 
or  the  Wit  and  Underftanding  in  the  Soul.  To  make  the  Writer 
confident  with  himfelf,  the  true  Reading  teems  to  be  Not  injteadof  But; 

Not  as  two  Voices  in  one  Song  embrace, 
FletcfcerV  keen  Treble  and  deep  Beaumont's  Bafc  ; 
Two  full  congenial  Souls, 

**  His  Mufe  and  thine  were  QuarterM,  not  Impal'd:]  I  know  I 
am  going  out  of  my  Depth,  in  attempting  a  Criticifm  on  Terms  in 
Heraldry.  But  my  Books  tell  me,  that  Impaling  is  when  the  Arms 
of  the  Man  and  Wife  are  placed  on  the  fame  Efcutcheon,  the  oop 
on  the  Right  and  the  other  on  the  Left ;  which  is  a  proper  Emblem 
.*f  the  Matrimonial  Union ;  and  might  feemingly  be  as  well  -ap- 
plied to  the  Marriage  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Wit,  as  the  Word 
Quartering  can,  which  the  fame  Berkinhead  (peaks  of  at  the  latter  end 
.of  this  Poem : 

What  ftrange  ProduSion  is  at  lafi  difplafd, 
Got  by  two  Fathers  without  Female  aid! 

Jut  I  ihall  attempt  no  Change  in  a  Science  where  I  am  Ignorance  itfelf, 

Both 


I  *7  1 

Both  brought  your  Ingots,  both  toitd  at  the  Mint? 
Beat,  melted,  flfted,  "till  no  drofs  Jluck  in'f; 
Then  in  each  others  Scales  weigh' d  every  Grain, 
Thenfmooth'd and  bumijtid,  then  weigh' d  all again ; 
Stampt  both  your  Names  upon't  at  one  bold  hit,  \ 

Then,  then  'twas  Coin,  as  well  as  Bullion-Wit. 

Thus  Twins :  But  as  when  Fate  one  Eye  deprives, 
That  other  ft  rives  to  double,  which  furvtves  : 
So  Beaumont  dfd :  yet  left  in  Legacy  • 
His  Rules  and  Standard  Wit  (Fletcher)  to  thee. 
Stilt  the  fame  Planet,  though  hot  flit  dfofoon, 
A  Two-horrid  Crefcent  then,  now  one  Full-moon. 
Joint  Love  before,  now  Honour,  doth  provoke ; 
So  tbf  old  Twin  Giants  forcing  a  huge  Oak, 
One  flip  d  his  footing,  tb%  other  fees  him  fall, 
Gra/p'd  the  whole  Tree  and  Jingle  held  up  all. 
Imperial  Fletcher !  here  begins  thy  Reign $ 
Scenes  flow  like  Sun-beams  from  thy  glorious  Brain  ; 
Thy  jwift-difpatcbing  Soul  no  more  doth  flay, 
Than  he  that  built  two  Cities  in  one  day ; 
Ever  brim-full,  and  fometimes  running  o'er, 
To  feed  poor  languid  Wits  that  wait  at  Door$ 
Who  creep  and  creep,  yet  neyer  above  ground  flood ; 
(For  Creatures  have  mofl  Feet,  which   have  leafl 

Blood) 
but  thou  art  flill  that  Bird  of  Paradife, 
Which  hath  no  feet,  and  ever  nobly  flies : 
Rich,  lufty  Senfe,  fuch  as  the  Poet  ought ; 
For  Poems,  if  not  Excellent,  are  Naught ;  / 

tow  Wit  in  Scenes  inflate  a  Peafant  goes ;  > 

If  mean  and  flat,  let  it  foot  Yeoman-Profc, 
That  fuch  may  /pell,  as  are  not  Readers  grown  ;        </ 

To  whom  he,  that  write t  Wit,  fields  he  hath  none. 

■> 

Bralie 


w 
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Brave  Shakefpeare  flowed,  yet  had  his  Ebbing j 
•    too, 
Often  above  himfelf,  fometimes  below ; 
Thou  always  beft  -,  if aught  feerri  d  to  decline ', 
%Twas  the*unjudging  Rout's  miftake,  not  thine: 
Thus  thy  fair  Shepherdefs,  which  the  bold  heap 
(Falfe  to  themf elves  and  thee)  did  prize  fc r  cheap % 
Was  found  (when  underjlood)  fit  to  be  crowrid, 
At  worjl  'twas  worth  two  hundred  thouiand  Pound. 

Some  blaft  thy  Works,  left  we  Jhould  track  their 
Walk; 
Where  they  fled  all  thofe  few  good  things,  they  talk  $ 
Wit-Burglary  muft  chide  thofe  it  feeds  on, 
For  plundered  folks  ought  to  be  raild  upon ; 
But  (asftoln  Goods  goe  off  at  half  their  worth) 
Thy  ftrong Senfe  palls,  when  they  purloin  it  forth. 
When  didft  thou  borrow  ?  where* s  the  Man,  e'er  read 
Aught  begg'd  by  Thee  from  thofe  Alive  or  Dead  $ 
Or  from  dry  Goddefles  ?  asfome  who,  when 
They  fluff  their  Page  with  Gods,  write  worfethan  Men; 
Thou  waft  thine  own  Mu/e,  and  hadftfucb  vaft  adds, 
Thou  out-writ  ft  him  wboje  Verfe  made  all  thofe  Gods : 
Surpaffng  thofe  our  Dwarfijb  Age  up-rears, 
As  much  as  Greeks,  or  Latins,  thee  in  Tears  : 
Thy  Ocean  Fancy  knew  nor  Banks  nor  Damms  j 
We  ebb  down  dry  to  Pebble-  Anagrams  > 
Dead  and  injiptdy  all  defpairing  Jit > 
Loft  to  behold  this  great  Rekpfe  of  Wit : 
What  ftrength  remains,  is  like  that  (wild  and  fierce} 
[Till  Joniba  made  good  Poets  and  right  Verfe. 

Sucb  boyft'rom  Trifles  thy  Muft  would  not  brook, 
Saw  when  Jhe'djhow  howfeurvily  they  look ; 

No 


Nofavage  Metaphors,  (things  rudely  Great  i)  y 

Thoy.  doji  dUpiay,  not  butcher  a  Conceit  $ 
Thy  Nerves  have  Beauty,  which  invades  and  charms  5 
fyoks  like  a  Princefs  barnefs'd  in  bright  Arms. 

Nor  art  thou  Loud  and  Cloudy ;  thofe,  that  do 
Thunder  fo  mucb?  doyt  without  Lightning  too ; 
Tearing  tbemfehes,  and  almojifplit  their  Brain        >y 
To  render  harjh  what  thou  fpeakft  free  arid  clean ; 
Such  gloomy  Senfe  may  pa/sfor  High  and  Proud, 
But  true-born  Wit  ftill  flies  above  the  Cloud ; 
Thou  knew" ft  'twas  Impotence,  what  they  call  Heiriit ; 
Who  btufters  ftrong  iytv  Dark,  but  creeps  ftb9  Light. 

And  as  thy  Thoughts,  were  clear,  fo,  Innocent ; 
Thy  Fancy  gave  no  unftvept  Language  vent  $ 
S  launder  ft  notLzws,  propbanft  no  holy  Page, 
(As  if  thy  Father's  Crofier  aw'd  the  Stage ;) 
High  Crimes  were  ftill  arraign' d;  tbo'  they  made 

jbift  .  ■  • 

To  frofper  out  four  Ads,  were  plagu'd  i'tb'  Fifth  : 

Altsfafe,  and  wife ;  no  fliff-affe&ed  Scene, 

Nor  fwoln  nor  flat,  a  true  full natural Vein ; 

Thy  Senfe  (like  wetl-dreft  Ladies)  chattid  as  skhtnfd, 

Not  all  unlac'd,  nor  City-ftarcbd  and  pinrid ; 

Thou  hadft  no  Sloth,  no  Ragey  norfulkn  Fit, 

But  Strength  *«rf  Mirth ;  Fletcher'*  a  Sanguine  Wit. 

Thus,  two  great  Conful-p0*/j  all  things  fwafd. 
Till  all  was  Englifti  Born  or  Englifh  Made  ; 
Mitre  and-Coik  here  into  One  Piece  fpun, 
Beaumont  a  Judged,  this  a  Prelate'*  Son. 
Wbatftrange  Production  is  at  laft  difphfd, 
Cot  by  two' Father s%  without  Female  aid  I 

Behold, 


J 
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Behold,  two  Mafeulines  ejpoufd  each  other  $ 
Wit  and  the  World  were  born  without  ^Mother*, 

17  J,  Bcrkinhcad. 
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On   the  Works  of  Beaumokt  and 
Fletcher,  now  at  length  printed. 

VIII. 

GReat  Pair  of  Authors,  whom  one  equal  Star 
Begot  fo  like  in  Genius,  that  you  are 
In  Fame,  as  well  as  Writings,  both  f 9  knit, 
That  no  Man  knows  where  to  divide  your  Witr 
Much  lefs  your  Praife :  Tou,  who  had  equal  Fire, 
And  did  each  other  mutually  infpire ;  \ 

Whether  one  did  Contrive,  the  other  Write t 
•One  fram'd  the  Plot,  the  other  did  Indite  y 
Whether  one  found  the  Matter ,  thf  other  Dreji, 
Or  th9  one  dtfpofed  whatW  other  did  exprefs : 
Where-e' er  your  Parts  between  your  felves  lay,  wet 
In  all  things,  which  you  did,  but  one  Thread  fee  % 
So  evenly  drawn  out,  fo  gently  fpun, 
That  Art  with  Nature  ne'er  did  fmoother  run. 
Where  Jhall  I  fix  my  Praife  then  ?  or  what  part 
Of  all  your  numerous  Labours  bath  defert    _ 

<7  J.  Berhinhead^  Berkinhead  was  firff  Amanuenfis  to  Bifhop 
Laud,  and  Fellow  of  AB-Souls.  He  was  Author  of  the  Mercurmts 
Julicusy  a  very  Loyal  Paper  in  the  Time  of  the  Rebellion.  He  was 
perfecuted  much  in  Cromnuelft  Days,  and  lived  by  his  Wits  ;  after- 
wards he  had  good  Places  under  King  Ckarltt  the  Second,  was 
Member  of  Parliament,  and  Knighted. 

More  I 


[    2.    ] 

More  to  he  fan!  d  than  other  ?  Shall  I  fay, 

Tve  met  a  Lover  Jo  drawn  in  your  Play, 

So  pajfionatefy  written,  Jo  inflam'd. 

So  jealoujly.  inrag'd,  then  gently  tanCd. 

That  I  in  reading  have  the  Per/on  feen,  / 

And  your  Pen  hath  Part  Stage  and  Aftor  been  ?. 

X)r  Jhall  I  fay,  that  I  can  fcarce  forbear 

To  clap,  when  la*  Captain  do  meet  there ;    [*Bcflus 

So  lively  in  bis  own  vain  Humour  dreft, 

So  braggingly,  and  like  hi  rife  If  exprejl, 

That  modern  Cowards,  when  they  faw  him  played, 

Saw,  bluftid,  departed  guilty,  and  betray*  at 

Tou  wrote  all  Parts  right ;  whdtfoe'er  the  Stage 

Had  from  you,  wasfeen  there  as  in  the  Age, 

And  had  their  equal  Life :  Vices  which  were 

Manners  abroad,  did  grow  corrected  there :      ^ 

They  wbotojfeft  a  Box,  and  half  Croivnjpent 

To  learn  Obfcenenefs,  return* d  innocent, 

And  thank  d  you  for  this  Coinage,  whofe  chajle  Scene 

Taught  Loves  fo  noble,  fo  reform9 d,fo  clean, 

That  they,  who  brought  foul  fires,  and  thither  came 

To  bargain,  went  thence  with  a  holy  fame. 

Be't  to  your  Praife  too,  that ,8  your  Stock  and  Vein 

Held  both  to  Tragic  and  to  Comic  Strain ; 

Wbere-e'er  you  lifted  to  be  high  and  grave, 

No  Buskin  jhewd  more fokmn\  no%%uill gave 

i*  ——your  Stock  and  Vein 

Held  hoik  to  Tragic  and  to  Comic  Strain.]  Mr.  Theobald  Would 
read  SockzoA  V<in;  but  then  Tragic  and  Comic  id  the  next  Line  are 
jnifplac'd,  and  the  Descriptions  of  Tragedy  and  Comedy  in  the  eight 
next  Lines  are  equally  fo ;  befides,  Vein  by  no  means  makes  a  proper 
Antithefis  to  Sock  or  Comedy,  and  if  one  Word  is  abfoktely  explicit, 
Sock  for  Comedy,  the  other  fhould  be  fo  too,  and  Buskin  is  the  Word 
that  anfwers  it  The  old  Reading,  which  it,  I  doubt  not,  the  true  one* 
•will  bear  this  Senfe :  Your  Stock  of  Underftanding  and  Knowledge,  and 
your  Vein  of  Wit  and  Humour  are  equally  excellent  in  Tragedy  and 
Comedy. 

Vol.  I.  g  Sufi 
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Such  feeling  ObjeSls  to  draw  Tears  from  Eyes, 

SpeBators  fate  Par U  in  your  Tragedies. 

And  where,  you  lifted  to  be  low  and  free », 

Mirth  turrid  the  whole  Houfe  into  Comedy  ; 

So  piercing  (where  you  pleas' d)  hitting  a  fault, 

That  Humours  from  your  Pen  ijfued  alt  Salt, 

Nor  were  you  thus  in  Works  ana  Poems  knit, 

As  to  be  tv)o  half*)  and  to  make  one  Wit ; 

But  asfome  things,  we  fee,  have  double  caufe, 

And  yet  the  effeft  itfelffrom  both  whole  draws  y 

So  though  you  were  thus  twifted  and  combin*dy 

19  As  in  two  Bodies  f  have  but  one  fair  Mind*? 

Yet  if  ive  praijeyou  rigbtfy,  wemuftfay, 

Both  join  d>  and  both  did  wholly  make  the  Play. 

For  that  you  could  write  ftngly,  we  may  guefe 

ao  By  the  divided  pieces  which  the  Preft 

Hath  feverally  fenf forth -?  nor  wereztjoin9djo, 

Idkefome  our  Modern  Authors y  made  to  g*         One 

*9  As  two  Bodies  to  have  but  one  fair  Mind;}  Both  Seme  and  Mea? 
Sire  are  here  much  confus'd,  fhould  I  itiiert  the  Reading  that  plea&i 
left,  it  fliould  be, 

As  your  two  Bodies  bad  but  one  fair.  Mind. 
Greater  Alterations  than  from  this  to  the  old  Text  have  been  often  mack 
at  Prefs  by  mere  Overfights,  but  fhould  not  fee  fupposyd  where  a  fmaller 
Change  will  reflore  a  Senie  and  Meafore  quite  fuitabfc  to  the  Author's 
general  Stile.    I  read  therefore, 

As  in  two' Bodies  i  bane  but  one  fair  Mind.    ' 
a#  By  tbe  divided  Pieces  which  the  Prefs 

Hath  federally  fent  forth ;]  I  have  before  (hew'd  that  there  were 
two  Comedies  wrote  by  Beaumont  fingly,  and  given  fome  Reaibns  why 
the  NueVahur  ought  to  be  deem'd  one  of  them.  Whether  Mr.  Maine  in 
this  Pike  referr'd  to  thefe  two  Comedies,  knowing  which  they  were ;  or 
whether  he  only  meant  the  Mask  at  Gray *t-Iun\  which  was  the  onft 
Piece  which  we  know  to  have  been  publifh'd  in  Beaumont* %  Name  before 
thefe  Commendatory  Poems  were  publifh'd ;  or  whether  he  fpoke  in 
general  Terms,  without  a  ftrift  adherence  to  Fails,  mull  be  left  uncertain. 

.  %% ■   — —  nor.  wtre  gone  fo9 

hih  feme  our  Modern  Authors,  made  to  go  ".    J 

Onai^^fy/^^^^c/^rJTheWord^whichtedstheiieit     f 
Line,  feems  to  have  ran  in  the  Printer's  Head,  and  made  him  put  gone  here 

iafiead 


': 
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One  merely  by  the  help  oftti  other >  who 
T&purchafe  Fame  do  come  forth  one  of  fttoo ; 
Nor  *torot€  ydu  fe>  that  one' s  part  was  to  lick 
The  other  into  Shape ;  nor  did  onejtick 
The  other's  cold  Inventions  with  fuch  Wit> 
Asfertfd%  like  Spice  y  to  make  them  quick  and  fit  i 
Nor,  out  of  mutual  Want>  or  Emptinejs, 
Did  you  confpire  to  gofiill  Twins  to  th'  Prefs  ; 
But  what,  thus  join%  you  wrote >  might  have  come 

forth  K 

As  good  from  each,  an&fibr'd  with  the  fame  worth 
That  thus  united  them  j  you  did  join  Senfe  ; 
In  you  'twas  League,  in  others  Impotence ; 
12  And  the  Prefsr  which  both  thus  amongfi  us  fends ', 
Sends  us  one  Poet  in  a  pair  of  Friends, 

*3  Jafpcr  Maine. 

inflead  of  Cone  other  Word.  Mr.  Tboohmtd  had  prevented  me  in  the  Emen- 
dation :  We  rend  join  J  Jb,  and  as  1  have  his  Concurrence,  I  have  the 
lets  doubt  in  preferring  it  to*  Mr,  Symffbn9*  Conje&ure  -*•  Nor  were  oiu 
>— tho*  this  latter  is  very  good  Senfe  and  nearer  the  trace  of  the  Letter*, 
bat  it  would  make  one  be  repeated  too  often,  for  it  is  already  in  the 
third  and  fourth'  Lines  after,  and  'tis  very  evident  to  me  that  it  (hould 
have  been  in  the  Second,  for  On  merely,  I  read  One  merely. 

*»  And  the  Prefi*wbich  both  iktu  amount  us  fends, ~\  I  believe  few  of  the 
ancient  EngUJb  Poets  knew  any  Rule  of  EngUjb  Verfe  bat  its  Number 
of  Syllables,  and  therefore  when  their  Ear  fail'd  them,  even  the  beft 
of  them  often  make  die  Accents'  fall  upon  wrong  Syllables.  Tho'  'tis 
poffible,  that  the  Miftakes  of  die  Pteft  often  fpoU'd  their  Meafhie  by 
tanfpofing  Monofyttables.    A  fmailTranfpofitien  would  cure  wis  Lines 

And  thus  the  Prefs  which  both  amongfi  us  fends9 

Seethe lUIc for R*zUJb Veifc at Not*  5,  W+  vdttmtMiuf. 
%%  Jsfptr  M*he.}  This  Gentleman  was  Author  of  the  City  M*teb, 
a  Comedy,  and  the  Amorous  Wow*  a  Tragi-Comedy.  He  was  an, 
tmiaent  Preacher  in  the  Civil  War,  bat  warmly  adhering  to  die  King 
wg*  depri v'd  of  all  his  Preferment*  m  CromweiTs  Time,  and  taken  for 
Charity  intp  the  Earl  of  Dmonfafrit  Family,  where  hit  Learning, 
ftety,  and  Wit,  rendered  him  a  psoper  Advocate  for  Religion  agaioft  the 
fctnous  Mr.  Bobbt,  then  a  Tutor  in  that  Family.  After  the  RefsomftO; 
he  was  made  Canon  of  Cbrijh  Church,  zod  Arch-Deacon  of  Cbi*k*fioK 

g  2  Upoa 
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Upon  the  Report  of  the  printing  of  the  Dramatical 
Poems  of  Mafter  Jo  h  nFletcher,  collc&ed 
before,  and  now  fet  forth  in  one  Volume. 

IX. 

9  **T*Hough  when  all  Fletcher  writ,  and  the  entire 
A    Man  was  indulged  to  that  f acred  fire, 
His  Thoughts,  and  his  Thoughts  Drefs,  appear' d  Both 

fucb, 
That  'twas  bis  happy  fault  to  do  too  much : 
Who  therefore  wifely  didfubmit  each  Birth 
To  knowing  Beaumont  e'er  it  did  come  forth % 
Working  again  until  he  f aid,  'twas  fit, 
And  made  him  the  Sobriety  of  bis  Wit  $ 
Though  thus  he  call'd  his  Judge  into  bis  Fame, 
jtidfor  that  aid  allow' d  him  half  the  Name  $ 
'Tis  known,  that  fometimes  he  did /land  alone, 
That  both  the  Spunge  and  Pencil  were  bis  own  % 
That  bimfelf  judg'd  bimfelf,  could fingly  do  $ 
And  was  at  lajl  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  toe: 
**  Elfe  we  bad  lofi  bis  Shepherdefs,  apiece 
Even  and f moot  hy  fpunfrom  a  finer  fleece*, 
Where  foftnefs  reigns,  where Pajfions  Pajfions  greet, 
Gentle  and  high,  as  floods  of  Balfam  meet. 

Where  drefs'd  in  white  Expreffions  fit  bright  Loves, 
Drawn,  like  their  fair efi  Queen,  by  milky  Doves  $ 

*4  Elfe  <wt  bad  loft  bis  Shepherdefs.]  Mr.  Cartwigbt  was  a  very 
bright  bat  a  very  young  Man,  and  feesns  to  tafte  oar  Author*  Plays 
extremely  well,  but  to  have  known  nothing  of  their  Dates  and  Hiflory. 
He  fuppotes  the  Sbepbtrdefs  wrote  after  Beaumont]  s  Death,  fo  that  his 
Teittinony  ought  to  have  no  fort  of  Weight  in  excluding  Beaumont  from  \ 
aQ  (hare  in  the  Comppfition  of  the  Plays.  Hie  had  taken  up  the  Sup- 
fofirjon  of  Beaumont*  being  only  a  Corrector*  perhaps  merely  betade 
Jm/on  had  celebrated  his  Judgment ;  not  confidering  that  he  celebrated 
his  Fancy  too.  ■  c 


A piece ,  which  Jonfon  in  a  Rapture  bid 
Come  up  a  glorify  'd  Work ;  and  Jo  it  did. 

Elfe  had  his  Mufefet  with  bis  Friend ;  the  Stage 
Had  mifs'd  thofe  Poems,  which  yet  take  the  Age  j 
The  Jf'orld  had  loji  thofe  rich  Exemplars,  where 
Art9  Language,  Wit,  fit  ruling  in  one  Sphere  ; 
Where  tbefrejb  matters  foar  above  old  Themes, 
As  Prophets*  Raptures  do  above  our  Dreams*, 
Where  in  a  worthy  fcorn  he  dares  refufe  ^ 

Allothfr  Gods,  and  makes  the  Thing  bis  Mufe\ 
Where  he  calls  PaJJions  up,  and  lays  them  fo, 
As  Spirits,  aw9d  by  him  to  come  and  go  \ 
Where  the  free  Author  did  wbat-e\er  he  would,     ,  ^ 
And  nothing  wilPd  but  what  a  Poet  Jhould. 

No  vaft  uncivil  bulk  /wells  any  Scene, 
The  Strength's  ingenious,  and  the  Vigour  Clean  5 
None  can  prevent  the  Pancv,  and  fee  through 
At  thefirfi  Opening;  all Jtahd  wondring  bow 
The  thing  will  be,  until  it  is  $  which  thence 
Witbfrtjh  Delight  ftill  cheats,  ftill  takes  tbeSenfe ; 
The  whole  Defgn,  the  Shadows,  the  Lights  fuch, 
That  none  can  fay  be  /hews,  or  bides  too  much : 
Bufinefs  grows  up,  ripened  by  jufl  encreafe, 
And  by  asjujt  Degrees  again  doth  ceafe  5 
The  Heats  and  Minutes  of  Affairs  are  watch9 d, 
And  the  nice  Points  of  Time  are  met,  andfnatcb'd : 
Nought  later  than  it  /houJd,  nought  comes  before  $ 
Cbymijls,  and  Calculators,  do  err  more : 
Sex,  Age,  Degree,  AffeSlions,  Country,  Place, 
The  inward  Subjlance,  and  the  outward  Face, 
All  kept  precifely,  all  txailfyft ; 
What  he  would  write,  he  was,  before  he  writ. 
'Twixt  Jonfon'j  grave,  and  Shakcfpear'i  lighter  Sound, 
His  Mufefc fleet 'd,  that fometbing  ftill  was  found, 

g  3  Nor 


[26] 

Nor  tjjis%  nor  flat,  nor  both,  butfi  his  own, 
That  'twas  his  Mark,  and  be  was  by  it  known; 
Hence  did  he  take  true  Judgments*  hence  didftrike 
Jill  Palates  fome  way,  though  not  all  alike : 
The  God  of  Numbers  might  his  Numbers  crown, 
Aid,  Ufining  to  them,  wijb  they  wen  his  own. 
Thus,  welcome  forth,  what  Eafe,  or  Wine,  or  Wit 
Durjt  yet  produce  $  that  is,  iJbhat  Fletcher  writ! 

ANOTHER. 

X. 

T^Lefccher,  though  fome  call  if  thy  fault,  that  Wit 
■■■     So  overflowed  thy  Scenes,  that  e'er  'twas  ft 
To  come  upon  the  Stage,  Beaumont  was  fain 
To  bid  thee  be  more  dull  $  that's,  write  again, 
And  bate  fome  of  thy  Fir* ;  which  from  thee  came 
In  a  clear,  bright,  full,  but  too  large  a  Flame  $ 
And  after  all  (finding  thy  Genius  fuch) 
That  blunted,  and  allay' d,  'twas  yet  too  much  $ 
Added  bis  fober  Spunge;  and  did  contract 
Thy  Plenty  to  lefs  Wit,  to  maket  exaH  r 
Tet  we  through  bis  Corrections  could  fee 
Much  Treafure  in  thy  fuperfluity ; 
Winch  wasfo  fild  away,  as,  when  we  do 
Cut  Jewels,  that  that's  lofi,  is  JeweNoo  r 
Or  as  Men  ufe  to  wajh  Goldj  which  we  htmv 
By  lofing  makes  the  Stream  thence  wealthy  grow. 
They  who  do  on  thy  Works  fever ely  fit, 
And  call  thyfiore  the  Over-Births  of  Wit, 
Say  thy  Mifcarriages  were  rare,  and  when    y 
Thou  wert  fuperfluous,  that  thy  fruitful  Pen 
^ad  no  fault  but  abundance,  which  did  lay 
Out  in  one  Seem  what  might  wellfirve  a  Play ; 

And 
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And  hence  do  grant,  that,  what  they  call  Excefs, 

JVas  to  be  reckoned  as  thy  bappinefs, 

From  whom  Wit  ijfued  in  a  full  Spring -tide  ; 

Much  didinrich  the  Stage,  much  flow' d  befide.  . 

For  that  thou  couldft  thine  own  free  Fancy  bind 

Jnjirtiter  Numbers ',  and  runfo  confined 

As  to  obferve  the  Rules  of  Art \  which  fwdf* 

In  the  contrivance  of  a  true-born  Flay  ; 

Tbofe  Works  proclaim,  which  thou  did/}  write  retired 

From  Beaumont,  by  none  but  thyfelf  infpir'd. 

Where,  we  fee,  ytwas  not  Chance  that  made  them  hit, 

Nor  were  thy  Plays  the  Lotteries  of  Wit ; 

45  But,  like  to  JDurerV  Pencil,  which  firfi  knew 

The  Laws  of  Faces,  and  then  Faces  drew: 

Thou  knew  ft  the  Air,  the  Colour,  and  the  Place % 

The  Symmetry,  which  gives  a  Poem  Grace. 

Parts  are  fo  fitted  unto  Parts,  as  do 

Shew  thou  hadfi  Wit,  and  Mathematicks  too : 

Knew  ft  where  by  Line  tofpare,  where  to  difpenfe, 

And  didft  beget  juft  Comedies  from  thence : 

Things  unto  which  thou  didft  fuch  Life  bequeath, 

26  That  they,  (their  own  Black-Friers)  una  fled,  breath.  v 

Jonfon  hqtb  writ  things  lafting,  and  Divine, 

Tet  bis  Love-Scenes,  Fletcher,  compared  to  thine, 

Are  cold  andfrofty  5  and  exprefs  Love  Jo, . 

As  Heat  with  Ice,  or  warm  Fires  mix'd  with  Snow  j 

**  tih  to  DurerV  Pencil,]  Jtttrt  Durer  wzsa.  mob  excellent  Germa* 
Painter,  (born  in  147 1.)  much  admired  even  by  the  great  Raphael 
Mmfelf;  and  in  fo  high  Efteem  with  the  Emperor  MtaximiHan  the  Flrft, 
that  he  prefented  him  with  a  Coat  of  Arms  as  the  Badge  of  Nobility. 

Mr.  fhethahf. 

**  That  they,  {their  onutt  Black-Friers]  1.  e.  their  own  Theatre  2 
meaning,  that  Fletcher's  Plays  werefo  fprightly,  that,tho*  then  unaded 
(by  reafon  of  the  troublefome  times,  and  Civil  War  which  raged  agakft 
King  Charles  {tie  Firfi)  they  wanted  no  Advantage  of  a  Stage  to  feft 
the*n  off.  One  of"  the  Seven  Playhoufes,  fubfiftuig  in  out  Author's 
Time,  Was  in  Black- fryers.  Mr.  flM*#. 

'  -g  4  ***• 


Thou,  as  ifftruck  with  the  fame  generous  Darts, 
Which  burn j  and  reign,  in  noble  Lovers*  Hearts, 
Haft  cloath  d  AffeBions  infuch  native  tires, 
And* Jo  defcrib'a  them  in  their  own  true  Fires ; 
Such  moving  Sighs,  fuch  undijfembled  Tears, 
Such  Charms  of  Language,  fuch  Hopes  mix* d  with 

Tears-, 
Such  Grants  after  Denials,  fuch  Purfuits 
After  Defpair,  jufh  amorous  Recruits, 
That  fome,  who  fate  Spectators,  have  confeft 
Themfehes  transformed  to  what  they  f aw  expre/t: 
And  felt  fuch  Jhafts  ft eal  through  their  captiv'd  Senfe, 
As  made  them  rife  Parts,  and  go  Lovers  thence. 
Nor  was  thy^^iwb^mmfm9Jof  Groves, 
Or  thefoft  Strains  of  Shepherds  and  their  Loves ; 
When  thou  wouldft  Comick  be,  eachfmiling  Birth, 
In  that  kind,  came  into  the  World  all  Mirth, 
AU  Point,  all  Edge,  all  Sharpnefs ;  we  did  ft 
Sometimes  five  ABs  out  in  pure  fprightfulWit ; 
Which  flow' *d  infuch  true  Salt,  that  we  did  doubt 
In  which  Scene  we  laugh9 d  moft  two  Shillings  out. 
%1  Shakcfpear  to  thee  was  dull,  whofe  beft  J  eft  lies 
Tth9  Ladies  queftions,  and  the  Fools  Replies ; 

Old 

*7  Shakefpear  to  thecwas  Jul/,]  This  falfe  Cenfare  arofe  from  tlie 
ufoal  fault  of  Panagerifts,  of  depreciating  others  to  extol  their  Favourite. 
Had  he  only  faid,  as  in  the  former  Copy,  that  Fletcher  was  in  a  due 
Medium  between  Jen/or?*  Corrednefs  and  Shakefiears  Fancy*  he  had 
done  Fletcher  z&  well  as  himfelf  more  real  Honour.  But  it  muft  beobferv'd, 
that  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  were  fo  much  the  general  Tafte  of  the  Age, 
both  in  Charles  the  Firft  and  Second's  Reign,  that  Mr.  Cartwight  only 
follows  the  common  Judgment.  The  Reafon  feenw  to  be  this,'  yon/on 
forviv'dboth  Sha&ejfaear  and  our  Authors  many  Years,  and  as  he  warmly 
oppoi'd  the  ftrange  Irregularities  of  the  Englijb  Theatre,  at  the  head  of 
which  Irregularities  was  fc  great  a  Genius  as  Shake/pear,  he  form'd  a 
ftrong  Party  againft  him.  But  Nature  frequently  fpoke  in  Shakeflear  fo 
directly  to  the  Heart,  and  his  Excellences  as  well  as  Faults  were  fo 
glaring,  that  the  Prejudices  againft  the  latter  could  not  wholly  blind  Men 

to 
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OUfaJhiorid  Wit,  which  walk' d from  Town  to  Town 

**  In  trunk-bofe,  which  our  Fathers  calfd  the  Clown ; 

Wbofe  Wit  our  nice  times  would  Obfcenenefs  call, 

Ana  which  made  Bono  dry  pafsfor  Comical. 

Nature  was  all  bis  Art  $  thy  Vein  was  free 

As  his,  but  without  bis  Scurrility ; 

From  whom  Mirth  came  unforcd,  no  J  eft perplexed, 

But  without  labour  clean,  cbaft,  and  unvex'd. 

Thou  wert  not  like  fome,  our  fmall  Poets,  who 

Could  not  be  Poets,  were  not  we  Poets  too ; 

Wbofe  Wit  is  pi  If  ring,  and  wbofe  Vein  and  Wealth 

In  Poetry  lyes  fneerly  in  their  ft ealtb  ; 

Nor  didft  thou  feel  their  Drought,  their  Pangs,  their 

Qyalms, 
Tbeir  Rack  in  Writing,  who  do  write  for  Alms  5 
Wbofe  wretched  Genius,  and  dependent  Fires, 
But  to  their  BenefaEiori  Dole  afpirts. 
Nor  hadft  thou  the  fly  Trick,  thyfelf  topraife 
Under  thy  Friends'  Names;  or,  to  pur  chafe  Bays, 
Didft  write  ft  ale  Commendations  to  thy  Book, 
Which  we  for  Beaumont'j  or  Ben  Jonfon'j  took  : 

to  the  former.  As  our  Authors  refembled  him  in  theft  Excellences 
more  than  Jon/on^  and  yet  often  follow'd  Jonjom's  Corre&nefi  and 
Manner,  the  Parti&ns  both  of  Stake/pear  and  J  on  fan  were  willing  to 
compromife  k,  and  allow  them  the  firft  Honours,  as  partaking  of  both 
*  their  Excellences.  After  the  Reftoration,  frtnch  Rules  of  the  Drama 
were  introduced,  and  our  Authors  being  nearer  them  than  Sbakefoar, 
they  dill  held  their  Superiority. 

x%  Jn  turndUofe^  This  is  Nonfenfe;  and  a  Corruption  either  by 
the  Tranfcriberv  or  at  Prefs.  We  muft  read,  Trunk  bo/i;  i.e.  a  kind 
eflarge  Slops,  or  Trowzers,  worn  by  the  Clowns.  So  in  the  25th 
Copy  of  Verfes ; 

■      ■       »You  Two  thought  ft 

To  wtarjuft  Roht,  and  Uawo  off  Trunk-hofe  Wit. 

Mr.flntaU. 

1Ul 
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That  Debt  thou  left* ft  to  us,  which  none  but  be 
Can  truly  pay,  Fletcher,^  who  writes  like  thee. 

-**  William  Cartwright. 


*m 


To  the  Manes  of  the  celebrated  Poets  and  Fellow- 
writers,  Franc  i  s  Be  aumont  and  John 
Fletcher,  upon  the  Printing  of  their  Ex- 
cellent Dramatick  Poems. 

XL  • 

DIfdain  nbt\  gentle  Shades,  the  lowly  Praife 
Which  here  1  tender  your  immortal  Bays  : 
Call  it  not  Folly,  but  my  Zeal,  that  I 
Strive  to  Eternize  Tou,  that  cannot  dye. 
And  though  no  language  rightly  can  commend 
What  you  have  writ,  fave  what  your  fehes  have 

pentCd$ 
Yet  let  me  wonder  at  tbofe  curious  Strains 
(The  rich  Conceptions  of  your  Twin-like  Brains) 
Which  drew  the  Gods  attention;  who  admir'd 
To  fee  our  Englifti  Stage  by  you  infpir'd: 
Whofe  chiming  Mufes  never  fait  a  to  Jing 
jA  Soul-afe&ing  Mufick  -,  ravi/hing  # 

*•  William  Cartwrighi."]  Mr.  Cartwright  was  efteem'd  one  of  the 
beft  Poets,  Orators,  and  PhUofophers  of  his  Age ;  he  was  £rft  a  King's 
Scholar  at  Wejlminftery  then  Student  of  Chrifi-Church,  Oxen.  WoU 
calls  him  the  mod  Seraphical  Preacher  of  his  Age,  another  Tally  *xA 
another  Virgil:  He  died  about  the  Age  of  Thirty  in  1643,  in  the  Year 
of  his  Pro&orfhip,  when  King  Charles  the  Firft  was  at  Oxford,  by 
whom  his  Death  was  moft  affe&ionately  mourned.  He  wrote  the 
Lady  Errant,  ^he  Royal  Slaw,  and  Love's  Convert*  Tragi- Comedies. 

And  a  Volume  of  his  Poems  were  printed  after  his  Death,    Sec  Woof* 

Athene* 

Both 
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Both  Ear  and  Intellect ;  while  you  do  Each 
Contend  with  Other  wbtjbafl  bigheft  reach 
In  r*re  Invention ;  Conflicts,  that  beget 
tJiwfirange  Delight,  to  fee  two  Fancies  met, 
That  could  receive  no  foil:  two  Wits  in  growth 
Sojujl,  as  bad  one  Soul  informed  Both. 
Thence  (Learned  Fletcher)  Jung  tbeMufe  alone, 
As  both  had  done  before,  thy  Beaumont  gone.         ^ 
In  whom,  as  thou,  had  he  wt-liv'd,  Jo  be 
(Snatch  dfr/l  away)  furvhed  ft  ill  in  thee. 

What  though  Diftempers  tftbepreftnt  Age 
Have  banifb'd your  fmooth  Numbers  from  the  Stage  ? 
Tou  fhall  be  gainers  bft;  it  jhall  confer 
To  tb'  making  the  vajl  World  your  Theater  $ 
The  Prefs  Jhall  give  to  every  Man  bis  part, 
And  we  will  all  be  AMors  *,  learn  by  heart 
Tbofe  Tragic  Scenes  and  Comic  Strains  you  writ, 
Unimitabk  both  for  Art  and  Wit ; 
And,  at  each  Exk,  as  pur  Fancies  rife, 
Our  Hands  Jhall  flap  deferred  Plaudit  its. 

*°  John  Webb. 

3«  John  Webb.]  I  find  no  other  Traces  of  a  John  Webb  who  wit 
likely  to  be  Author  of  this  ingenious  Copy  of  Verfes ;  but  that  in  1 629, 
four  Years  after  Fletcher's  Death,  one  J  dm  Webb,  M.  A.  and  Fellow  of 
Magdalene  Oollege  in  Oxford,  was  made  Mailer  of  Croydon  Schoo^.  He 
was  probably  oar  Mr.  Webb,  and  much  nearer  the  Times  of  oar  Authors 
than  Mr.  Carfiwrjgit,  and  had  I  difcovered  this  foon  enough,  he  fhoukl 
have  took  place  of  him ;  but  his  Teftimony  of  Beaummt\  Abilities,  as 
a  Writer,  is  a  proper  Antidote  againft  Mr.  Cartwrigbfi  traditional 
Opinion* 


On 
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On  the  Wo  r  k  s  of  the  moft  excellent  Dramatic  Poet, 
Mr.  J o h  tf  Fle tchir,  never  before  printed. 

XII. 

HAIL,  Fletcher!  welcome  to  the  World's  great 
Stage; 
For  our  two  Hours,  we  have  thee  here  an  Age 
In  thy  whole  Works,  arid  may  tb*  Impreffion  call 
Vbe  Pretor  that  prefents  thy  Plays  to  all: 
Both  to  the  People,  and  the  Lords  that/way 
That  Herd,  and  Ladies  whom  thofe  Lords  obey. 
And  what's  the  Load/lone  can  Jucb  Guejls  invite 
But  moves  on  two  Poles,  Profit  and  Delight  ? 
Which  will  befoon,  as  on  the  Rack,  conjejl^ 
When  every  one  is  tickled  with  a  Jeft  ; 
sj  And  that  pure  Fletcher**  able  tofubdue    K 
A  Melancholy  more  than  Burton  knew. 
And  though  upon  the  by,  to  his  Defigns 
The  Native  may  learn  Englijhfrom  bis  Lanes, 
And  tb'  Alien,  if  be  can  but  conjlrue  it, 
May  here  be  made  free  Denifon  of  Wit. 
But  bis  main  End  does  drooping  Virtue  raife% 
And  crowns  her  Beauty  with  eternal  Bays  ; 
In  Scenes  where  /he  inflames  the  frozen  Soul,  /> 

While  Vice  (her  Paint  waflfd  off)  appears  fof out y 
K  She  mujl  this  blefled  Ifle  and  Europe  leave, 
*  And  fome  new  Quadrant  of  the  Globe  deceive: 
Or  hide  her  Blujhes  on  the  Afric  Shore, 
Like  Marius,  but  ne'er  rife  to  triumph  more ; 

)'  And  thai  pur*  flctcher,  alh  to  fubdut 

A  Melancholy  more  than  Burton  knew.']  Mr.  Sympfon  obfervM 
that  the  Comma  flood  in  the  place  of '/,  Fletcher  is  able.  Burton  was 
Author  of  TbtAnutomy  of  Melancholy,  a  Folit. 

That 
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That  Honour  is  refigridto  Fletcher**  Fame; 
Add  to  his  Trophies,  that  a  Poet'*  Name 
(Late  grown  as  odious  to  our  Modern  States, 
As  that  of  King  to  Rome)  he  vindicates 
From  black  Afperfans,  caji  uporit  by  tbofe 
Which  only  are  injpir'd  to  Ke  in  Profe. 

And,  By  the  Court  of  Mufes  bc't  Decreed, 
What  Graces  Jpring  from  Poejy's  richer  Seed, 
When  we  name  Fletcher,  JhaU befo proclaim id, 
As  all,  that's  Royal,  is  when  Caefar'j  nanid. 

*2  Robert  Stapylton,  Kt. 


To  the  Memory  of  my  moft  honoured  Kiniman, 
Mr.  Francis  Beaumont. 

XIII. 

I'L  L  not  pronounce  howfirong  and  clean  thou  wriffi^ 
Nor  by  what  new  bard  Rules  thou  took'Jl  thy  Flights, 
Nor  bow  much  Greek  and  Latin  fome  refine, 
Before  they  can  make  up  fix  Words  of  thine ; 
But  this  Til  fay,  thou  ftrikfi  our  Senfefo  deep, 
At  once  thou  maifi  us  blufh,  rejoice,  and  weep. 
Great  Father  Jonlbn  bow9d  himfelf,  when  be 
(Thou  writ'Jlfo  nobly)  vow'd,  he  envy'd  thee. 
Were  thy  Mardonius  arm'd*,  there  would  be  pore 
Strife  for  bis  Sword  than  all.  Achilles  were ; 

s  *  Sir  Robert  Stafylton  of  Care/ton  in  York/bin,  a  Poet  of  much 
Fame,  was  at  the  Battle  of  Edgebill  with  King  Char  Us  the  ill.  and  had 
an  honorary  Degree  giv*h  him  at  Oxford  for  his.  Behaviour  on  that 
^Occafion.  He  wrote  The  Slighted  Maid,  a  Comedy;  The  Step- Mother* 
a  Tragi-Comedy ;  and  Hero  end  Ltomder,  a  -Tragedy ;  befides  feveral 
Poems  and  Tranflations. 

Such 
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Such  wifejuft  Rage,  bad  be  been  lately  trfd> 
My  Life  on't,  he  had  been  o'tlf  better  fide  $ 
Andy  where  he  found falfe  odds,  (through  Gold  or  Bhih) 
There  brave  Mardonius  would  have  beat  them  both. 

Behold,  here's  Fletcher  tool  the  World  be*  er  knew 
tfwo  Potent  Wits  co-operate,  till  you  > 
For  fill  your  Fancies  arefo  wwrn  and  kmt% 
'Twas  Francis  Fletcher*  or  John  Beaumont  *w/. 
Tet  neither  borrow? d>  nor  Were  Jo  put  to*  t 
To  call  poor  Gods  and  Goddejfes  to  doyt<$ 
Nor  made  nine  Girls  your  Mufes  (youjuppoje, 
Women  ne'er  write,  fave  Lovc-Letters  in  Profe) 
But  are  your  own  Injpirers,  and  have  made 
Such  powerful  Scenes,  as,  when  they  pleafe,  invades 
Tour  Ploty  Senfe,  Language,  edTsfi  pur*  and  ft, 
He's  Bold j  not  Valiant \  dare  difpute  your  Wit. 

«  George  Lifle,  Kt. 

§  3  George  UJle%  Knight]  This  I  take  to  be  the  fame  with  Sir  Job* 
1AJU  one  of  King  Charles's  Judges;  for  Wood,  in  his  Index  to  \n%Jfben49 
tails  Sir  John  by  the  Name  of  George:  He  might  perhaps  have  had 
two  Chriftian  Names.  If  this  was  he,  he  was  admitted  at  Oxford  in  the 
Year  1622,  feven  Years  after  Beaumont*  Death,  and  as  he  wo*  a 
Kinfman  might  be  fuppofed  to  know  more  of  his  CompofiUon^  (had  a 
Stranger.  Hfs  Teftiraony  therefore  adds  Strength  to  what  has  been 
before  advane'd  concerning  Beaumont ,  nay  it  does1  fo  whether  Sir  George 
Lip  be  the  Regicide  or  not.  If  he  wis*  he  was  an  eminent  Lawyer 
and  Speaker  in  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  and  made  Lord  Coftimiffioner 
of  the  Privy-Seal  by  the  Parliament.  After  the  Reiteration  he  fled  to 
Lofanttaht  Switzerland,  where  he  Was  treated  as  Lord  Chancellor  of 
Englmd,  which  fe  irritated  fome  furious  Irt/b  LoyaUftt  that  they  (hot 
him  dead  as  he  was  going  to  Church. 


On 


s 
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J 

On  Mr.  John  Fle tc he rV  Works. 

XIV. 

O  JhaUwejoy,  when  all  whom  Beajls  and  Worms 
Had  turrid  to  their  own  Sub/lances  and  Forms, 
Whom  Earth  to  Earthy  or  Fire  hath  changed  to  Fire+ 
We/hall  behold^  more  than  atfirfi  intire, 
As  now  we.  do,  to  fee  all  thine \  thine  own 
IntbisthyMufe'sRefurreftion: 
Wbofefcatter'd  Parts,  from  thy  own  Race,  more  Wounds 
Hdthjufier'd,  than  A&eonfrom  his  Hounds; 
Whicbfirft  their  Brains,  and  then  their  Bellies,  fed, 
And  from  their  Excrements  new  Poets  bred. 
But  now  thy  Mufe  enraged  from  her  tlrn, 
Like  Ghqfts  of  murder  d  Bodies,  doth  return 
T  accufe  the  Murderers,  to  right  the  Stage, 
And  undeceive  the  long-abufed  Age  5 
Which  cafis  thy  Praife  on  them,  to  whom  thy  Wit 
Gives  not  tpore  Gold  than  they  give  Drofs  to  it : 
Who,  not  content  like  Felons  to  purloin, 
Add  Treafon  to  it,  and  debafe  thy  Coin. 

But  whither  am  Ijlray'd?  J  need  not  raifi 
Trophies  to  thee  from  other  Mens  Dijpraife  j 
Nor  is  thy  Fame  on  k/fer  Ruins  built, 
Nor  needs  thy jufter Title  the  foul  Guilt 
Of  Eafiern  Kings,  who,  tofecure  their  Reign, 
Muft'have  their  Brothers,  Sons,  and  Kindred  Jlainl 
Then  was  **  Wifs  Empire  at  the  fatal  height, 
When,  laboring  and  finking  with  its  weight, 

14  —  Wit's  Empire  at  tie  fatal  Height,']  i.  e.  The  higheft  Pitch 
which  Fate  allows  it  to  rife  to.  The  following  Account  of  $bakefrear% 
J  on/on y  and  Fletcher,  tho'  rather  too  favourable  ta  the  laft,  is  as  much 
preferable  to  all  the  former  Poet!  Encomiums  as  Sir  John  was  preferable 
to  them  in  Abilities  as  a  Ppet. 

From 


[  3$  ] 

v    From  thence  a  thoufand  leffer  Poets  fprung, 
Uki  petty  Princes  from  the  fall  of  Rome. 
When  Jonfon,  Shakefpear,  and  tbyfelfdidfit, 
Andfwafd  in  the  Triumvirate  of  Wit. 
Tet  what  from  Jonfon?j  Oil  and  Sweat  did  flow, 
Or  what  more  eafy  Nature  did  beftow 
\  On  Shakefpear'  s  gentler  Mufe,  in  thee  full  grown 
Their  Graces  both  appear $  yetfoy  that  none 
Can  fay,  here  Nature  ends,  ana  Art  begins ; 
But  mixt,  like  tbf  Elements,  and  born  like  Twins  i 
So  interweav'd,fo  like,  fo  much  the  fame, 
None  this  mere  Nature,  that  mere  Art  can  name : 
\        « 'Twas  this  the  Ancients  meant;  Nature  and  Skill 
Are  the  two  Tops  of  their  Parnaflus  Hill. 

T.  Denham, 


Upon  Mr,  JohnFletcher's  Plays, 

XV. 

F Letcher,  to  thee,  we  do  not  only  owe 
All  tbefe  good  Plays,  but  tbofe  of  others  too  : 
Thy  Wit,  repeated,  does  fupport  the  Stage; 
Credits  the  lajl,  and  entertains  this  Age  : 
No  Worthies  form1 d  by  any  Mufe,  but  thine, 
Could  pur  chafe  Robes  to  make  themf elves  fo  fine  : 
What  brave  Commander  is  not  proud  to  fee 
Thy  brave  Melantius  in  his  Gallantry  ? 
Our  greatefl  Ladies  love  to  fee  their  Scorn 
Out-done  by  thine,  in  what  themf  elves  have  worn: 
Thy  impatient  Widow,  e'er  the  Tear  be  done > 
Sees  thy  Afpafia  weeping  in  her  Gownr 
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/  never  yet  the  Tragic  Strain  affafd, 
Deferred  by  that  inimitable  Maid  : 
And  when  I  venture  at  the  Comic  Stile \  / 

35  Thy  Scornful  Lady  feems  to  mock  my  toil: 
Thus  ha{  thy  Mufe,  at  oncf,  improv'dand  marr'd 
Our  Sport  in  Plays,  by  rend?  ring  it  too  bard* 
So  when  a  fort  of  lujly  Shepherds  throw 
The  Bar  by  turns,  and  none  the  reft  outgo 
So  far,  but  that  the  beji  are  meafuring  Cafts> 
Their  Emulation  and  their  Paftime  lafts  $ 
But  iffome  Brawny  Yeoman  of  the  Guard. 
Step  in,  and  tofs  the  Axle-tree  a  Yard, 
Or  more ,  beyond  the  far  theft  Mark,  the  reft 
Def pairing  ft  and,  their  Sport  is  at  the  beji. 

Edw.  Waller. 


M 


To    FLETCHER  Rcviv'd. 

XVI. 
O  W  have  I  been  Religious  ?  whatftrange  Oood 


XX 


Has  fcap'd  fne,  that  I  never  understood  ? 
Have  I  Hell-guarded  Herefy  overthrown  ? 
Jleafd  wounded  States  t  made  Kings  and  Kingdoms 

one? 
That  Fate  Jhould  be  ft  merciful  to  me. 
To  let  me  live  t* have  f aid,  I  have  read  thee. 

9 

*s  ffy  Scornful  Lady — ]  Many  great  Men,  as  well  as  Mr.  Watttr% 
have  celebrated  this  Play.  Beakmonf*  Hand  is  vifible  in  Come  high 
Caracatures,  but  I  muft  own  my  Diflent  to  its  being  call'd  a  Firft-rate 
Comedy ;  I  proposed  to  have  put  it  in  the  fecond  Oafs  in  the  Preface, 
where  I  have  divided  oar  Authors  Plays  into  three  ClaUcs,  but  by  an 
unfortunate  Oversight  this  Play  was  omitted. 

Vox.  I.  h  Fair 


i 


._A 


► 


Fair  Stary  afaend!  the  Joy  J  the  Life  f  the  Ligbt 
Of  this  tempeftuous  Age^  ibis  dark  World9*  Sigfit  / 
Ob,  from  thy  Cro^n.  of  Glory  dart  one  Flam* 
Mayjirike  afdcred  Reverence^  whilft^  thy  1$4m& 
[Likp  holy  Flattens  to  their  Godofjpty) 
We,  bowngyjing  y  and  whilft  vye  f>raiff^  w(  fynqf*, 

Bright  Spirit  I  whofi  Eternqt motion. 
Of  Wit,  like  Time,  ftitt  in  itfelf  M  run,  3 
Binding  all  others  in  it x  and  did rgfy{ 
Commijkn,  how  far  this*  or  that^Jhall '  Uvt  * 
36  Like  Deftiny,,  thy  Poems  -x  nphoh  4s  Jhe 
Signs  Death  to  all,  herfelf  can  Tfgver  dy(4. 


Where  brave  Aetius  we  fee  betray' dl  Vaiemfok* 

5T1  o&eybis*  Heath,  whom  thoufand  Lives  obefd ; 
Whilfi  that  the  Mighty  Fool  bis  Scepter  breaks^ 
And  through  bis  Gfen'ral'i  Wounds  his  own  Doom 

\Jfceaks>x 
Weaving  thus  richly  Valentinian, 
The  c  oft  Heft  Monarch  with  the  cheap  eft  Man. 

Sings.Q&itkta,  qf&  berftpcan  mtutr  dfcJ).  This  is  eosfeemery  o&- 
fcurc :  He  fays  firft,  that  "Ekttbet  ii  the  Spirit  of  Poetry,  that  h^i^Uif 
God  of  it,  and  has  decreed,  the  Fate  of  all,  other  Poems,  whether  tisgf 
are  to  live  or  dye;  after  this  he  is  like  theDeftiny  of  Poems*  and  living 
only  himfelf  figns  Death  to  all  others.  This  is  very  high*fkaia\l  indeed, 
and  rather  felf-contradi&ory,;  for  FI*td&?s  Spirit  g^vas,QoiEiniflj|o^,  ho^ 
far  fame  fhall  live  and  yet  figns.  Death  to  all.  A  flight  Change  \yill 
make  fomewhak  eafier  and  clearer  Senfe.  Ionderftand  the  four  firft 
Lines  thus ;  Fletcher's  Poetry  is  the  ftandard  of  Excellence ;  whatever 
h  not  fprxa'd  by  that  Model  n^ft  dye,  therefore:  i  ready 

LifoDefthy,  ttyBomsi.  i.  e>  Thji  Poems  being  the  fbadard  of 
Excellence,  are  lifce.  Deftinjs  wiiich  determiner  tha  late,  o£:  others 
6ut  herfelf  remains  Ail)  it&fagp&  I  cepubliih  this  Poem  as; there  are 
ftrong  Marks!  of  Genius  i&  it*  partieulady  ia  fame,  o£  tha  following 
faragraphs* 

Srfdftrs 


$ch£e*$  ntty  Befrfy  tfaitote  Qbrm  add, 
The  Lover  Ibm?  aMdbewkkreafmMsA :    ibrMi. 
iVetf  as  of  (M  ilkidbs furious^ 
Who,  wilder  than bit &*&>  dsdteat  theHoufe^ 
(  Hurling  bis  Language  with  the  Canvas  Stone)- 
9Twas  thought,  the  MoAjkr  roar'd  thtfbtfrtr'&m. 

But%  ahP  wbert  thou  tByjbrrotw  did/?  infpire 
With  Pajpons  Mask  as>  h  her  dark  AttireT 
Virgins y  ai  Serffewrs,  have  wept  to  fee  amvi 

So  white  a  S&uty  ft  red  a>  Cruelty ;.  mm* 

That  tbm  baftgriev'd,  and it  with  unthought  Rcdtrrfi, 
Dry'd  their  wit  Eyes  who  now  thy  Mercy  £/*$  ; 
Tety  loth  to  hfe  thy  wastry  Jewely  tuberr 
Joy  wifd  it  offy  L^lkerjh-akjfairtgt  agtou 

Nawruddy+cbeekedW^  ^Hs^Sk 

Fansev'ry  Brimwitb  gJadnefirw^  c«r*e. 

Delight  to  ail;  and  the  whole  Theatre  jtmLeJ^u 

A  Fefiival  in  Heaven  doth  appear >_ 
Nothing  but  Pleafuri,  Love ,  and  (like  the  The  Timet 

Eack  Foe*  aigen&al  foiling  dttbadoPn*   ft**!**?** 
Hear,  ye  foul  Speakers,  that  prwounce  the  Air    ^ 
Of  Stews  and  Sewers,  I  will  infotm  you  where ± 
And  how,,  to  cloath  aright  your  wanton  Wit  y 
Without  ber  nafty  Bawd y  attending  it:  T^-aWto* 

Vie&ber e a loojl 'Thought faidwifBfuc&a  ***** 

Grate, 
ftBhem;  mi0t  fiave/pofe  in  Venus?  Fate  j, 
&  well  difgm'dy.  that'  'twas,  conceived  by*  nomp 
Bufi  Cup«i>  hadt  Dimtfs  Linm*rm% 
Ahdall bis naked Farts f/ivaiVd,  fexprefe 
£be  Sirape>  with  clouding  tb*  UncomeUnef?} 
Shot  if  tMs Refbtnmtieny  wbiebwe 
l&cehfd*  bad  not  been  burnd1  witb  tbety 

ha  f$t 


[  4°  ] 

The  Stage,  as  this  Work,  might  have  Hv'dand  lw?d\ 
Her  Lines  the  aufiere  Scarlet  had  approved ; 
And  th9  A&ors  wifely  been  from  that  Offence 
As  clear,  as  they  are  now  from  Audience. 

Thus  with  thy  Genius  did  the  Scene  expire, 
Wanting  thy  aBive  and  enlivening  Fire, 
That  now  (tofpread  a  Darknefs  over  all,) 
Nothing  remains  but  Poefy  to  fall. 
And  though  froth  thefe  thy  Embers  we  receive 
Some  Warmth,  fo  much  as  may  be  f aid,  we  live; 
That  we  dare  praife  thee,  blufhlefs,  in  the  Head 
Of  the  bejl  piece  Hermes  to  Love  e'er  read  \ 
That  we  rejoice  and  glory  in  thy  Wit, 
Andfeaji  each  other  with  remembring  it ; 
That  we  darejpeak  thy  Thought,  thy  A£ts  recite  : 
Tet  all  Men  henceforth  be  afraid  to  write. 

37  Rich.  Lovelace* 


Upon  the  unparallel'd  Plays  written  by  thofc 
.   renowned  Twins  of  Poetry,  Beaumont 

and  Fletcher. 

XVII. 

WHAT'S  here  ?  s«  another  Library  of  Pratfe, 
Met  in  a  Troop  t*  advance  contemned  Plays, 

And 

37  Rich.  Lovekct.']  This  Gentleman  was  cldeft  Son  of  a  good  Fa- 
mily, extremely  accomplifh'd,  being  yery  eminent  for  Wit,  Poetry,  and 
Mufic,  but  ftill  more  fo  for  Politenefc  of  Manners  and  Beauty  of  Perfon.  - 
He  had  an  ample  Fortune  and  every  Advantage  that  feera'd  to  pro* 
Biife  Happinefs  in  Life;  bat  his  fteady  Attachment  to  the  Royal  Caufc, 
and  a  Liberality  that  perhaps  appipachM  too  near  Profufenefs,  reduced 
him  to  extreme  Poverty.  Something  of  the  Gaiety  of  the  Soldier  ap- 
pears in  the  beginning  ofthis  Poem.  His  Poems  were  publifhed  in  1 749. 

J 8  — —  OMothir  Library  of  Praifi,]  This  alludes  to  the  numerous 
commendatory  Copies  of  Verfes  on  Tom.  Coryatth  Crudities,  which  fwelTd 

into 


I  4i  ] 

And  bring  exploded  Wit  again  in  Fajhion  ? 

/  can't  but  wonder  at  this  Reformation. 

My  skipping  Soul  forfeits  witbfo  much  good, 

Tojee  my  Hopes  into  Fruition  bud. 

A  happy  Chymiftry  /  blejt  Viper,  Joy ! 

That  through  thy  Mother's  Bowels  gnaw'Jt  thy  way  t 

Wits  flock  in  Shoals,  ^  and  club  to  re-ere& 
Infpite  of  Ignorance  the  Architeft 
Of  Occidental  Pocfy ;  and  turn 
Gods,  to  recal  Wits  AJhesfrom  their  Urn. 
Like  huge  Colofles,  *°  they've  together  knit 
Their  Shoulders  tofupport  a  World  of  Wit. 

The  Tale  of  Atlas  (though  of  Truth  it  mifs) 
We  plainly  read  Mythologiz'd  in  this; 

into  an  entire  Volume.    This  is  touch'd  at  in  the  23d  Copy  of  Verfe* 
by  Richard  Brome. 

9  For  the  witty  Copies  took, 

Of  bis  Encomiums  made  themfehves  a  Book       Mr.  Theobald. 

39  -  and  club  to  re-elect 

Injpite  of  Ignorance  tbe  Arcbited 

Of  Occidental  Poefy\ — ]  I  am  now  correcting  the  foul  meet  from 
the  Prefs,  at  thirty  Miles  diftance  from  my  old  Editions,  fo  know  not 
whether  n-eleSl  be  the  Error  of  former  Preiles  or  only  of  the  prefent.  I 
read  re~ere&9  which  better  correfponds  with  the  Metaphors  both  in  this 
and  the  following  Sentence.  As  an  Architect  his  Poems  are  re-built  5 
as  he  was  dead  he  was  railed  to  life. 

4  ©  ■  the/ve  together  met 

Their  Shoulders  tofupport  a  World  of  Wit.']  I  fhould  not  find  fault 
vjitYiMet  and  Wit  being  made  Rhimes  here,  (the  Poets  of  thofe  Times 
giving  themfelves  fuch  a  Licence)  but  that  two  Perfons  meeting  their 
Shoulders  is  neither  Senfe  nor  Englijh!  I  am  therefore  perfuaded  the  Au* 
thor  wrote  knit.    So  twice  in  the  VHIth  Copy  by  Jo/per  Maine, 

In  Fame 9  as  well  as  Writings  ,  both  fo  knit9 
That  no  Man  knows  where  to  divide  your  Wit. 
And  again, 

Nor  were  you  thus  in  Works  and  Poems  knit,  &c.' 

Mr.  Theobald. 

h  3  Orpheus 
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Orpheus  mod  An^hioa,  wbqfe  undying  Storks 
-  Made  Athens  famous^  are  but  Allegories. 
'Tis  Poetry  has  Power  to  civilize 
Men,  worfe  than  Stones,  more  hlockijfh  than  the  Trees. 
J  cannot  cboofebut  think  (now  things  Jo  fall) 
That  Wit  it  pafi  its  Clin»&erkal  $ 
And  thovgb  the  Muffe  have  been  dtadxmi  gone* 
J  know,  they'll  find  <a  B«efarre<3ion. 

9Tis  vain  to  praife$  they're  to  iheptfehesa  Ghry^ 
And  Silence  is  our  fweeteft  Oiatory,- 
For  be,  that  names  hut  Fktcber,  tnufi  needs  be 
Found  guiity  of  a  hud  Hy perholc; 
His  Fancy  Jo  tranfeendently  a/piret, 
Hejhows  himfelf  a  Wit,  who  hut  admires. 

Here  are  no  Volumes  Jiuft  with  cbeverel  Senfe^ 
The  very  Anagrams  of  Eloquence  $ 
JNqr  long-long-winded  Sentences  that  be, 
Bemg  rightly jpeil 9d3  hut  Wifj  Stenography* 
Nor  Words,  as  void  of  J&afm,  as  ofRhitne^ 
Only  cafura'd  to  Jpin  out  the  time. 
But  her/.s  a  Magazine  of '  purejt  Sepjfc 
Cloth' d  in  the  newefi  Garb  of  Eloquence  : 
Scenes  that  are  yui$k  and  jprightfy,  in  wbofe  Vein^ 
Bubbles  the  ^uinteffence  of  Jweet-high  Strains. 
Lines,  like  their  Authors,  and  each  Word  of  it 
Does  fay,  'twas  writ  b'  a  Geraiai  of  Wit. 

How  happy  is  our  Age  i  how  blejt  our  Men  t 
JfFhenfucb  rare  Souls  live  themfehes  o'er  again. 
We  err,  that  think  a  Poet  die&$  for  this 
Shews*  that  'tis  but  -a  Metempfychofis. 
JJeaumont  and  Fletcher  here,  at  laft>  we  fee 

Above  the  r<ath  %f  dull Mortality  * 

Or 


t  4-3  ) 

Qr  Pow*r  of  &tf?.-  and*b1ts  ibe  Pmerb  Mh% 
(That's  foim&wfs'd)  tliefe  Men  fcve  by  their 
Wits.  JKr*.  Brtitoe. 


i  i « >    <  mi  in   ii ,  j  'n  ' 


;  f 


On  the  D  M  Jt  T  H  and  WORKS  of 
Mt.  J  onn   Fist  cvs  *, 

XVIH. 

Mr  Name,  ,fi  for  from  great,  fhat  'tis  not  *tmttt 
Can  lend  no  Prrfefott-vobattbou'djl  biufh  to'tm-% 
And  no  rude  Hand,  or  feeble  Wft^Jhould  dare 
To  ve*  thy  Sbrbte  with  an  unlearned  Tear. 

Id  k#oe  v  -Stale  if  Wit  convok'd,  tvhich  hath  ^ 
A  fctfoVr  *»  take  top  on  the  cmrrmoh  Faith  -, 
That,  when  the  Stock  of  the  whole  Kingdom's  jpen* 
In  dmt  Preparative  to  thy  Mcfovment, 
The  prudent  'Ckfuncii  my  invent  frefh  Ways 
To  get  neto  ibnifibution  to  thy  Fraife ; 
And  rear  #  bftb,  and  equal  to  thy  Wit  •         ' 
Which  muft  give  Life  and  Monument  to  it. 

+1  So  when,  hie,  Effcx  dfd,  tbepuhlkk  Fact 
Wore  Sorrow  in'*-,  Md  to  add mournfui Graft 
To  the /ad  Pomp  of  his  lamented  Fall,  \ 

The  Cmmonweniih  ferv*d  at  his  Funeral^ 
And  by  afolemn  Order  built  his  Bearfe  j 
~-But  not  like  thine,  built  by  tbyfelf  in  Verjb, 
Where  thy  advanced  Image  fafety  jtands 
Above  the  reach  <o)  facrtlegious  Hands. 

41  Se  when,  latt,  E&x^rV,]  The  Earl  of  Effex,  who  had  been 
General  for  the  Parliament  in  the  Civil  War  againft  King  Cbarlts  the 
Firft,  dyedBn  the  1 4th  of  September,  1646,  and  the  firft  Folio  of  Seau- 
pwit  and  Ftttibef'i  Werfe*  m»  pabKftM  it  1*47,         W>  ^hetMd. 

h  4  Bafe 


X 


[  44  ] 

Bafe  Hands,  bow  impotent xly  you,  difcbfe 

Tour  Rage  'gainft  Camden'*  teamed  A(kes%  wbqfh 

Defaced  Statua  and  martyred  Book, 

Like  an  Antiquity  and  Fragment  look. 

Nonnulla  defunrt  legibly  appear, 

So  truly  now  Camden' j  Remains  lye  tbere. 

Vain  Malice !  how  be  mocks  thy  Rage,  while  Breath 

Of  Fame  Jhallfpeak  bis  great  Elizabeth  I 

'Gainft  Time  and  thee  be  well  provided  bath  $ 

Britannia  is  the  Tomb  and  Epitaph. 

Thus  Princes  Honours  $  but  Wit  only  gives 

A  Name  which  to  fucceeding  Ages  lives. 

Singly  we  now  confult  Ourfelves  and  Fame, 
Ambitious  to  twifi  ours  with  thy  great  Name. 
Hence  we  thus  bold  to  praife.    For  as  a  Fine, 
With  fubtle  Wreath  and  clofe  Embrace,  doth  twine 
A  friendly  Elm,  by  whofe  tall  Trunk  itjhoots 
And  gathers  Growth  and  Moifturefrom  its  Roots ; 
About  its  Arms  the  thankful  Clufters  cling 
Like  Bracelets,  and  with  Purple  ammelling 
The  blue-check* d  Grape,  Jluck  in  its  vernant  Hair, 
Hangs  like  rich  'Jewels  in  a  beauteous  Ear. 
So  grow  our  Pratfes  by  thy  Wit ;  we  do 
Borrow  Support  and  Strength,  and  lend  but  Show* 

Oh  for  a  Spark  of  that  diviner  Fire, 
Which  thy  full  Breafi  did  animate  andinjpire; 
That  Souls  could  be  divided,  thou  traditce 
But  afmall  Particle  of  thine  to  us  / 
Of  thine  i  which  we  admired  when  thou  didjlft 
But  as  a  JoinUcommijJioncr  in  Wit ; 
When  it  had  Plummets  hung  on  to  fupprefs 
Jts  too  luxuriant  growing  Migbtinefs  : 
9  Till  as  that  Tree  which  f corns  to  be  kept  down, 
Thou  grew'Jl  to  govern  the  whole  Stage  alone. 

In 
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In  which  Orb  thy  throng d  Light  did  make  the  Star, 

Tflnu  wer't  tb$  intelligence  did  move  that  Sphere. 

Vby  Fury  was  compos' d;  Rapture  no  Fit 

Tbat  bung  on  thee ;  nor  thou  far  gone  in  Wit 

As  Men  in  a  Difeafey  thy  Fancy  clear, 

+*  Mufe  daft*  as  thofe  Flames  whence  they  took  their 

Fire  $ 
Uofpurious  Compofures  amongfi  thine 
Got  in  Adultery  'twixt  Wit  and  Wine. 

And  as  thy  hermetical  Phyficians  draw 
From  things  that  Curfe  of  the  firft-broken  Law, 
That  Ens  Venerium,  which  extracted  thence 
Leaves  nought  but  primitive  Good  and  Innocence: 
So  was  thy  Spirit  calcin'd;  no  Mixtures  there 
But  perfect,  fucb  as  next  to  Simples  are. 
Not  like  thofe  Meteor-wits  which  wildly  fly 
In  Storm  and  Thunder  through  th%  amazed  Shy  j 
Speaking  but  th'  Ills  and  ViUanies  in  a  State \ 
Which  Fools  admire ,  and  wife  Men  tremble  at, 
Full  of  Portent  and  Prodigy,  wbofe  Gall 
Oft  J capes  the  Vice,  and  on  the  Man  doth  fall. 
Nature  us' d  all  her  Skill,  when  theejhe  meant 
A  Wit  at  once  both  Great  and  Innocent. 

Tet  thou  hadjl  Tooth ;  but  'twas  thy  Judgment,  not 
For  mending  one  Word  a  whole  Sheet  to  blot. 

4*  Mufe  chaft,  as  tbofe  Frames  whence  they  took  their  Fire ;]  This  feemt 
obfcure,  for  what  are  thofe  Frames  whence  Fletcher  took  his  Fire  ?  The 
Stars  ?  Ev'n  if  this  was  meant,  I  fhould  think  Flames  the  better  Word; 
but  as  Flames  will  fignify  heavenly  Fire  in  general,  other  the  Stars,  Sun, 
Angels,  or  even  the  Spirit  of  God  himfelfj  who  maketh  his  Miniftere 
Flames  of  Fire:  I  much  prefer  the  Word,  and  believe  it  the  Original. 
As  this  Poet  was  a  Clergyman  of  Character,  with  regard  to  his  Sanftity, 
and  much  celebrates  Fletcher's  Chaftity  of  Sentiments  and  Language, 
it  is  very  evident  that  many  Words  which  appear  grofs  to  us  were  not 
fo  in  King  Charles  the  Firft's  Age.  See  Page  54,  55,  and  56  of  the 
Prcfrce. 

Thou 
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Tim  couldji  afiatOHnfi  with  naSy  Art, 

And  s&tful  Hated,  €W»*  fate  Ckjk  top  ?  &  &>art. 

Thou  couldji  tmfold4wk  Plots^  <andj/hew  thai  Path 

By  which  Ambitim  dm&dtoifretaHtk  faith ; 

Thou  eouldjt  the  Rifes^  T*rm+  and  ^aSs  if  States^ 

How  near  they  were  their  Periods  and  Date*} 

Couldji  mad  the  SubjeSl  into  popular  Rage, 

And  the  grown  Seas  of  fflfcw  great  'Storm  trfpagt} 

dethrone  ujurping  Tyrants,  &nd  place  there 

The  lawful  Prince  md  thte  Inmnter  * 

JCnew$  all  dark  Turnings  in  the  Izdbyrinth 

Of  Policy^  winch  who  btft  inowi  befiHrtth% 

Save  thee*  who  m+mfcdted  $$#  walk  irit 

As  the  great  Gmim  of  Government. 

And  when  thou  iaidfl  thy  Tragic  Butisiti  by 

To  court  the  .Stage  with  gentle  €medy, 

How  nm>>  how  pwper  W  Humours,  how  eicprej?d 

In  rich  Variety*  how  neatly  drefs'-d 

In  Language,  how  rare  PMs,  what  Strength  ofW% 

Shin  din  the  Face  and  every  Limb  of  it  f 

The  Stage  grew  narrow  while  thou  grewft  to  be 

In  thy  wkok  Life  an  Efcc'lteiit  Comedy. 

To  thefe  a  Virgin-modefty  which  frft  met 
Applaufe  with  Blufh  and  Frar>  as  if  he  yet 
Had  not  defend  %  "till  bold  with  tonjtunt  Praijb 
His  Brows  admitted  the  unfoughtfor  Bays. 
Nor  would  he  ravijh  Fame  %  but  let  Men  free 
To  their  own  Vote  atod  Ingenuity. 
When  fns  fair  Shepherded  on  the  guilty  Stage, 
fVas  martyred  between  Ignorance  and  Rage  $ 
At  which  the  impatient  Virtues  of  thofefew 
Could  judge,  grew  high,  crfd  Murder  i  though  be  knew 
The  Innocence  and  Beauty  of  Us  CbiU% 
•£??  onJy>  as  if  unconcerned,  J}nil9d%     . 

Princei 
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■«  Princes  haw^t^tJJkct^chfiiit^^'Gfme9 
Each  Line  and  Rwxtyvfthat  infur'dJRwe  $ 
And  on  fib9  mi  ted  Farts  4treatb'djitcb  a  Firt 
Asfpigbt  of  Mfi&x  foe  fhail  m'er  <e*$#re> 

Attending*  not  *jfo0ing,  tbui  the  Grown, 
tfill  ever)  HwddJkefy  $o  fet  it  d», 
He  came  to  befik  Monarch*  and  did  reign 
In  Wifs  greet  Empire,  absolute  Sovereign. 

«*  John  Harriit 

Pn  Mr.  J  out*  Fletcher,  and  bis  Wo  r  %  s* 

iiever  before  PubMhed, 

XIX. 


TO  flatter  Mwng  Foots  is  **fy  Slight  i 
But  bard,  to  do  the  living-dead  Men  Right 

*•  *   'Princes  have  gathered  fince  *acb  fcatttr*&  Gropr, 

Each  Usee md Beauty  of  *ha*  injwd §**e\\  This  ithtet  to  Kng 
Charles  the  Firft  caufing  T6r  Faifbful  Shejtherdefs  to  be  revif'd,  and  *£bcCL 
before  him.  The  Lines  are  extremely  beautiful,  and  do  honour  to  th# 
King^s  Tafte  m  Poetry,  which  as  it  comes  from  an  Advertary  (tho* 
pertainly  iinery  candid  ane,  and  who  before  condemned  die  Fire-brand* 
Scriblers  and  Meteor- Wife  of  his  Age)  is  a  (bong  Proof  of  its  being 
a  very  good  one-  Queen  Elizabeth  may  be  call'd  the  Mother  of  the 
$nglijb  Poets ;  James  the  Pirii  was  a  Pedagogue  to  them,  enconrag'4 
their  Literate*  but  debas'd  it  with  Pans  and  Pedantry;  Charles  the 
Ftxft  revived  a  good  Tafte,  but  the  Troubles  of  his  Reign  prevented  the 
great  Efrefrs  of  his  Patronage. 

*4  5 rphn  Harris  was  of  New-Caflege,  Oxford,  Greek  Profeflbr  of  the 
XJniverfity,  and  fo  eminent  a  Preacher  that  he  was  call'd  a  fecond  Cbry- 
fqftom.  In  the  Civil  Wars  he  fided  with  the  Presbyterians,  and  Was  oat 
of  the  Affemhly  of  Divines,  and  is  the  only  Poet  in  this  Collection  whom 
we  certainly  know  to  have  been  for  the  Parliament  againft  the  King* 
His  Poem  has  great  Merit ;  the  fine  Break  after  the  mention  of  the  Earl 
pf  EJfex,  and  the  Simile  or"  die  Elm  and  Clutters  of  Grapes,  deferve  a 
particular  Attention.  After  this  Simile  I  have  (truck  out  fome  Line* 
tint  were  aaequal  m  Merit  to  their  Brethren,  left  the  Reader,  tired  with 
Thsfc,  fheisld itoptoo  fhort;  for  thole  wincl*  now  follow,  thd1  jmjuft  witk 
feprrd  to  Btaumont,  are  poeticaBy  good. 
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fto  praife  a  landed  Lord,  is  gainful  Art : 
*    But  thanklefs  to  pay  Tribute  to  Defert. 
Thisjhould  have  been  my  Task:  1  had  Intent 
To  bring  my  Rubbijb  to  thy  Monument y 
Tojiopfome  Crannies  there,  but  that  I  found 
No  Need  of  leaft  Repair -,  all  firm  and  found. 
>  Thy  well- built  Fame  doth  fill  iff  elf  advance 
Above  the  World  ys  mad  Zeal  and  Ignorance* 
Though  thou  diedjl  not  pojfefi  of  that  fame  Pelf 
Which  nobler  Souls  call  Dirt,  the  City,  Wealth  : 
Tet  thou  haft  left  unto  the  Times  fo  great 
A  Legacy \  a  Treafurefo  compleat, 
That  'twill  be  hard,  IJear,  to  prove  thy  Will: 
Men  will  be  Wrangling,  and  in  Doubting  fill, 
Howfo  vaft  Sums  of  Wit  were  left  behind; 
And  yet  nor  Debts^  nor  Sharers,  they  can  find. 
9Twas  the  kind  Providence  of  Fate  ,  to  lock 
Some  of  thisTreafurt  up  -,  and  keep  a  Stock 
For  a  Referve  until  thefe  fullen  Days : 
When  Scorn,  and  Want,  and  Danger,  are  the  Bays 
That  crown  the  Head  of  Merit.    But  now  he, 
Who  in  thy  Will  bath  part,  is  rich  and  free. 
But  there's  a  Caveat  enter' d  by  Command, 
None  Jhould  pretend,  but  tbofe  can  under/land. 

+s  Henry  Moody,  Bart. 

*  5  Sir  Henry  Moody  was  of  the  Number  of  thofe  Gentlemen  who  had 
honorary  Degrees  conferr'd  by  King  Charles  the  Firft  at  his  Return  to 
Oxford  after  die  Battle  of  Edge  hi /I.  The  Poem  has  fome  flrong  Marks 
of  Genius  in  it,  particularly  in  thefe  Lines, 

1     until  thefe  fulkn  Days: 
When  Scorn,  and  Want,  and  Danger >  are  the  Bays 
That  crown  the  Head  of  Merit. 
1  confefs  myfelf  a  great  Admirer  of  Verfes  in  Rhime,  whofe,  Paufes  run 
into  each  other  as  boldly  as  blank  Verfe  itfelf.  When  our  Moderns  cor- 
reded  many  Faults  in  the  Meafnre  of  pur  Verfe  by  making  the  Accent* 
always  fall  on  right  Syllables,  and  laying  afide  thofe  harfh  Elifions  usM 
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On  the  Deceafed  Author,  Mr.  John  Fletchii^ 
his  Plays  j  and  especially,  The-Mad  Lover,       . 

4*  WJHil/t  his  well-organ' d  Body  doth  retreat 
I     W    Ibitsfirji  Matter,  and  the  Formal  Heat 
triumphant  Jits  in  Judgment  to  approve 
Pieces  above  our  Cenfure,  and  our  Love  % 

by  onr  ancient  Poets,  they  miftook  this  Run  of  the  Verfes  into  each  other 
after  the  Manner  of  Virgil,  Homer,  &c.  for  a  Fault,  which  depriv'd  our 
Rhime  of  that  (Jrandeur  and  Dignity  of  Numbers  which  arifes  from  a  * 
perpetual  change  of  Paufes,  and  turned  whole  Poems  into  Dktichs. 

46  Thefiirft  four  Lines  of  this  Copy  of  Verfes,  I  own,  are  quite 
above  my  Comprehenfion.  What  formal  Heat  can  mean,  and  Heat 
fitting  jn  Judgment,  is  a  Riddle  too  intricate  for  me  to  guefs  at.  Then, 
why  any  Piece  fhould  be  above  our  Candour,  I  am  equally  at  a  loft  to 
underftand.  If  thefe  Verfes  are  printed  among  Sir  AJkm  CtktinS* 
Poems,  they  may,  perhaps,  ftand  in  a  more  intelligible  Plight.  But, 
as  I  never  met  with  that  Gentleman's  Writings,  I'll  venture?  to  fubjoia 
my  Suspicion  how  the  Text  might  have  originally  flood. 

Whilfi  his  well-organ  d  Body  is  retir'd 
To  its  firft  Matter,  and  the  formal  Herd 
Vriumfbant  Jits  in  Judgment,  to  approve 
Pieces  above  our  Genfure,  and  our  Love ; 

The  formal  Herd  I  would  interpret  to  be  the  Croud  of  Fanatics,  that 
fwarm'd  at  the  Time  of  the  firft  Publication  of  Beaumont's  and  Fletcher* 
Works.  Then,  as  to  the  Correction  in  the  fourth  Line,  it  gives  aa 
Antithefis  that  makes  good  Senfe;  whereas  Candour  and  Love  are  merely 
Tautology.  An  excellent  Work  may,  with  Reafon,  be  faid  to  be  aa 
much  above  Cenfure,  as  it  is  above  our  Admiration  and  Prai/es.  The 
-  Word  apjlrove,  I  conceive,  is  to  be  taken  in  an  equivocal  Senfe;  not* 
dire&ly,  to  commend;  but  to  fee  whether  the  Piece,  under  Judgment, 
Will  ftand  the  Teft  of  being  approved.  Mr.  Theobald. 

This  Note  of  Mr.  Theobald's  is  ingenious;  but  there  are  great  Liber- 
ties taken,  anoV  the  Senfe  is,  I  believe,  made  totally  different  from  the 
true  one,  which  at  belt  is  very  pbfeure.  Formal  Heat,  I  take  to  be 
a  metaphyseal  and  logical  Term  for  the  Soul,  as  the  Formal  Caufe  » 
that  which  conftitutes  the  Eflenee  of  any  thing.  Fletcher's  Soul  there- 
fore now  fits  in  Judgment,  to  approve  Works  deferving  of  Praife  At 
to  Cenfure  for  Candeur,  it  is  certainly  a  very  probable  Conjecture. 

Such, 
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Sueby  as  dare  boldly  venture  to  appeaf 
Unfit  the  curious  Eye,  and  CHfic  Ear? 
Lo,  the  Mad  Laves  in  theft  various  Tivm 
Is  prefs'd  to  Lift,  t*accufe  us  of  our  Crimes. 
While  Fletcher  liv'd,  wb&  equal  to  him  writ 
Such  lofting  Monument*  of  natural  Wk  t 
Others  might  draw  their  Xjnefi  w&tihS&eafi,  like  th&fi 
That  {with  much  Pains}  a<  Garrifon  indojk** 
Whiljl  bis  fweet,,  fluent,.  Vein,  did  gettty  rw*> 
As  uncontroVd  andfmoothly  as  the  Sun. 
x  After  bis  Death,  our  theatres  dfd xmake 
^  Him  in  his  own  unequal  Language  fpealii 
And  now,  when,  all  the  Mufes:  out  aftbeim 
Approved  Modafo rfiknt  appear^ 
This  Fthy  0/Tfetcfier,j  Braves  the  envwus:Jtagit^ 
As  Wonder  of  our  Ears  ance+  n$m  our  Sight, 
^h^ee^nd^arfold-hi^  Pl^f,  who- the  hfoes 
Of  Poets t  and'ofTbeatreS}  furviyest 
A  Groom,  or  Qftkr  ofJimeWfa  map  bring 
His  Pegafus  to  the  Ga&diai*  Spring; 
Boajt,  be  a  Race  o%er  the  Pharfelian  F?atn± 
Or  happy  TempeV/^Zfejk  dares  maintain,  I  j 

Bragx  at  one  Leap,  upon  the  dwblwClijfa 
(Were  it  as*  high  as  monftrom  Tenariffe)1 
Qffor^rttmrtdltev^ 

And  there  (f  amaze  tfaJVoxId)  confrm+hit  Sea£t 
When  our  admired?  Fletcher  vaunt*  not  At*gbPr 

Atodfflgfttdw^ 

While  all  our  Englifh  wondring  W<mM\  (m's  Gaufe) 
Made  tins  g*ea#Cvty  echo  witbApplauJk 
;  'Read  him,  tforefbrey  all  that  can  read;  an£t$o$9. 
lEhat  cannoti,  Itaxn^  if  fare  not  Learning*  JFW> 
And  wilfuttp  refblved  to  refofe 
H9e  gentle  PSaptures  of  this  ba^MuJh 

From 
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Prom  ihy  great  Conjlellation  {noble  Sou!)      u. 

Imk  on  tbhKv^mififfinot  the  wboU 

Spirit  of  Beefy  rtfire  ta  He&ven  j 

JBufi  make  us^  entertain  wb/&  thou,  baft  given* 

Earthquakes  arid  Thunder  Dihpafons  make  $ 

The  Seas  vqft  Roar,  and  irrejtftkfs  Shake 

<y 'horrid  Winds >  a  Sympathy  compofe ; 

So  in  tbefe  thing?  there**  Mujtik  m  the  Ghft : 

And  though  they  feem great  Hifcords  in  ourB&f% 

They  are-  rtotifi  ta  them  above  $&  Sphere* 

Granting  th^Mafif^  htm  much f&eeter^*  That 

Mnemof$g&t* $  Daughter?  Voicevdb  cneofo? 

Since  Heav'n^and  Earthy  and  &eas±  and  J&r  eemfenf 

To  make  an  Harmony^  [the  Inftrument, 

The%r  own*  a^eeingfetoes)  Jhafrty*  refufc 

The  Mufick  which  the  Eteities  doufk? 

TroYs  rmi^  Gaxsymo&e  dotitfng  to  Jovc^ 

Ana  Ffeaefeus  felf plays  o&  his  £jw  Avovet 

The  Crcter* Godi,  on  gfyriout  Men,  wkhwtik 

Imitate  rights  wujt  vender  of  thy  Skill  \ 

Beft'P'oet  of  thy  Times  I  or  they  willprovt 

As  madi  ast  tfy  brave  Memncm  ww  wkb  Look 

*  Moit  Cokaindi  BtiPti 

A  Baronet  by  Kjng  Cberty  I.  at  a  .Time  when  the  King's  Difiren  pre- 
vented the.  Creation  poffin^  the<due  Forms*  was  a  Poet  of  fomeRe£Ute> 
for  vvfc^  Rtafoja  $&9&ofi£  is  ;injor*9d  mem  ten  ft*  its  intmfik  Worth- 
He  was  Lord  of  the  Majors,  of  PudqM  Pofywxth  Jlm^JKamfri* 
finre9  and  of  Jfibtgn  in  Derty/bire;  but  with  a,  Eate  not  uncommon  to 
Wits,  fpent  an&JoU  botk ;  but  hi*  Defendants  of  this  Age  fcsve-btea 
tad  are  Perfcns  of  difUnguiityiJIfB^and^  igpftn** 
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On  the  Edition  of  Mr*  Francis  Beaumont^ 

and  Mr,  Jo  hnFlbtche  r's  Px  ay  s 

never  printed  before. 

XXL 

I  Am  amaz'd;  and  this  fame  tLxtaJy 
Is  bttth  roy  Glory  and  Apology \ 
Sober  Joys  are  dull  PaJJkns  $  they  muft  bear 
Proportion  to  the  Subject :  if  Jo,  where 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  (hall  vouchfafe  to  be 
The  Subjeti,  That  Joy  muft  be  Extafy. 
Fury  is  the  Complexion  of  great  Wits  $ 
The  Foots  Difiemper :  He,  that's  Mad  by  Fits% 
Is  nvifefo  too.     It  is  the  Poet's  Mufe  j 
The  Prophefs  God;  the  Fool's,  and  a*y  Excufe. 
For  (in  M<?)  nothing  lefs  than  Fletcher's  Name 
Could  hive  £<g0/,  orjujlify'd,  this  F&/w# 

^r?1Mr^/  methinks,  it  fhould  not  be: 

JVfr,  not  in's  Works;  Plays  are  as  2)W  as  He. 
The  Palate  of  /& V  -4>*  gufts  nothing  I2/#&  j 
That  has  not  Cujlard  in't,  or  Bawdery. 
Follf  znd  Madnefs  fill  tho  Stage :  The  Scene 
Is  jdihens ;  where,  the  Guilty,  and  the  Mean, 
The  F00/  7^*/*  well  enough ;  Learned  and  Great ^ 
Suffer  an  OJlracifm  ;  Hand  exulate. 

Mankind  \s  faff n  again,  Jhrunk  a  Degree ; 
A  £/#  below  his  very  Apojtacy. 
Nature  her  5^  is  out  of  27/ m> ;  and  &V£ 
Of  Tumult  and  Disorder,  Lunatick. 
Yet  wta /  /fVZi  would  not  cheerfully  endure 
4The  Torture*  or  Difeafe,  V  enjoy  the  Gbrt  ? 
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This  Book's  the  Balfam,  and  the  Hellebore, 
liduft  preferve  bleeding  Nature |  and  reft  ore 
Our  crazy  Stupor  to  ay/g/?  quick  Senfe  - 
Both  of  Ingratitude,  and  Providence. 
That  teaches  us  (at  0»^)  to  feele  and  jEkotp,1 
fw  */fl^  P(?m/i :  What  we  Want,  and  what  we  Ow. 
Yet  Great  Goods  have  their  Ilk :  Should  we  tranfmit, 
To  future  Times,  the  Pow'r  oiJLove  znd,Wity  * 
In  /i6«  Example:  would  they  not  combine y 
To  make  Oar  ImperfeSlions  Their  Defign  t 
They1 djiudy  our  Corruptions  y  and  take  more 
G7W  to  be  i//,  than  to  be  Ga^  before. 
For  nothing,  but  fo  great  Infirmity ±       ; 
Cb///e/  #/<*&  7#fl#  worthy  of  fuch  Remedy* 

Have  you  notfeen  the  Sun's  almighty  Ray 
Refcue  th'  affrighted  Worlds  and  redeem  Day      t 
From  ^/<w£  Defpair?  how  his  viSlorious  Beam 
Scatters  the  Storm,  and  drowns  the  petty  Flam 
Of  Lightning ',.  in  the  G/<?ry  of  his  Ey* : 
How  full  of  Pow'r,  how  full  of  Majejly  ? 
When,  to  a*  Mortals,  nothing  elfe  was  known, 
But  the  fad  Doubt,  whether  to  fonz,  or  drown. 

Choler,  and  Pblegme,  Heat,  and  */#//  Ignorance, 
Have  caft  #&*  P^/*  into  Jka&  a  Trance, 
That  I?wj  and  Danger  feem  Graz/  equally, .     s 
And  no  Difpute  left  now,  but  #010  to  *//V. 
Juft  in  /Am  #/V£,  Fletcher  feis  the  World  clear 
Of  all  Diforder,  and  reforms  us  here. 

The  formal  Youth,  that  knew  no  other  Grace, 
Or  /^*/tf*,  but  his  Title,  and  his  Ldr*, 
Glajfes  himfelf :  and,  in  this  faithful  Mirror, 
Views,  difapproves,  reforms,  repents  his  Error. 

The  credulous,  bright  Girl,  that  believes  all 
Language,  in  CWfo  (if  £w</)  Canonical, 

Vol.  I,  i  It 


Isfortiffd,  and  taught,  here,  to  beware 

Of  ev'ry  fpeciotis  Ba it,  of  ev'ry  Snare 

Save  one ;  and  that  fame  Caution  tikes  her  iron *> 

Than  all  the  Flattery  fhe  felt  bej ore. 

She  finds  her  Boxes,  and  her  thoughts  betray* d 

By  the  Corruption  of  the  Clfamber-Maid  $ 

Then  throws  her  Wajhes  and  Dijfemblings  by  j 

And  wwtf  riothing  but  Ingenuity. 

The  fevere  State/man  quits  his  fullen  Form 
Of  Gravity  and  Bus'nefs  $  The  Lukewarm 
Religious,  his  Neutrality ;  The  £0/ 
Brainjick  Illuminate,  \mZeal-y  Th&  Sot*  ^ 

Stupidity ;  The  Soldier,  his  Arrears ; 
The  Owr*,  its  Confidence  •,  The  P& Ar,  their  Fwi  $ 
Gallants,  kheir  Apijhnefs  and  Perjury ; 
Women%  their  Pleafure  and  Inconftancy ; 
P**ft,  their  /Fw* ;  the  l#&m-,  his  P<#*j 
The  ?^0r#,  its  JW/y  j  and  J,  niy  &#; 

*8  Roger  L'E&ange, 


On  the  E  D  I  T  I  O  N. 

XXII. 

>    t^Letch'er  (im&0/£  F^w*  00  -4t<?  <:#«  mr  w^  •     : 
*    Envy  of  ours,  and  Glory  of  the  loft) 
Is  now  alive  again;  and  with  his  Name 
Hisfacred  AJhes  wak'd  into  a  Flame ; 

\    Such  as  before %  did  by  a  fecret  Chdrm 
The  wildeft  Heart  Jubdue,  the  coldefl  warm ; 

48  For  the  fame  Reafon  that  Sir  Afton  Cockain\  Poem  is  reprinted, 
Sir  Roger.  UEftrangts  keeps  its  Place.  His  Name  is  well  known  to 
the  learned  World,  but  this  Copy  of  Verfes  does  no  great  Honour  either 
to  himfelf  or  our  Authors, 

4nd 
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~And  lend  the  Ladies*  Eyes  a  Powqr  more  bright l9 
JD^Jpenfihg  thus  to  either,  Heat  and  Light. 

He  to  a  Sympathy  thofe  Souls  betray9  d, 
Whom  Love,  or  Beauty,  never  could  per/wade } 
And  in  each  rriov'd  Spectator  could  beget 
A  realPaJJion  by  a  Counterfeit : 
When  firft  BeHario  bled,  what  Lady  there 
Did  not  for  every  Drop  let  fail  a  Tear  t 
And  when-  Afpafia  wept,  not  any  Eye 
ButfeenCd  to  wear  the  fame  fad  Livery ; 
By  him  infpifd,  the  feigrid  Lucina:  drew 
More  Streams  (f  melting  Sorrow  than  the  true  5 
But  then  /^Scornful  Lady  did  beguile 
Their  eafy  Griefs,  and  teach  them  all  to  finite. 

Thus  be  jMeBions  could,  or  raife>  or  lay ; 
Love,  Grief,  and  Mirth,  thus  did  his  Charms  obey ; 
Hk  Nature  taught  her  PaJJions  to  out-do, 
How  to  refine  the  old,  and  create  new ; ' 
Which  fuck  a  happy  Likenefs  feem'd  to  hear% 
As  if  that  Nature  Art*  Art  Nature  vqefe. 

Tet  all  had  nothing  been,  obfcurtly  kept 
In  the  fame  Urn  "wherein  his  Du/l  bathjkpf; 
Nor  bad  berit  the  Delphic  Wreath  to  claim. 
Had  not  the  dying  Scene  expir'd  bis  Name  j 
Dejpair  our  yoy  hath  doubled,  he  is  come ; 
Thrice  welcome  by  this  Poft-liraipiam. 
His  Lofs  preferv'd  him ;  They,  tbatfknc'd  Wit,  ' 
Are  now  the  Authors  to  Eternize  it*, 

Thus  Poett  are  infpight  of  Fate  reviv'd> 

And  Plays  by  IntermiJJion,  bnger^liv* d. 

4*  Tho.  Stanley. 

*9  Mr.  Stanley  educated  at  Pembroke-Hail,  Cambridge,  was  a  Poet  of 
Came  Eminence,  and  his  Verfes  have  Mem ;  and  contain  a  Proof  of 
what  is  afferted  in  the  Preface,  of  Plays  bang  kept  unpubliih'd  for  that 
Benefit  of  the  Players. 

.* . .    '  i  ?  To 
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To  the  Memory  of  the  Deceafed  but  Ever-living 
Author,  in thefe his  Poems,  Mr.  John  Fletcher. 

*      XXIII. 


i. 


ON  the  large  Train  of  Fletcher'*  Friends  let  me\ 
(Retaining  JIM  my  wonted  Modejly,) 
Become  a  Writer,  in  my  ragged  Verfe, 
As  Follower  to  the  Mufes  Followers.    <.  . .  . 
Many  here  are  of  Noble  Rank  and  Worth, 
That  have,  byjtrength  of  Art,  fet  Fletcher  forth  \ 
In  true  and  lively  Colours,  as  they  f aw  him, 
And  had  the  beji  Abilities  to  draw  him ; 
Many  more  are  abroad,  that  write,  and  look 
To  have  their  Lines  fet  before  Fletcher'*  Book ; 
Some,  that  have  known  him  too  5  fome  more,  fome  lefs  ? 
Some  only  but  by  Hear  fay,  fome  by  Guefs ; 
And  fome  for  Fajhion-fake  would  take  the  Flint, 
To  try  how  well  their  Wit  willjhew  in  Print. 
You,  that  are  here  before  me,  Gentlemen, 
And  Princes  of  Parnaflus  by  the  Fen, 
And  yourjujl  Judgments  of  his  Worth,  that  have  \ 
Preferv'd  this  Author' s  Mem'ry  from  the  Grave % 
And  made  it  glorious ;  let  me,  at  your  Gate, 
Porter  it  here,  9gainft  thofe  that  come  too  late, 
And  are  unfit  to  inter.    Something  I 
Will  deferve  here ;  For,  where  you  verfify 
In  flowing  Numbers,  lawful  Weight,  and  Time, 
Til  write,  though  not  rich  Verfes,  hone  ft  Rbime. 
I  am  admitted.    Now,  have  at  the  Rout 
Of  thofe  that  would  crowd  in,  but  muji  keep  out. 
JB^ar  back,  my  Mqfterf  •  Pray,  keep  back ;  Forbear  : 
Tou  cannot,  at  this  time,  have  Entrance  here. 

Touh 
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fbu,  that  are  worthy \  may,  by  Inter cejfion^ 

Find  Entertainment  at  the  next  lmpreffim. 

But  Jet  none  then  attempt  it,  that  not  know 

The  Reverence  due,  which  to  this  Shrine  they  woe  t! 

All  fuch  mujl  be  excluded  *,  and  the  Sort, 

That  only  upon  Truft,  or  by  Report, 

Have  taken  Fletcher  up,  and  think  it  trim 

To  have  their  Verfes  planted  before  Him  : 

Let  them  readfirji  his  Works,  and  learn  to  know  him  $ 

And  offer,  then,  the  Sacrifice  they  owe  him. 

But  far  from  hence  be  fuch,  as  would  proclaim 

Thetr  Knowledge  of  this  Author,  not  his  Fame ; 

And  fuch,  as  would  pretend,  of  all  the  reft, 

VCo  be  the  beft  Wits  that  have  known  him  beft. 

Depart  hence  all  fuch  Writers ;  and,  before 

Inferior  ones  thruft  in,  by  many  a  Score  $ 

As  formerly  >  before  Tom  Coryate, 

Wbofe  Work,  before  his  Praifers,  had  the  Fate 

5To  perifh :  for  the  witty  Copies  took  ^ 

Of  his  Encomiums  made  tbemfelves  a  Book. 

Here's  no  fuch  Subjeft  for  you  to  out-do, 

OuUfhine,  out-live,  [though  well  you  may  dc >  too 

In  other  Spheres:)  for  Fletcher's  fourijhing  Bays 

Muft  never  fade,  while  Phoebus  wears  his  Rays. 

Therefore  forbear  to  prefs  upon  him  thus. 

Why,  what  are  you,  (cryfome)  that  prate  to  us  f 

Do  not  we  know  you  for  aflajhy  Meteor  f . 

AndJliN  [at  bejl)  the  Mufes*  Serving-Creature  ? 

Do  you  comptrole  ?  T9  have  had  your  Jeer :  Sirs,  no  $ 

But,  in  an  humble  manner,  let  you  know, 

Old  Serving-Creatures  oftentimes  are  fit 

T'  inform  young  Majlers,  as  in  Land,  in  Wit, 

What  they  inherit ;  and  how  well  their  Dads 

Left  one,  and  wifh'dtbe  other,  to  their  Lads. 

i  3  And 
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'^ii  from  departed  Pints  I  can  guefs  ,     ; 

/PZw  A  as  a  greater  Jhare  of  Wit,  who  left. 
9  Way  Fool,  another  fays.  *  J,  let  him  rait,      i.  c.  jfy. 
And  'bout  his  own  Ears  flourijh  his  Wit-Flail, 
Till  with  bis  Swingle  he  his  Noddle  break ; 
While  this  of  Fletcher,  and  bis  Works,  I  fpeak  : 
His  Works?  (faysMamus)  nay,  his  Phys,  you'd  fay: 
Thou  haft  faid  right,  for  that  to  him  was  Flay 
Which  was  to  other C  Brains  a  Toil :  with  eafe        ' 
He  plafd  on  Waves,  which  were  Their  troubled  Seas. 
His  nimble  Births  have  longer  liv'd  than  theirs 
That  have,  with  Jlrongeft  Labour,  divers  Tears 
Been  fending  forth  the  IJfues  of  their  Brains 
Vpon  the  Stage  5  andjhall,  to  tb*  Stationer'*  Gains, 
Life  after  Life  take,  till  fame  After* Age 
Shall  put  down  Printing,  as  this  doth  the  Stage ; 
Which  nothing  now  prefents  unto  the  Eye, 
But  in  Dumb-fliews  her  own  fad  Tragedy. 
.  *  Would,  there  bad  been  no  fodder  Works  abroad, 
Since  her  Decay ,  aSted  in  Fields  of  Blood  ! 

But  to  the  Man  again,  of  whom  we  write, 
The  Writer  that  made  Writing  bis  Delight, 
Rather  than  Work.     He  did  not  pump,  nor  drudge, 
To  beget  Wit,  or  manage  it ;  nor  trudge 
To  Wit-Conventions  with  Note-Book,  to  glean, 
Or  fteal,  fame  J  efts  tofoijl  into  a  Scene : 
He  fcorrid  thofe  Shifts.    Tou,  that  have  known  him, 

know 
The  common  Talk,  that  from  bh  Lips  did  flow, 
And  run  at  wafte,  did  favour  more  of  Wit, 
7 ban  any  of  bis  Time,  or  f  nee,  have  writ 
{But  few  excepted)  in  the  Stage's  way : 
His  Scenes  were  Ads,  and  every  A6t  a  Play. 
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/  knew  hint  in  bis  Strength ;  even  tbtn%  when  Hef 

That  was  the  5°  Mafter  of  his  Art  and  Mr, 

Moji  knowing  Jonfon  {proud  to  call  him  Son) 

In  friendly  Envy  Jware,  He  bad  out-done 

His  very  Self.    I  knew  bimy  till  be  died  i 

And*  at  bis  Dijfolution,  what  a  Tide 

Of  Sorrow  overwhelm' d  the  Stage  $  which  gave 

Follies  of  Sighs  to  fend  him  to  bis  Grave. 

And  grew  Diftra£iedin  moft  violent  Fits, 

For  She  had  loft  the  bejt  part  of  her  Wits. 

In  the  fir jl  Tear^  our  famous  Fletcher  fell% 

Of  good  King  Charles,  who  grae'd  thefe  Poem?  weUp 

Being  then  in  Life  of  ABioh :  But  they  dy'd, 

Since  the  King's  Abfence  j  or  were  laid  afide% 

As  is  their  Poet.    Now,  at  the  Report 

Of  the  King1 sfecond  Coming  to  his  Court, 

The  Books  creep  from  the  Prefs  to  Life,  not  Adtion  y 

Crying  unto  the  World,  that  no  Protra&ion 

May  hinder  Sacred  Majefty  to  give 

Fletcher,  in  them,  Leave  on  the  Stage  to  Itoe. 

Others  may  more  in  lofty  Verfes  move  ; 

I  only,  thus,  exprefs  my  Truth  and  Love. 

Richard  Brome. 

'•  —Mafter  of  his  Art  and  M/,]  Mr.  Richard  Bromt  was  many 
Years  a  Servant  to  Ben  Jonfin,  (an  Amanuenfis,  I  prefiime;)  and 
learn'd  the  Art  of  writing  Comedy  under  him,  Upon  this,  Ben  com* 
pliments  him  in  a  fhort  Poem  prefix'd  to  Brome* %  Northern  Lafs. 

J  had  you  for  a  Servant,  once  Dick  Brome, 

And  you  performed  a  Servant's  faithful  Parts  i 

Nov)  you  are  got  into  a  nearer  Room 

Of  FeIlo<wJhipt  prof  effing  my  old  Arts,  Sec.  Mr.  Theobald* 
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v      -  Wo  r  k  s. 


w 


i  ■.  "     ;    "  XXIV. 

rJSat  means  this  numerous  Guard?  or  do  we  come 
To  file  our  Names *,  or  Verfe,  upon  the  Tomb  . 
Of  Fletcher,  and,  by  boldly  making  known 
IBs  Wit,  betray  the  Nothing  of  our  Own  f 
For,  if  we  grant  him  dead,  it  is  as  true 
Againjt  ourfehes,  No  Wit,  no  Poet  now ; 
Or  if  he  be  returned  from  bis  cool  Shade, 
To  us,  this  Book  bis  RefurreSlioh *s  made; 
We  bleed  ourfehes  to  Death,  and  but  contrive 
By  our  own  Epitaphs  to  /hew  him  alive. 
But  let  him  live  !  and  let  me  prophefy, 
As  1 go  Swan-like  out,  our  Peace  is  nigh ; 
A  Balm  unto  the  wounded  Age  Ifing  ; 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting,  but  the  King* 

*'  Ja.  Shirley. 

si  Mr.  Shirty  was  PuHifcer  of  the  firft  Folio  Edition  in  1647. 
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Introduction  to  the  Preface 
of  the  Edition  of  171 1, 

By    J.    STM  PS  OJST. 

g I  S  really  furprifing  that  all  we  know  of 
I  two  fuch  Illuftrious  Authors  as  Mr. 
Beaumont  and  Mr.  Fletcher  were  is,  That 
we  know  nothing.  The  Compofer  of 
1  the  following  Preface,  and  Editor  of 
their  Works  in  1711,  calls  it  An  Account  of  the 
Lives,  &c.  of  bis  Authors.  But  he  greatly  mifcalls 
it,  for  that  they  were  born  in  fuch  a  Year,  and  dy'd 
in  fuch  a  one,  is  all  he  has  given  us  of  their  Hiftory 
and  Actions ;  and  by  what  I  can  find,  had  they 
never  wrote  a  Comedy,  we  fhould  not  have  known, 
but  upon  Mr.  Shirley's  Word,  that  in  Convention 
they  ever  had  talked  one. 

Our  Authors,  'tis  true,  take  up  Articles  in  two  Dic- 
tionaries, but  thefc  contain  little  more  than  Remarks 
on  their  Dramatic  Performances.  Believing  therefore 
that  the  no  Account,  of  the  following  Preface,  contains 
as  good  an  Account  of  our  Authors  as  any  can  be  given , 
I  fubmit  it  to  the  Reader  pure  and  unmix'd,  as  it 
came  out  of  the  Editor's  Hands,  without  any  Altera- 
tion or  Interpolation  at  all,  only  finking  out  a  long 
Quotation  from  a  very  imperfect  Anfwer  of  Mr. 

Dryden's 
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Drydpn's  to  the  Objections  iracle  againft  Sbakejpear 
and  our  Authors  by  Mr.  Rhymer. 

But  their  Dramatic  is  no  better  known  than  their 
Civil  Hifiory  5  I  mean,  what  Part  each  fuftain'd  in 
their  Poetical  Capacities.    Did  Beaumont  plan,  and 
Fletcher  raife  the  Superftru&ure  ?    Then   'tis  no 
wonder  the  Workihould  be  all  of  a  Piece. . 

But  if  each  fuftain'd  both  Chara&ers  (as  I  think 
is  fo  plain  as  not  to  be  doubted)  'tis  ftrange  there 
fliould  appear  no  greater  diversity  in  their  Writings, 
when  the  feparatc  Parts  came  tp  be  put  together. 

For,  unlefs  I  be  greatly  miftaken,  we  can't  fay 
that  here  one  laid  down  the  Pencil,  and  there  the 
Other  took  it  up,  no  more  than  we  can  fay  of  any 
two  contiguous  Colours  in  the  Rainbow,  here  tins 
ends  and  there  that  begins,  fo  fine  is  the  Tranfitioft, 
that  '* 

**■ .■  t   >*Spe&antia  Lumina fallit> 
Vfque  adeo  quod  tangit  idem  eft*-. — =• 

_  *  <   * 

Mr.  Seward  will  lay  before  the  Reader  what  in* 
ternal  Evidence  he  thinks  he  has  difcover'd  of  a 
diftin&ion  of  their  Hands ;  but  in  general  Beaumont's 
Accuracy,  and  Fletcher's  Wit,  are  fo  undiftinguifh- 
able,  that  were  we  not  fare,  to  a  Demonftration, 
that  the  Mafque  was  the  former's,  and  the  Shepr- 
herdefs  the  latter's  fole  Produ&ion,  they  might  each 
have  paffed  for  the  concurrent  Labour  of  both,  or 
have  changed  Hands,  and  the  laft  been  taken  for 
Beaumont's  and  the  former  for Fletcher's. 

And  where  is  the  Wonder,  that  Fletcher's  Works, 
which  he  wrote  fingly  after  Beaumont9*  Death,  ibou'd 
carry  the  fame  Strength,  Wit,  Manner,  and  Spirit 
in  them,  fo  as  not  to  be  difcern'd  from  what  both 

wrote 
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wrote  in  Conjunction,  when  as  Sir  J.  Btrkertbead 
tells  us, 

B^aupsiont  dfd :  yet  left  in  Legacy 
:  His.  Rules  and  &tandard~wit  (Fletcher)  to  thee  $ 
^   Still  the  fame  Planet,  though  notfilfdfd  foon, 

A  Tkve-borti'd  Crefcent  then,  now  one  FuU-Mooiv 
~h Joint  Love  before,  now  Honour  doth  provoke; 

So  thf  old  Twin-Giants  forcing  a  huge  Oak, 

Qyejlip'd  his  footing,  tb'  other  fefs  him  fall* 
;  Graff  d  the  whole  Tree  andjingk  held  up  all. 

Andfincel  have  quoted  one  .poetical  Authority^ 
let  me  give  another  (with  a  little  variation)  from  the 
Immprtal  Spenfer,  which  may  farther  illuftrate,  if? 
not  confirm  our  Opinion.  The  Poet  fpeaking  of 
Priamond,  after  he  had  dyd  by  Compel?*  Hand  in 
fingle  Combat,  fays 

His  weary  Ghoft  affbytd  from  fiejhly  band 
Did  not,  as  others  wpnt,  dire&lyjfy 
Unto  her  reft  in  Pluto'j  griejlyLand* 
Ne  into  Air  did  vanijh  prefentfy$ 
Ne  tbaunged  was  into  a  Star  in  Sky  y 
But  by  traduction  was  eftfbon  deriv'd 
Into  bis  other  Brother  that  furviv'd, 


M. 


In  whom  belied  anew,  of  former  Life  deprived. 


The  Application  df  thefe  Lines  to  our  Authors, 
is  io  eajy  that  no  Reader  can  mifs  it,  and  the  Reafon 
given  for  the  Samenefs  of  Manner,  Spirit,  &c.  in 
their  joint  and  fingle  Performances,  fo  clear  for  a 
poetical  One,  that  no  one  can  difpute  it. 

And 
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And  as  to  external  Evidence*  tho5  we  have  enough 
of  it,  'tis  fo  little  to  be  depended  on,  that  it  has  no 
Weight  with  me,  whatever  it  may  have  with  the 
intelligent  Reader.  The  Teftimony  of  the  Vcr- 
fifiers,  before  our  Authors  Works,  is  fo  extravagant 
on  the  one  Side  or  on  the  other,  that  if  we  truft  this 
Panegyrift,  Fletcher  was  the  fole  Author,  if  that 
Beaumont  wrote  alone,  and  if  a  third,  the  whole  was 
the  united  Work  and  Labour  of  both. 

The  Printers  of  the  Quarto  Editions  are  no  more 
Concordant;  for  in  different  Years  and  Editions, 
you  have  fometimes  Beaumont's  and  Fletcher's  Name, 
and  fometimes  the  Lattcr's  fingly  before  the  feme 
Play. 

The  Prologue  and  Epilogue  Writers  may  perhaps 
be  more  depended  upon,  but  they  don't  go  quite 
through  with  their  Work;  for  neither  the  §>tfartp 
Copies,  nor  the  Thirty-four  Plays  in  the  1647 
Edition,  have  all  their  full  quotas  of  Head  and  TM* 
Pieces  y  and  of  thefe  we  have,  there  are  few  that 
Ipeak  out,  and  tell  us  from  whofe  Labours,  their 
Audiences  were  to  expeft  either  Pleafure  or  In* 
ftrudtion. 

However  this  Evidence,  iiich  as  it  is,  I  /hall  ky 
before  the  Reader,  by  yray  of  Notes  to  the  Alpha- 
betical Accpunt  of  our  Authors  Pieces  (as  drawn  mp 
by  Dr.  Langbaine)  towards  the  conclufion  pf  the 
following  Preface ;  and  leave  it  to  his  Judgment  to 
determine,  how  far  upon  fuch  Teftimony,  the  Au- 
thors were  fingly  or  jointly  concerned ;  only  I  mull 
give  this  Caution,  that  where  the  Prologue  mention* 
Poet,  or  Author  in  the  Singular,  there ;  I  fuppofe 
Fletcher  is  only  defigned,  where  in  the  Plural,  Beau- 
mont is  included. 

PREFACE, 
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(to  the  Ei>  it  ion  of  171  i.J, 

-    ■  GIVING 

Seme  Account  of  tie  Authors 
and  their  Writings, 

Ranch  Beaumont \  Efoj  was  defcended 
from  the  ancient  Family  of  that  Name, 
at  Gracedieu  in  Leicejierjhire,  and  Brother 
to  Sir  Henry  Beaumont,  Knight,  of  the 
ftme  Place ;  his  Grandfather  was  John  Beaumont, 
Waiter  of  die  Rolls ;  and  his  Father  Francis  Beau- 
mont, Judge  of  the  Common  Pleas,  who  married 
Anne  Daughter  of  George  Pierrepont  of  Home- 
Pierrepont,  Nottingham/hire.  He  was  Educated  at 
Cambridge,  and  after  at  the  Inner-Temple.  He  died 
before  he  was  30  Years  of  Age,  and  was  buried  the 
9th  of  March  1615,  at  the  Entrance  into  St.  Be- 
neditf's  Chapel  in  Wcjtminjtcr-dbbey.  He  left  one 
Daughter  behind  him,  Mrs.  Frances  Beaumont,  who 
died  in  Leicefierjhire  fince  the  Year  1700  :  She  had 
been  poffefled  of  feveral  Poems  of  her  Father's 
Writing,  but  they  were  loft  at  Sea  coming  from 
Ireland,  where  fhe  had  foraetirne  lived  in  the  Duke 

of 
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of  Ormonde  Family.  There  was  publifh'd,  alter 
our  Author's  Death,  a  fmall  Book  containing  feveral 
Poems  under  hi$  Niine,  and  among  them  the  Story 
of  Salmacis  from  the  Metamorphofes  of  Ovid ;  and 
a  Tranflation  of  the  Remedy  of  Love,  from  the  fame 
Author.  The  Poem  of  Bofmrtb  Field,  which  has 
beeft  univerfally  efteem'd,  >was  written  by  his  Bfci- 
fhct  John  Beaumont:  u  '-  A 

John  Fletcher,  Efq;  (Son  c?f  V^Richard Fletcher, 
who  \  Was  created  1>y  Qu&en  Elizabeth  Bi&bp  of 
Brijlol,  and  after  jemo^ed  XoWarcefiery  and  from 
thence,  in  the  Year  1593,  to  London^)  was  Educated 
at  Cambridge,  and  probably  a*  Bennet  College^ % 
which  liis  Father  was  by  4iis  Will,  a  Benefa&or.  He 
died  of  the  Plague  in  the  firil  Ye^  of  the  Reign  $ 
King  Charles  the  Firft,  and  was  buried  in  St.  Maff 
Over/*  Church  ja  Sduthwark,  Augujl  the  1  ^ 
1625,  in  the  49th  Ye#  of  his  Age. 

Several  of  their  Plays  were  Printed  in 
while  the  Author^  were  living;  and  in  the  5* 
1645  (Twenty  Yeats  after  the  Death  of  Fkify 
and  Thirty  after  that  of  Beaumont)  there  was  £1 
lifh'd  in  Folio  a  Collection  of  fuch  of  thejr  Pla^sj* 
had  not  before  been  Printed,  amounting  to  b'etwegi 
thirty  and  forty*    At  the  beginning  of  this  Voluga£ 
are  inferted  a  great  many  Commendatory  Vej  '* 
written  in  Praife  of  the  Authors  by  Perfons  of  tti 
Acquaintance,  and  die  moft  Eminent  of  that  \ 
for  Wit  and  Quality.     This  Collection  was  Putyiflii 
by  Mr.  Shirley  after  the  Shutting  up  of  the  Thea 
and  Dedicated  to  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  by  Tej 
the  moft  famous  A&ors,  who  profefs  to  have  t; 

s\  Mfifeleys  Preface  to  the  Reader  bears  date  Ftbruary  14, 
But  tke  Title  Page  rum  for  1647. 


PR R  FAC  & 


iil 


great  Care  in  the  Edition ;  they  lament  their  hot 
feeing  able  to  procure  any  Picture  of  Mr.  Beaumont, 
from  which  to  take  his  Effigies,  as  they  had  done 
fiat  of  Mr.  Fletcher:  But,  through  the  favour  of 
the  prefent  Earl  of  Dorfet,  that  is  now  fupplied, 
flie  Head  of  Mr.  Beaumont,  and  that  of  Mr.  Fletcher, 
being  taken  from  Originals  in  the  noble  Collection 
his  Lordfliip  has  at  Knowles. 

*  In  the  Yiar  1679*  there  was  an  Edition  in  Folio 
of  djl  their  Plays  Pubiifli'd,  containing  thofe  for* 
merly  Printed  in  Quarto,  and  thofe  in  the  before-* 
mentioned  Folio  Edition.  Several  of  the  Comment 
d&tbry  Veffes  are  left  out  before  that  Impreffion $ 
(jnttfttiy  of  therft  relating  to  Particulars  of  the  Au- 

*  V9,  or  their  Plays,)  but  they  are  all  prefix'd  to 
£>  ind  a  large  Onuflion  of  part  of  the  laft  Adt  of 

f&fi  Tragedy  ofXhkttf  and  Thpbdoret,  is  fupply'd 
in  this. 

:xffht  frequent  and  great  Audiences  that  feveral  of 
^p^ftays  continue  to  bring,  Efficiently  declares 
iTalue  this  Age  has  for  them  is  equal  to  that  of 
former ;  and  three  fuch  extraordinary  Writers 
a§- M r.  Waller,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  John 
Hfe  Earl  of  Rocbejter,  fele&ing  each  of  them  one  of 
ti^"  iPlays  to  alter  for  the  Stage,  adds  not  a  little 
t0T&ek  Reputation. 

***  The  Maids  Tragedy  was  very  frequently  Aded 
dl^  the  Reftoration,  and  with  the  greateft  Ap- 

As  our  Authors  were  planning   one  of  their  Plays  (this  mofi 

t)  in  a  Tavern,  Mr.  Fletcher  was  over-heard,  by  fotne  of  the 

to  fay,  Til  undertake  to  Kill  the  King.    Words  in  appearance 

lable  as  thefe  were,  cou'd  not  long  be  kept  conceaFd,  and  the 

y  of  'em  had  like  to  have  coft  our  Poet  dear:  But  it  being  de- 

tttd  that  this  Defign  was  only  againft  the  Perfon  of  a  Scenical 

r,  our  Author  was  freed  from  any  farther  Trouble,  and  the 

Procefs  entirely  dropt.     Fide  Winftanltfi  EngliJJ?  Poets. 
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plaufe  ;  Mr.  Hart  playing  Amintor,  Major  Mohun* 
Melantius,  and  Mrs.  Marjhal,  Evadne,  equal  to  any 
other  Parts  for  which  they  were  defer vedly  famous. 
But  the  latter  End  of  that  Play,  where  the  King 
was  kill'd,  making  it  upon  fome  particular  Occafion 
not  thought  proper  to  be  farther  reprefented,  it  was 
by  private  Order  from  Court  filene'd.  This  was  the 
Reafon  Mr.  Waller  undertook  the  altering  the  latter 
part  of  that  Play,  as  it  is  now  printed  in  the  kft 

Edition  of  his  Works >Upon  which  Alteration* 

this  following  Remark  was  made  by  an  Eminent 
Hand. 

.  It  is  not  to  be  doubted  who  fat  for  the  two  Bro- 
thers CharaBers.  'Twas  agreeable  to  Mr.  Waller* j 
Temper  to  /often  the  Rigour  of  the  Tragedy,  as  he 
exprejfes  it  $  but  whether  it  be  agreeable  to  the  Na- 
ture of  Tragedy  itfelf  to  make  every  thing  come  off 
eafily,  I  leave  to  the  Critics. 

The  Duke  of  Buckingham,  fo  celebrated  for 
Writing  the  Rehearfal,  made  the  two  laft  Ads*  of 
the  Chances  almoft  New;  Mr.  Hart  play'd  the 
Part  of  Don  John  to  the  higheft  Satisfaction  of  the 
Audience ;  the  Play  had  a  great  Run,  and  evei^  firifce 
has  been  followed  as  one  of  the  beft  Entertainments 
of  the  Stage.  His  Grace,  after  that,  beftow-d 
fome  time  in  altering  another  Play  of  our  Authors, 
called  Philajler,  or  Love  lies  a  Bleeding :  He  made 
very  confiderable  Alterations  in  it,  and  took  it  with 
him,  intending  to  finifli  it  the  laft  Journey  he  made? 
to  Torkfhire  in  the  Year  1686.  I  cannot  learn  what  j 
is  become  of  the  Play  with  his  Grace's  Alterations, 
but  am  very  well  inform'd  it  was  fince  the  Revolu- 
tion in  the  Hands  of  Mr.  Nevil  Payne,  who  was 
imorifon'dat  Edinburgh  in  the  Year  1689, 

The 
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*The  Alterations  in  Valentinian,  by  the  Earl  of 
&ochejler,  amount  to  about  a  third  part  of  the 
whole ;  but  his  Lordfhip  died  before  he  had  done 
all  he  intended  to  it.  It  was  Adted  with  very  great 
Applaufe,  Mr.  Goodman  playing  Valentinian,  Mr. 
Batterton,  JEcius,  and  Mrs.  Barry,  Lucina.  My 
Lord  died  in  the  Year  1680,  and  the  Play  was  adtcd 
in  the  Year  1684,  and  the  fame  Year  publifh'd  by 
Mr.  Robert  Wolfley,  with  a  Preface,  giving  a  large 
Account  of  my  Lord,  and  his  Writings,  This 
Play,  with  the  Alterations,,  is  printed  at  the  end  of 
his  Lordfhip's  Poems  in  Odtavo. 

Mr.  Dryden,  in  his  Eflay  of  Dramatic  Poetry, 
Page  17,  (in  the  firft  Volume  of  the  Folio  Edition 
of  his  Works)  in  a  Companion  of  the  French  and 
Englijb  Comedy,  fays,  '  As  for  Comedy,  Repartee 
c  is  one  of  its  chiefeft  Graces.  The  greateft  Pleafure 
c  of  an  Audience  is  a  Chafe  of  Wit  kept  up  on  both 
c  Sides,  and  fwiftly  manag'd :  And  this  our  Fore- 
1  fethers  (if  not  we)  have  had  in  Fletcher's  Plays, 

*  to  a  much  higher  Degree  of  Perfection  than  the 
1  French  Poets  can  arrive  at. 

And  in  the  fame  Eflay,  Page  19,  he  fays,  €  Beau- 
c  mont  and  Fletcher  had,  with  the  Advantage  of 
c  Shake/pear's  Wit,  which  was  their  Precedent,  great 
c  Natural  Gifts,  improv'd  by  Study.  Beaumont 
%  efpecially  being  fo  accurate  a  judge  of  Plays,  that 
1  Ben  Jonfony  while  he  liv'd,  fubmitted  all  his 
1  Writings  to  his  Cenfure,  and  'tis  thought  us'd  his 

*  Judgment  in  correcting,  if  not  contriving  all  his 
$  Plots.  What  Value  he  had  for  him  appears  by 
1  the  Verfes  he  wrote  to  him,  and  therefore  I  need 
1  fpeak  no  farther  of  it.  The  firft  Play  that  brought 
!  Fletcher  and  him  in  efteem,  was  Philajler-,  for 

Vol.  I.  k  '  before 
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before  that,  th$y  had  written  two  or  three  very 

unfuccefsfully ;  *  as  the  like  is  reported-  of  Ben 

Jon/on,  before  he  writ  Every  Man  in  bis  Humour: 

Their  Plots  were  generally  more   regular  than 

Shake/pear's,  efpecially  thofe  that  were  madfe  before 

Beaumont's  Death  :    And    they   underftood  and 

imitated  the  Converfation  of  Gentlemen   much 

better;  whofe-wild  Debaucheries,  and  quicknefs 

of  Wit  in  Repartees,  no  Poet  can*  ever  paint  as 

they  have  done.     Humour,   jvhich  Ben  Jonfon 

deriv'd  from  particular  Perfons,  they  made  it  not 

their  Bufinefe  to  defcribe  j  they  reprefented  all  the 

Paffions  very  lively,  but  above  ill  Love.     I  am  apt 

to  believe  the  Englijh  Language  in  them  arrived 

to  its  higheft  Perfection  $  what  Words  have  fince 

been  taken   in,    arc  rather  fuperfluous  than  ne- 

ccflary.     Their  Plays  are  now  the  moft  pleafaiit 

and  frequent  Entertainments  of  the  Stage,  two  of 

theirs  being  Adted  through  the  Year,  for  one  of 

S bake/pear's  or  Jonfon's ;  the  Reafon  is,  becaufe 

there  is  a  certain  Gaiety  in  their  Comedies,  and 

Pathos  in  their  more  ferious  Pl#ys,  which  fuits 

generally  with  all  Mens  Humour.    £hakejpear\ 

Language  is  likewife  a  little  obfolete,    and  Ben 

Jonfon's  Wit  comes  fhort  of  theirs. 

This  Eflay  of  Mr.'  Dry den's  was  written  in  the 

Year  r666. 

Mr.  Dry  den  faid  he  had  been  informed,  that  after 
Beaumonfs  Death,  Mr.  James  Sbir/y  was  confulted 
by  Fletcher  in  the  plotting  feveral  of  his  Plays.  It 
does  feem  that  Shirly  did  fupply  many  that  were 
left  imperfeft,  and  that  the  old  Players  gave  fomc 
Remains,  or  imperfect  Plays  of  Fletcher's  to  Shirly 
to  make  up  :  And  it  is  from  hence,  that  in  the  firft 
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Aft  of  Love's  Pilgrimage,  there  is  a  Scene  of  an' 
Qftler,  Transcribed  Verbatim  out  of  Ben  Jonfon's 
New  Inn,  Ad  3.  Scene  1.  which  Play  was  written 
long  after  Fletcher  died,  and  tranfplanted  into  Love's 
Pilgrimage  after  the  Printing  the  New  Inn,  which 
was  in  the  Year  1630.  And  two  of  the  Plays 
printed  under  the  name  of  Fletcher,  viz.  the  Coro- 
nation, and  The  Little  Thief,  have  been  claimed  by 
Shirly  to  be  his ;  'tis  probable  they  were  left  imper- 
fect by  one,  and  finifh'd  by  the  other. 

Mr.   Langbaine,  in  his  Account  of  the  Dra- 
matic Poets,  printed  in  the  Year  1691,  is  very  par- 
ticular upon  the  feveral  Plays  of  our  Authors,  and 
therefore  I  (hall  conclude  with  Tranfcribing  from 
him,  page  204.  viz.  c  Mr,  Beaumont  was  a  Mafter 
€  of  a  good  Wit,  and  a  better  Judgment,  that  Mr. 
€  3onfon  himfelf  thought  it  no  Difparagement  to  fub- 
*  mit  his  Writings  to  his  Corre&ion.     Mr.  Fletcher's 
c  Wit  yzs  equal  to  Mr.  Beaumont's  Judgment,  and 
c  was  fo  luxuriant,  that  like  fuperfluous  Branches  it 
c  was  frequently  pruned  by  his  judicious  Partner. 
c  Thefe  Poets  perfectly  underftood  Breeding,  and 
c  therefore  fucccfsfully  copy'd  the  Converfation  of 
c  Gentlemen.     They  knew  how   to  defcribe  the 
c  Manners  of  the  Age  j  and  Fletcher  had  a  peculiar 
*  Talent  in  expreffing  all  his  Thoughts  with  Life  and 
€  Brisknefs.     No  Man  ever  underftood  or  drew  the 
c  Paffions  more  lively  than  he  $  and  his  witty  Rallery 
€  was  fo  deep,  that  it  rather  pleas'd  than  difgufted 
c  the  modeft  part  of  his  Audience.     In  a  word, 
c  Fletcher's  Fancy  and  Beaumont's  Judgment  com- 
c  bin'd,  produc'd  fuch  Plays,  as  will  remain  Monu- 
c  ments  of  their  .Wit  to  all  Pofterity.     Mr.  Fletcher 
'himfelf,   after  Mr.  Beaumont's  Death,  compos'd 
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€  feveral  Dramatic  Pieces,  which  were  worthy  the 
c  Pen  of  fo  great  a;  Mafter.'  And  this  Mr.  Cart- 
wright  alludes  to,  in  his  Verfes  before  the  Book. 

The  following  Verfes,  put  under  his  Folia  Pi&ure^ 
were  written  by  Sir  John  Befkenheadi 

Feticis  cevi,  ac  Praefulis  Natus ;  comes 
Beaumontio ;  fie,  quippe  Parnajfus,  Biceps  $ 
FLETCHERUS  unam  in  Pyramida  f ureas  agens{ 
Struxit  chorum  plus  Jimplicem  Pates  Duplex  $ 
Plus  Duplicem  folus  :  nee  ullum  tranjtulit$ 
Nee  transfereridus :  Dramatum  ceterni  fates, 
Aftglo  Theatro,  Orbi,  Sibi,  fuperftites. 

FLETCHERE,  facies  abfque  vultu  pingitur ; 

Quantus !  vel  umbram  circuit  nemo  tuam. 

/  

There  are  Fifty-two  Plays  written  by  thefe  Au- 
thors, each  of  which  I  fhall  mention  Alphabetically. 

*4  Beggars  Bujh,  a  Comedy.  This  rlay  I  have 
fcen  feveral  times  adted  with  Applaufc. 

Bonducay  a  Tragedy.  The  Plot  of  this  Play  is 
borrbw'd  from  Tacitus'*  Annals,  Lib.  14.  See  Mil- 
ton's Hiftory  of  England,  Book  2.  Ubaldino  deVita 
delle  t)onne  Illujlri  del  Regno  d'Inghelterra,  £?  Scotia, 
pag.  7.  &c. 

*5  Bloody  Brother,  or  Rollo  Duke  of  Normandy, 
a  Tragedy  much  hi  requeft ;  and  notwithftanding 
Mr.  Rymer's  Criticifms  on  it,  has  ftill  the  good  for- 

*4  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hills,  attribute  this  Play 
to  Fletcher*     Prologue  and  Epilogue  none. 

*  *  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hills  %  and  Quarto  of  1 640, 
attribute  this  Play  to  Fletcher.  Crooke,  in  his  Catalogue  of  our  Authors 
Plays  fubjoirfd  to  Wit  without  Meney  1 661 ,  gives  it  to  both.  Prologue 
and  Epilogue  none. 

tune 
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tune  to  plcafe :  It  bting  frequently  a&ed  by  the 
prefent  Company  of  Acftors,  at  the  Queen's  Play- 
Houfe  in  DorfeUGarden.  The  Defign  of  this  Play 
is  Hiftory :  See  Herodian,  lib.  4.  Xiphilini  Epit. 
Dion,  in  Fit.  Ant.  Caracalla.  Part  of  the  Language 
is  copyM  from  Seneca- s  Tbe&ais* 

*6  Captain,  a  Comedy. 

&  Chances,  a  Comedy,  rcviyed  by  the  late  Duke 
of  Buckingham,  and  very  much  improved  $  being 
adted  with  extraordinary  Applaufe  at  the  Theatre  ir» 
DorfeUGarden,  and  printed  with  the  Alterations, 
Lond.  4(0,  1682.  This  Play  is  built  on  a  Novel 
written  by  the  famous  Spaniard  Miguel  de  Cervantes, 
calPd  The  Lady  Cornelia ;  which  the  Reader  may 
read  at  large  in  a  Fo}.  Vol.  call'd  Six  Exemplary 
Novels. 

58  Coronation,  a  Tragicomedy, 

$*  Coxcomb,  a  Comedy,  which  was  reviv'd  at  the 
Theatre- Royal,  the  Prologue  being  fpoken  by  Jo. 
Mains. 

60  Cupid's  Revenge,  a  Tragedy. 

61  Cuftom  of  the  Country,  a  Tragi-comedy.  This 
is  accounted  an  excellent  Play;  the  Plot  of  Rutilio, 
Duarte,  and  Guyomar,  is  founded  on  one  qf  Male* 

Jpini's  Novels,  Deca.  6.  Nov.  6, 

s6  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Hills  and  Gardiner,  attribute  this  Play 
to  Fletcher.     Maine  to  both.     Prologue  to  one.     Epilogue  filent. 
*  *  7  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.  Prologue  to  one. 

Epilogue  filent. 

<*  Quarto  1 640,  attributes  this  Play  to  Fletcher.  Crooke*  Catalogue 
to  both.     Prologue  to  one.     Epilogue  filent. 

5  9  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hills,  attribute  this  Play 
to  Fletcher.     Prologue  to  both.     Epilogue  filent. 

60  Quarto  of  1630,  1635,  and  Crooke's  Catalogue,  attribute  this 

Play  to  both. 

*  *  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  atid  Lwelace,  attribute  this 
Play  lo  Fletcher.    Prologue  to  both. 

k  3  Double 
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62  Double  Marriage,  jl  Titgedy,  which  has  been 
rcviv'd  fome  Years  ago;  as  I  learn  from  a  new  Pro- 
logue printed  in  Covent-Garden  Drollery,  p.  14. 

63  Elder  Brother,  a  Comedy,  which  has  been 
a&ed  with  good  Applaufe. 

6*  Faithful  Shepherdefs,  a  Paftoral,  writ  by  Mr. 
Fletcher ,  and  commended  by  two  Copies  written  by 
the  judicious  Beaumont,  and  the  learned  jfonfon, 
which  are  inferted  among  the  Commendatory  Poems 
at  the  beginning  of  this  Edition.  When  this  Paftoral 
was  firft  adted  before  their  Majefties  at  Somerfet-Houjh 
on  Twelfth-Night,  1633,  *nftead  °f  a  Prologue,  there 
was  a  Song  in  Dialogue,  fung  between  a  Prieft  and  a 
Nymph,  which  was  writ  by  Sir  William  D'Ave* 
nant ;  and  an  Epilogue  was  fpoken  by  the  Lady 
Mary  Mordant,  which  the  Reader  may  read  in 
Covent-Garden  Drollery,  p.  86. 

6*  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn,  a  Tragi-comedy.  Mari- 
ana's difowning  Cafario  for  her  Son,  and  the  Duke*s 
Injunction  to  marry  him,  is  related  by  Caujin  in  his 
Holy  Court,  and  is  tranferib'd  by  Wanley  in  his  Hifiory 
of  Man,  Fol.  Book  3 .  Chap.  26. 

? 6  Falfe  One,  a  Tragedy.  This  Play  is  founded 
on  the  Adventures  of  Julius  Cafar  in  Mgypt,  and 
his  Amours  with  Cleopatra.  See  Suetonius,  Plutarch. 
Dion,  Appian,  Florus,  Eutropius,  Orofius,  &c. 

Four  Plays,  or  Moral  Reprefentations  in  One-,  viz, 
The  Triumph  of  Honour  ;  The  Triumph  of  Love ; 

6  *  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner,  attribute  this  Play  to  Fletcher* 

6  3  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Hills,  attribute  this  Play  to  Fletcher. 
Quarto  1651,  and  Crooked  Catalogue,  to  both.  Quarto  1661',  and 
the  Diftich  to  the  Reader,  to  Fletcher.     Prologue  and  Epilogue  to  one. 

6*  Univerfally  afcrib'd  to  Fletcher. 

6  *  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher. 

66  Commendatory  Veries  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.  Prologue  and 
Epilogue  to  both. 

The 
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The  Triumph  of  Death ;  The  Triumph  of  Time.  I 
know  not  whether  ever  thefe  Reprefentations  appear'd 
on  the  Stage,  or  no.  The  Triumph  of  Honour  is 
founded  on  Boccace  his  Novels,  Day  10.  Nov.  5. 
The  Triumph  of  Love,  on  the  fame  Author,  Day  5. 
Nov.  8.  The  Triumph  of  Death  on  a  Novel  in  The 
Fortunate,  Deceived,  and  Unfortunate  Lovers,  part  3. 
Nov.  3.  See  befides  Palace  of  Pleafure,  Nov.  40. 
Belkforeft,  &c.  The  Triumph  of  Time,  as  far  as 
falls  within  my  difcovery,  is  wholly  the  Author's 
Invention* 

67  Honejl  Maris  Fortune,  a  Tragi-Comedy.  As 
to  the  Plot  of  Montaigris  being  prefer'd  by  Lamira 
to  be  her  Husband,  when  he  was  in  Adverfity,  and 
leaft  expedted  :  The  like  Story  is  related  by  Heywood 
in  his  Hijlory  of  Women,  Book  9.  pag.  641. 

68  Humourous  Lieutenant,  a  Tragi-Comedy,  which 
I  have  often  fcen  adted  with  Applaufe.  The  Cha- 
racter of  the  Humorous  Lieutenant  refufing  to  fight 
after  he  was  cured  of  his  Wounds,  refembles  the 
Story  of  the  Soldier  belonging  to  Lucullus  defcrib'd 
in  the  Epiftles  of  Horace,  lib.  2.  Ep.  2.,  but  the 
very  Story  is  related  in  Ford's  Apothegms,  p.  30. 
How  near  the  Poet  keeps  to  the  Hiftorian  I  muft 
leave  to  thofe  that  will  compare  the  Play  with  the 
Writers  of  the  Lives  of  Antigonus  and  Demetriui, 
the  Father  and  the  Son.  See  Plutarch's  Life  of 
Demetrius,  Diodorus,  Jujtin,  Appian,  &c. 

6*  Ifland  Princefs,  a  Tragi-Comedy.  This  Play 
about  three  Years  ago  was  reviv'd  with  Alterations 
by  Mr.  Tate,  being  adted  at   the  Theatre-Royal, 

6  *  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher. 
6?  Commendatory  Verfes  by   Gardiner,    Hills,  and  Lovelace,    to 
fktcber.     Prologue  and  Epilogue  filent. 

6  9  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher. 

k  4  printed 
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printed  in  Quarto  Lond.  1687,  and  Dedicated  tothfc 
Right  Honourable  Henry  Lord  Walgrave. 

70  King  and  no  King,  a  Tragi-Comedy,  which 
notwithftanding  its  Errors  difcovcr'd  by  Mr.  Rymer 
in  his  Criticijms,  has  always  been  afted  with  Ap- 
plaufc,  and  has  lately  been  rcvivM  on  our  prefent 
Theatre  with  fo  great  Succefs,  that  we  may  juftly 
lay  with  Horace, 

H&c  placuit  femel,  hdc  decies  repetita  plafebit. 

71  Knight  of  the  burning  Pejlle,  &  Comedy.  This 
Play  was  in  vogue  fome  Years  fince,  it  being  revivVT 
by  the  King's  Houfe,  and  a  new  Prologue  (inftead 
of  the  old  one  in  Profe)  being  fpoken  by  Mrs.  Ellen 
Guin.  The  bringing  the  Citizen  and  his  Wife  upon 
the  Stage,  was  poffibly  in  imitation  of  Ben  Jonfon's 
Staple  of  News,  who  has  introduced  on  the  Stage 
Four  Goffips,  Lady-like  attir'd,  who  remain  during 
the  whole  A&ion,  and  criticife  upon  each  Scene* 

7*  Knight  of  Malta,  a  Tragi-Comedy. 

Laws  of  Candy,  a  Tragi-Comedy, 

73  Little  French  Lawyer,  a  Comedy.  The  Plot  is 
borrow'd  from  Gufman,  or  The  Spanijh  Rogue \ 
Part  2.  Chap.  4.  The  Story  of  Dinant,  Clerimont,  an4 
Lamira,  being  borrow'd  from  Don  Dewis  de  CaJlro% 
and  Don  Roderige  de  Montaha.  The  like  Story  is 
in  other  Novels  $  as  in  Scarron's  Novel,  called  The 

i°  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Howard  and  Herrick  to  Fletcher. 
EarU  10  Beaumont.  Quartos  1 619,  1631,  1639,  l66i>  1676,  and 
Crooke's  Catalogue,  to  both. 

■*»  Quarto  of  1613,  has  no  Name  in  the  Title  Page,  but  the  Dedi- 
cation gives  it  to  both  ;  fo  does  Crooke'%  Catalogue.  Quarto  of  1635, 
Title  Page  gives  it  to  bojth;  but  in  the  Preface  to  the  Reader  'tis  at- 
tributed only  to  one.     Prologue  to  one. 

7  *  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher. 

7*  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner,  Lovelace,  and  Hills,  to 
Fletcher.     Prologue  and  Epilogue  to  both. 

Fruit  lefs 
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fruitlefs  Precaution*,  and  in  The  Complaifant  Com- 
panion, 8vo.  p.  263,  which  is  copied  from  die  above- 
mentioned  Original. 

74  Love's  Cure,  or  <tbe  Martial  Maid,  a  Comedy. 

75  Love's  Pilgrimage »,  a  Comedy.  This  I  take  to 
be  an  admirable.  Comedy.  .The  Foundation  of  it  is 
built  on  a  Novel  of  Miguel  de  Cervantes ,  called  Tlbe 
Two  Damfels.  The  Scene  in  the  firft  Adt,  between 
L)iegq  the  Hoft  of  Ofuna,  and  Lazaro  his  Oftler, 
is  ftoln  from  Ben  yonfon's  New  Inn :  which  I  may 
rather  term  borrow'd,  for  that  Play  mifcarrying  in 
the  A6tion,  I  fuppofe  they  made  ufe  of  it  with  Ben\ 
Content. 

76  Lovers  Progrefs,  3  Tragi-Comedy.  This  Play 
is  built  on  a  French  Romance  written  by  M.  Dau- 
diguier,  call'd  Lyfander  and  Calijia. 

77  Loyal  Subjeft,  a  Tragicomedy. 

78  Mad  Lover ,  a  Tragi-Comedy.  The  Deflgn 
of  Ckanthe'%  Suborning_the  Prieftefs  to  give  a  falfc 
Oracle  in  favour  of  her  Brother  Syphax,  is  borrow'd 
from  the  Story  of  Mundus  and  Paulina,  defcrib'd  at 
large  by  yofephus,  Lib.  18.  Cap.  4.  This  Play  Sir 
Jlfton  Cokain  has  chiefly  commended  in  his  Copy  of 
Verfes  oil  Mr.  Fletcher's  Plays.  See  the  Verfes  be^ 
fore  this  Edition;  and  Cokain 's  Poems ,  pag.  10  r. 

79  Maid  in  the  Mill,  a  Comedy.  This  Play, 
amongft  others,  has  likewife  been  reviv'd  by  the 

74  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.  Prologue  to  one. 
Epilogue  to  both. 

7  s  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.  Prologue  to 
both. 

7  *  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.     Prologue  to  one. 

7  7  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Hills  and  Gardiner,  to  Fletcher. 
Prologue  to  one. 

75  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner,  Hills,  Lovelace,  Herrick, 
to  Fletcher.     Maine,  and  Prologue  to  both. 

7  v  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hills,  to  Fletcher.     •' 

Duke's 
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Duke's  Houfe.  The  Plot  of  Antonio  >  Ifmenia,  an$ 
Aminta,  is  borrowed  from  Gerardo,  a  Romance 
tranllated  from  the  Spanijh  of  DonGonzalode  Ce/pides, 
and  Moneces ;  fee  the  Story  of  Don  Jayme,  pag.  3  50. 
As  to  the  Plot  of  Otrantes's  feizing  Florimel  the  Mil- 
ler's fuppofed  Daughter,  and  attempting  her  Ohaftity : 
*Tis  borrow'd  from  an  Italian  Novel  writ  by  Ban- 
dello  3  a  Tranflation  of  which  into  French,  the  Reader 
may  find  in  Les  Hijioires  Tragiques,  par  M.  Belle- 
forejl,  Tom.  1 .  Hift*  1 2  •  The  fame  Story  is  related 
by  M.  Gouktrti  See  Les  Hijioires  admirabfes  de  notre 
terns,  Svo.  Tom.  1.  fu  212. 

80  Maids  Tragedy,  a  Play  which  has  always  been 
afted  with  great  Applaufe  at  the  King's  Theatre ; 
and  which  had  ftill  continu'd  on  the  Englijh  Stagef 
had  not  King  Charles  the  Second,  for  fome  particular 
Reafons,  forbid  its  further  Appearance  during  his 
Reign.  It  has  fince  been  reviv'd  by  Mr.  Waller ',  the 
lad  Aft  having  been  wholly  alter'd  to  pleafe  the 
Court :  As  the  Author  of  the  Preface  to  the  fecond 
Part  of  his*  Poems  informs  us,  and  gives  us  further 
the  following  Account:  *  'Tis  not  to  be  doubted, 
€  who  fat  for  the  Two  Brothers  Charadters,  *Twaa 
€  agreeable  to  the  Sweetnefs  of  Mr.  Waller's  Temper, 
€  to  foften  the  Rigor  of  the  Tragedy,  a£  he  expreffes 
€  it ;  but  whether  it  be  agreeable  to  the  Nature  of 
c  Tragedy  itfelf,  to  make  every  thing  comp  off  eafily, 
€  I  leave  to  the  Critics/  This  laft  A#  is  publifh'd 
in  Mr.  Waller's  Poems,  printed  in  0<ftavo,  Lond.  1 7 1 1  f 

81  Mafque  of  Grays- Inn  Gentlemen,  and  the  Inner 
Temple.     This  Mafque  was  written  by  Mr,  Beau- 

*  °  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Howard,  Stanley ,  Hcrrick,  and  Watttr* 
to  fhtcber*  Earle  to  Beaumont.  Quarto  1619,  1622,  Anonymous, 
1630,  1650,  and  Crook? $  Catalogue,  to  both. 

•  •  Beaunmt  only, 

mont 
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W>nt  alone,  and  prefented- before  the  King  and  Queen 
in  the  Banqueting-Houfe  of  Whitehall,  at  the  Mar-4 
riage  of  the  Illuftrious  Frederick  and  Elizabeth^ 
Prince  and  Princefs  Palatine  of  the  Rhine. 

%z  Monfieur  Thomas,  a  Comedy,  which  not  longf 
fince  appeared  on  the  prefent  Stage  under  the  Name 
of  Trick  for  Trick. 

*s  Nice  Valour,  or  The  Pajfionate  Mad-man,  a* 
Comedy. 

• 8*  Night  Walker,  or  The  Little  Thief,  a  Comedy, 
which  J  have  feeo  adted  by  the  King's  Servants,  with 
great  Applaufe,  both  in  thaCil*  aftf  Country. 

8s  Nobie  Gentleman,  a  .Comply  which  Mras  lately 
revived  by  Mr.  Durfey,  under  the  Title  of  The  Fook 
Preferment,  or  The  Three  Dukes  of  Dunjlable. 

86  Philajler,  or  hove  lies  a  Bleeding :  a  Tragi- 
comedy which  has  jlways  been  adted  with  Succcfs  5 
and  has  been  the  diverfion  of  the  Stage,  even  in  thefe 
Days.  This  was  the  firft  Play  that  brought  thfefe 
excellent  Authors  in  Efteem  ;  and  this  Play  was  one 
of  thofe  that  were  reprefented  at  the  old  Theatre  in 
Ziincolns-Inn-Fietes,  when  the  Women  a&ed  alone. 
Tht  Prologue  and  Epilogue  were  fpoken  by  Mrs. 
Marjhal,  and  printed  in  Covent-Garden  Drollery, 
pag.  18.  About  this  Time  there  was  a  Prologue 
written  on  purpofe  for  the  Women  by  Mr.  Dryden, 

$*  Quarto  16^9,  to  Fletcher.     Crooiis  Catalogue  to  both. 

•  3  Commendatory  Verfcs  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.  Prologue  and 
Epilogue  to  one. 

84  Quarto  1640,  in  the  Tide  Page  and  Dedication,  to  Fletcher. 
Crooked  Catalogue  to  both. 

*J  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.'  Prologue  to 
both.     Epilogue  filent. 

t*  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Lovelace,  Stanley,  Herrick,  to  Fletcher.' 
Earle  to  Beaumont.  Quarto  1628,  1634,  l^S2»  and  another  Edition 
without  a  Date,  as  well  as  Crooked  Catalogue,  to  both. 

4nd 
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and  is  printed  in  his  Mifcellany  Poems  in  Odtevoi 

97  Pilgrim,  a  Comedy  which  was  reyiv'4  for»e 
Years  fince,  and  a  Prologue  fpoke,  which  the  Reader 
may  find  in  Covent-Garden  Drollery,  p.  12. 

88  Prophetefs,   a   Tragical   FJiftory,    which    hai 
lately  been  reviv'd  by  Mr.  Dry  den,  under  the  Ti  tic 
of  The  Prophetefs,  or  The  Hi/lory  of  Dioqlefan,  witK 
Alterations  and  Additions  after  the  manner  of  an 
©/ten* ,reprefented  at  the  Queen'sTheatre,  and  printed 
Qu3xtoLond.  1690.    For  the  Plot  confult  Eufebius 
Lib.  8.  Nicepharus  Xib.  6.  and  7.    Vopifc.  Car.  & 
Carin.  Aur.  ViBorts  Epitome.    Eutropius  Lib.  9.' 
Baronius  An.  204.  Gfr.     OrofiusL.  7.  C.  16.  Citff- 
feteau  L.  20.  £fc. 

8*  if^ra*  of  Corinth,  a  Tragi-Comedy. 

*°  jRit/i  4  ^7/^,  £/**/  #*?#  a  Wife,  a  Tragi-Comedy 
which  within  thefe  few  Years  nas  been  adted  with 
Applaufe,  at  the  Queen's  Theatre  in  Dorfet- 
Garden. 

91  Scornful  Lady,  a  Comedy  adted  with  good 
Applaufe,  even  in  thefe  Times,  at  the  Theatre  in 
Dorfet-Garden.  Mr.  Dryden  has  condemn'd  the 
Conelufion  of  this  Play,  in  reference  to  the  Conver- 
fion  qf  Moorcraft  the  Ufurer ;  but  whether  this 
Cataftrophe  be  ejccufable,  I  muft  leave  to  the 
Critics.  # 

**  Sea  Voyage,  a  Comedy  lately  reviv'd  by  Mr, 

*7  Commendatory  Yerfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher. 

f  8  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hills,  to  Fletcher. 

•9  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Hills,  to  Fletcher. 

*•  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Hills,  and  Quarto  1640,  to  Fletcher. 
Creole's  Catalogue  to  both.     Prologue  to  one. 

9*  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Waller  and  Stanley,  to  Fletcher^ 
Quarto  1630,  1639,  and  Crooke's  Catalogue  to  both. 

**  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner,  to  Fletcher. 

Durfey, 
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^>urfey,  under  the  Title,  of  The  Commonwealth  of 
Women.    This  Play  is  fuppofed  by  Mr,  Dry den ;  (as 
have  obferv'd)   to  be  copied  from  Sbakejpear'% 
^empejl* 

The  Storm  which  vani/h'd  on  the  neighboring  Shore ; 
Was  taught  by  Shakefpear'j  Tempeft  Jirjl  to  roar  5 
That  Innocence  and  Beauty  which  didfinile 
In  Fletcher,  grew  on  this  Enchanted  IJle. 

n  Spanijh  Curate,  a  Comedy  frequently  revivM 
with  general  Applaufe.  The  Plot  of  Don  Hen- 
rique, Afcanio,  Violantey  and  Jacintha,  is  bor- 
row'd  from  Gerardo's  Hifiory  of  Don  John,  p.  202. 
and  that  of  Leandro,  Bartolus,  Amarantha  and 
Lopez,,  from  the  Spanijh  Curate  of  the  fame  Au- 
thor, pag,  214.  &c. 

94  Thierry  and  Theodoret,  a  Tragedy,  This  Play 
is  accounted  by  fome  an  excellent  old  Play  5  the^ 
Plot  of  it  is  founded  on  Hiftory.  See  the  French 
Chronicles  in  the  Reign  of  Clotaire  the  Second. 
See  Fredegarius  Scholajiicus,  Aimoinus  Monachus 
Eoriacenfs,  De  Serres,  Mezeray,  Crifpin,  &c. 

95  Tw0  Noble  Kinfmen,  a  Tragi-Comedy.  This 
Play  was  written  by  Mr.  Fletcher,  and  Mr.  Shake- 
fpear.  The  Story  is  taken  from  Chaucer 's  Knight's 
Tale,  which  Mr.  Dryden  has  admirably  put  into 
modern  Englifh ;  it  is  the  frjl  Poem  in  bis 
Fables. 

~9*  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Lovelace,  to  Fletcher, 
Prologue  and  Epilogue  filent. 

•    94  Quarto  1648,  to  Fletcher.     Quarto  1649,  an(*  Crook  ft  Cata- 
logue, to  both. 

9  1  Quarto  1634,  to  F/i/r£fr  and    Shake/pear.     Crockett   Catalogue 
to  Beaumont  arid  Fletcher.    Prologue  and  Epilogue  filent. 

Valentinian9 
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*6  Vakntinian,  a  Tragedy  reviv'd  not  long  ago 
by  that  great  Wit,  the  E^jrl  of  Rochejier ;  adted 
at  the  Theatre-Royal,  and  printed  in  Quarto  1685, 
with  a  Preface  concerning  the  Author  and  his 
Writings.  For  the  Plot  fee  the  Writers  of  thofc 
Times ;  as  CaJJidori  Chron.  Amm.  Marcell.  Hift. 
Evagrius  Lib  2.  Procopius,  &c. 

97  Wife  for  a  Months  a  Tragi-Comedy.  This 
Play  is  in  my  poor  Judgment  well  worth  reviving, 
and  with  the  alteration  of  a  judicious  Pen,  would 
be  an  excellent  Drama.  The  Chara&cr  and  Story 
of  Alphonfo,  and  his  Brother  Frederick's  Carriage 
to  him,  much  refembles  the  Hiftory  of  Sancho  the 
Eighth,  King  of  Leon.  I  leave  the  Reader  to  the 
perufal  of  his  Story  in  Mariana,  and  Louis  de 
May  erne  Turquet. 

9*  Wild-Goo fe  Chafe ^  a  Comedy  valued  by  the 
beft  Judges  of  Poetry. 

99  Wit  at  fever al  Weapons,  a  Comedy  which  by 
fome  is  thought  very  diverting ;  and  poffibly  was 
the  Model  on  which  the  Characters  of  the  Elder 
palatine  and  Sir  Morglay  Thwack  were  built  by 
Sir  William  D'Avenant,  in  his  Comedy  call'd  The 

Wits. 

100  Wit  without  Money,  a  Comedy  which  I  have 
feen  a&ed  at  the  Old  Houfe  in  Little  Lincolns-Inn- 
Fields  with  very  great  Applaufe ;  the  Part  of  Va- 

9*  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Lovelace  and  Stanley,  to  Fletcher. 
Prologue  none.     Epilogue  filent. 

97  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher*  Prologue  to 
one.     Epilogue  filent. 

99  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Hills  to  Fletcher* 

'*  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.  Epilogue  tf 
both. 

!••  Quarto  1639,  r^6if  ^  Croolc's  Catalogue,  to  both. 

Untine 
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Untitle  being  play'd  by  that  complcat  Aftor  Major 
Mobun,  deceas'd.  This .  was  the  firft  Play  that 
was  adted  after  the  Burning  the  King's  Houfe  in 
Drury-Lane ;  a  new  Prologue  being  writ  for  them 
by  Mr.  Dry  Jen,  printed  in  his  Mijcellany  Poems,  in 
O&avq,  p.  285. 

201  Woman  Hater,  a  Comedy.  This  Play  was 
reviv'd  by  Sir  William  D'Avenant,  and  a  new 
Prologue  (inftead  of  the  old  One  writ ,  in  Profe) 
was  fpoken,  which  the  Reader  may  perufe  in  Sir 
William's  Works  in  Fol.  p.  249.  This  Play  was 
one  of  thofe  writ  by  Fletcher  alone. 

Ioa  Women  Pleas' d,  a  Tragi- Comedy.  The  co- 
mical Parts  of  this  Play  throughout  between  Bar- 
tello,  Lopez,  Ifabella,  and  Claudio,  are  founded  on 
fcvcral  of  Boccace's  Novels :  See  Day  7.  Nov.  6. 
and  8.  Day  8.  Nov.  8. 

103  Woman's  Prize,  or  The  Tamer  Tam'd,  a  Co* 
medy,  written  on  the  fame  foundation  with  Shake- 
Jpear's  Taming  of  the  Shrew  ;  or  which  we  may 
better  call  a  Second  Part  or  Counter-part  to  that 
admirable  Comedy.  This  was  writ  by  Mr.  Fletcher' % 
Pen  likewife. 

301  Quarto  1649,  an<*  Crooks  Catalogue  to  both.   Prologue  to  one. 
102  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hills,  to  Fletcher. 
*°3  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Ltvelace,  to  Fletcher* 
Prologue  to  one.     Epilogue  filent. 
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Barnes   of  the  principal  ASlors  who  performed  in 
Beaumont**  and  Fletcher'*  Plays. 

N.  B.  The  Names  marked  thus  *  are  the  ^Names  of  the  Players  <w6* 
dedicated  the  Edition  of  1 647  to  the  Earl  of  Pembroke. 


William  Allen 
Hugh  Atawell 
Richard  Burbadge   4- 
Theophilus  Byrd       ' 
•  Robert  Benfield 
George  Birch 
William  Barkftedt 
Thomas  Bade 


Henry  Condel 
Alexander  Cooke 
•  Hugh  Clearke 


William  Egleftone 

Nathaniel  Field. 

Sander  Gough 
Giles  Gary. 

Thomas  Holcombe 
•  Stephen  Hammerton 
John  Honyman 
James  Horn. 


*  John  Lowin* 
William  OftlerJ 

*  Thomas  Pollard 
William  Penn. 

Emanuel  Read 
John  Rice 

*  Richard  Robinfori 
.William  Rowly. 

Richard  Sharpe 
Eylaeai  d  Swanftoa 
John 


Shank. 


•  Jofeph  Taylor 
Nicholas  Toolie 
William  Trigg 
John  ThomfonV 

John  Underwood, 
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An  Account^/  the  prefent  Edition. 

By    T.  S  E  WA  R  D. 

IN  the  Year  Forty  Two,  Mr.  Theobald  publiffi'd  an 
Ajlvertifement,  that  he  was  preparing  an  Edition  of 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  for  the  .Prefs,  and  defired  the  A{- 
fiftance  of  all  Gentlefcnen  who  had  made  any* Comments 
upon  them.     My  perfonal  Friendfhip  with  the  Proprie- 
tors of  the  Book  engag'd  me  to  give  him  fome  little  Af- 
fiftance ;  and  Mr.  Symp/onfooa  after  added  his.    We  had 
then  only  the  late  Editions  to  confult,  but  Mr.  Theobald 
had  made  a  very  valuable  Colle&ion  of  the  old  Quarto9 s. 
When  we  had  fent  him  our  Notes  on  two  or  three  Plays, 
he  began  to  prinf  >  but  the  firft  Play  had  not  all  pafs'd  the 
Prefs,  when  I  thought  I  had  fome  fmall  grounds  of.  Com- 
plaint.    He  omitted  feveral  Emendations  which  feem  ftill 
to  me  more  deferring  of  Notice  than  many  which  are  in- 
ferted,  of  which  the  Reader  has  a  Specimen  at  Page  30 
of  my  Preface ;  and  I  fhall  add  fome  others  in  a  Poft- 
fcript  to  the  Firft  Volume.     After  he  had  been  prevail'd 
on  by  the  Proprietors  to  fend  me  a  Promife  of  a  full  Li- 
berty to  publilh  what  Poftfcript  I  pleas'd  at  the  end  of 
each  Volume,  he  nevfcr  after  gave  the  leaft  Offence  but 
by  a  Profiifion  of  very  Undefehred  Compliments.     Thefe 
fhould  be  inevitably  expung'd,  could  I  take  the  liberty  of 
altering  any  of  Mr.  Theobald's  Notes  :     But  this  would 
be  unjuft,  as  it  would  leave  the  Reader  uncertain  what 
were  his.  .  I  have  therefore  only  canceird  one  fingle 
Leaf   which    Mr.    Theobald    printed,    and   there    have 
changed  no  Syllable  of  his,   but  bttly  a  Remark  of  my 
own,  which  was  fomethiqg  I  h'ad  faid  to  hxiti  in  a  Letter, 
without  the  leaft  thought  of  his  publilhing  it.      As  I  Was 
very  foon  fenflble  how  liable  we  all  were  to  Miftakes,  I 
begg'd  that  he  would  change  every  Syllable  in  my  Notes 
that  carry  *d  the  leaft  Air  of  Certainty  or  Pofitivenefs : 
But  as  he  had  no  Objection  to  fuch  a  Stile  himfelf,  he  did 
Vol.  I.  1  not 
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not  think  ij  neceffary  to  take  that  trouble.     Mr.  Theobald 
printed  under  his  Care  the  following  Plays  : 

Volume  the  Firft. 

The  Maid's  Tragedy >, 

Philqfter, 

A  King  and  No  King, 

The  Scornful  Lady.  ■       9 

Volume  the  Second.   * 

The  Cujiom  of  the  Country, 

The  Elder  Brother,    And  the  three  firft  Ads  of 

The  Spanifh  Curate,  to  Page  231. 

•  * 

Of  the  Third  Volume,  part  of 

The  Humourous  Lieutenant,  to  Page  69. 

And  by  his  Death  left  the  Edition  thus'imperfeft. 

I  then  took  the  Care  of  the  two  laft  Afts 
(in  Volume  the  Second)  of 

The  Spanifh  Curate,  and  the  whole  of 
Wit  without  Money \  and 
The  Beggar's  Bujh. 

w 

Volume  the  Third,  from  Page  69  of 

The  Humourous  Lieutenant,  and  the  whole  of 

The  Faithful  Shepherdefs, 

The  Mad  Lover, 

The  Loyal  SubjeS,  and 

Ride  a  Wife  and  have  a  Wife. 

Volume  the  Fourth. 

The  Laws  of  Candy, 

The  Falfe  One, 

The  Little  French  Lawyer, 

Valentinian, 

Monfieur  Thomas. 

Volume 
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Volume  the  Fifth.    The  two  firft  Playt. 

The  Chances,  and 
Th*i  Bloody  Brother. 

Volume  the  Ninth.    The  two  laft  Plays. 

The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn,  and 
Cupid* s  Revenge, 

.Volume  the  Tenth. 

The  two  Noble  Kin/men,    • 

Thierry  and  Theodoret, 

The  Woman-Rater, 

The  Nice  Valour, 

The  Honefi  Man's  Fortune, 

The  Mafque, 

Four  Plays,  or  Moral  Reprefentations,  in  one. 

Mr.  Sympfon  printed  under  his  Inlpedion,  of 
Volume  the  Fifth,  the  four  laft  Plays, 

The  Wild  Goofe  Chafe, 
A  Wife  for  a  Months 
The  Lover's  Progrefs, 
The  Pilgrim. 

Volume  the  Sixth. 

The  Captain, 

The  Prophetefs, 

The  Queen  of  Corinth, 

Bonduca, 

The  Knight  of  the  Burning  Peflk. 

Volume  the  Seventh. 

Love's  Pilgrimage, 
The  Double  Marriage, 
The  Maid  in  the  Mill, 
The  Knight  of  Malta, 
The  Martial  Maid. 


Volume 


J 
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Volume  die  Eighth. 

Women  Pleas' d, 
The  Night-Walker* 
fbe  Woman's  Prize, 
The  IJl'and  Prince/s, 
Tie  Noble  Gentleman. 

Volume  the  Ninth.    The  four  firft  Plays. 

$be  Coronation, 

ftbe  Sea  Voyage,  •  v 

The  Coxcomb, 

Wit  at  fever  al Weapons. 


ERRATA. 

Page  10,  Line  30,  for  Right  read  Night 
117,     '     24,  for  World  read  Word  * 
1 3 1,  25,  for  Regarded  read  Rewarded 

138,  10,  for  Paft  read  Faft 

3  63,  20,  for  tfotf  read  f£tui 

25^>  9>  f°r  00W  rod  fi#  . 

341,  Line  the  laft,  inftead  of  Note  34,  read 
■  dry  Bones  can  reach  at  nothing  now, 

But  Gords  or  Nine-pint]  Gords,  i.  c.  Inftromcnts  of  Game  then  in  common  ufe  j 
wcattt  with  the  faine  Term  again  in  Slir^  Ad  I. 

Jf  Gord  and  Fullom  hdds. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSOIV  AS. 


MEN. 

* 

King  of  Rhodes. 

Lyfippus,  Bother  to  the  King. 

Amintor,  a  noble  Gentleman. 

Melantius,  \ 

tv  L-i  •       \  Brothers  to  Evadnc. 
Diphilus,    3 

Calianax,  an  old  humorous  Lord,  and  Father  to  Afpatia. 

w, } Gentkmn' 

Diagoras,  a  Servant  to  CaJianax. 


*>      S' 


W  O  M  E  ^ 


Evadnc,  Wife  to  Amintor. 

Afpatia,  Troth-plight  Wife  to  Amintor. 

„    "  .       f  Waiting-Gentlewomen  to  Afeatia. 
Olympias,  3  *  •  r 

Dula,  a  Lad/: 

\       Nght> 

Cynthia,  t   %jr  r 
.  1  >  Mafquers. 

Neptune/ 
iEolus, 

SCENE,    RHODES. 


THE 


T  HE 

M  A  I  D  V   T  R  AG  E  D  Y. 


A    C    T     I.       S    C    E    N    E    J. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Cleon,  Strato,  Lyfippus,  and  Dipbilus. 

S  T.R  ATO,' 

|HE  reft  are  making  ready,  Sir.    (:)  Lyf.  So 
let  them ; 
There's  Time  enough.    Dipb.  You  are  the 

Brother  to 
'  The  King,  my  Lord ;  we'll  take  your  Word. 
(2)  Lyf.  Strato,  thou  haft  fome  Skill  in  Poetry  •, 

(1)  Strat.  So  let  item  t  tbtrt'j  Tim*  tntugh. 
Riph.   You  art  the  Brother  to  the  King,   my  Lord  j 

We'll  take  your  Word.]  'Tis  very  early  to  begin  blundering 
■t  the  fecond  Line  of  thefirft  Play.  Strata  was  not  Brother  to  the  King, 
but  Lyfipptts.  This  Line  therefore  is  to  be  placed  to  LyjTffat,  and  not 
to  Strata  :  And  fo  it  ii  in  the  S^uarte  Edition  publiuYd  in  the  Year 
1619-  Another  Quarto  in  1650,  and  the  Folio  Edition  in  1679,  have 
rall'n  into  the  Error  of  placing  it  to  Strato. 

(2)  Lyf.  Strato,  thou  bafifim  Skill  in  Patty  j 

What  thinVfi  thm  of  a  Mafyue  ?  ]  It  (hould  be,  tU  Mafque. 
It  was  not  then  to  be  form'd ;  nor  does  the  Prince  mean  to  ask,  whe- 
ther it  will  be  well  to  have  One;  but  whether  This,  which  i*  pre- 
pared, will  be  a  good  One.  This  Stratfs  Anfwer  and  the  Sequel  of 
the  Play  plainly  mew.  Mr.  Seward. 

B  2  .     What 
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What  think'ft  thou  of  tjie  Mafque  ?  Will  it  be  well  ? 
Strat.  As  well  as  Mafque  can  be.     Lyf.  As  Mafqi 
can  be  ?     Strat.  Why,  yes ; 
They  muft  commend  their  King,  and  fpeak  in  Praife 
Of  the  Aflembly ;  blefs  the  Bride  aind  Bridegroom, 
In  Perfbn  of  fome  God  •,  they're  tyed  to  Rules 
Of  Flattery.     Cle.  See,  good  my  Lord,  who  is 
Return'd! 

Enter  Melantius. 

■ 

Lyf.  Noble  Melantius !  The  Land 
By  me  welcomes  thy  Virtues  home  to  Rhodes : 
.Thou,  that  with  Blood  abroad  buy'ft  us  our  Peace ! 
The  Breath  of  Kings  is  like  the  Breath  of  Gods ; 
My  Brother  wifh'd  thee  here,  and  thou  art  here  j 
He  will  be  e'en  too  kind,  and  weary  thee 
With  often  Welcomes ;  (3)  but  the  Time  doth  give  thee 
A  Welcome  above  his,  or  all  the  World's.    -      [of  min 

Mel.  My  Lord,  my  Thanks ;  but  thefe  fcratch'd  Limb 
Have  fpoke  k\y  Love  and  Truth  unto  my  Friends, 
More  than  my  Tongue  e'er  could.  My  Mind's  the  fame 
It  ever  was  to'  You ;  where Tfind Worth, 
I  love  the  Keeper  till  he,  let  it  go,  ^ 

And  then  I  follow  it.     ttipb.  Hail,  worthy  Brother ! 
He,  that  rejoices  not  at  your  Return  •       T, 
In  Safety,  is  mine  Enemy  for  ever..    <r 

Mel  I  thank  thee,.  Dipbilus :,  buf  thou- art  faulty  5 
I  lent  for  thee  to  exercife  thine  Arms,  '\Z\^       - 
Wit|i  me  at  P atria:  thou  cam'ft  not,  *  Dtfbilus: 
'Twas  ill.     Dipb.  My  noble  Brother,  my  Excufe 
Is  my  King's  ftraight  Command ;  which  you,  my  Lord, 
Can  witnefs  with  me.     JLyf.  'Tis  moft  true,  Melantius  * 
He  might  not  come,  till  the  Solemnity 
Of  this  great  Match  was  paft.  Dipb.  Have  you  heard  of  it 

Mel.  Yes  •,  and  have  given  caufe  to  thole,  that  here 
Envy  my  Deeds  abroad,  to  call  me  gamefome ; 


(3)  *  but  the  Time  doth  give  thee 

A  Welcome  above  this,  or  all  the  World's]  Lyfippus  is  fpcakfng 
in  particular  of  the  King,  his  Brother's,  Welcome  to  Melantius  %  there- 
fore, I  think,  I  have  adopted  the  genuine  Reading',  which  is  autho- 
rized by  the  2>uarto  in  16191  and  the  iecond  Imprefupn  in  1622. 

I  have 
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I  have  no  other  Bufinefs  here  at  Rhodes. 

Lyf.  We  have  a  Mafque  to  Night,  and  you  muft  tread 
A  Soldiers  Meafure. 

Mel.  Thefe  foft  and  filken  Wars  are  not  for  me ; 
The  Mufick  muft  be  fhrill,.  and  all  confiis'd, 
That  ftirs  my  Blood,  and  then  I  dance  with  Arms  : 
But  is  Amintor  wed  ?     Dipb.  This  Day. 

Mel.  All  Joys  upon  him !  for  he  is  my  Friend : 
(4)  ( Wond'r  not,  I  call  a  Man  fo  young  my  Friend ; ) 
His  Worth  is  great  \  Valiant  he  is,  and'  Temperate  j 
And  one  that  never  thinks  his  Life  his  own, 
If  his  Friend  need  it :  When  he  was  a  Boy, 
As  oft  as  I  return'd  (as,  without  Boaft, 
I  brought  hpme  Conqueft)  he  would  gaze  upon  me, 
And  view  me  round,  to  find  in  what  one  Limb 
The  Virtue  lay  to  do  thole  things  he  heard  : 
Then  would  he  wilh  to  fee  my  Sword,  and  feel 
The  auicknefs  of  the  Edge,  and  in  his  Hand 
Weign  it  •,  he  oft  would  make  me  fmile  at  this ; 
His  Youth  did  promife  mudi,  and  his  ripe  Years 
Will  fee  it  all  perform'd.  < 

Enter  Afpatia,  faffing  with  Attendants. 

Hail,  Maid  and  Wife ! 
Thou  fair  Afpatia!  may  the  holy  Knot, 
That  thou  haft  tyed  to  day,  laft  till  the  Hand 
Of  Age  undo  it!  may'ft  thou  bring  a  Race 
Unto  Amintor ,  that  may4  fill  the  World 
Succeffively  with  Soldiers !     Ajp.  My  hard  Fortunes 
Deferve  not  Scorn ;  for  I  was  never  proud, 
When  they  were  good.     Mel.  How  s  this  ?  * 

[Exit  Afp.  with  her  Attendants. 

Lyf.  You  are  miftaken,  . 

For  ihe's  not  married.     Mel.  You  laid,  Amintor  was, 

Dipb.  'Tistrue;  but —  Mil.  Pardon  me,  I  did  receive 
Letters  at  P atria  from*  my  Amintor , 

(4)  [Won<?r  not,  I  call  a  Ma(nfo  young  my  Friend ;)]  ThisVerfe, 
loft  in  the  modern  Editions,  I  have  retriev'^  from  the  ^uarto^s  of 
^19,  and  1650  ;  and  the  Folio  of  1679.  '  have  taken  the  Liberty  to 
give  it  its  true  Metre  and  Verification. 

'  B  3  That 
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That  he  fhould  many  her.    Dipb.  And  fo  it  flood 

In  all  Opinion  long  ;  but  your  Arrival 

Made  me  imagine,  you  had  heard  the  Change. 

Mel  Who  hath  he  taken  then  ?    Lyf.  A  Lady,  Sir, 
That  bears  the  Light  above  her,  and  ftrikes  dead 
'  With  Flalhes  of  her  Eye;  the  fair  Evadne% 
Your  virtuous  Sifter.  Mel.  Peace  of  Heart  betwixt  them ! 
But  this  is  ftrange.    Lyf.  The  King,  my  Brother,-  did  it 
To  honour  you ;  and  thefe  Solemnities 
Are  at  his  Charge. 

Mel.  'Tis  Royal,  like  himfelf ;  but  I  am  fad, 
My  Speech  bears  fo  unfortunate  a  Sound 
To  beautiful  Afpatia ;  there  is  Rage 
Hid  in  her  Father's  Breaft,  Calianax, 
Bent  long  ggainft  me ;  and  he  fhould  not  think, 
If  I  could  call  it  back,  that  I  would  take 
So  bafe  Revenges,  as  to  fcorn  the  State 
Of  his  negle&ed  Daughter :  Holds  he  ftill 
His  Greatnefs  with  the  King  ?     Lyf.  Yes;  but  this  Lady 
Walks  difcontented,  with  her  watry  Eyes 
J  Bent  on  the  Earth :  The  unfrequented  Woods 
I  Are  her  Delight ;  where,  when  fhe  fees  a  Bank 
Stuck  fall 'of  Flowers,  fhe  with  a  Sigh.will  tell 
Her  Servants  what  a  pretty  place  it  were 
To  bury  Lovers  in ;  and  make  her  Maids 
Pluck  'em,  and  ftrow  her  over  like  a  Corfe. 
She  carries  with  her  an  infe&ious  Grief, 
That  ftrikes  all  her  Beholders ;  fhe  will  fing 
The  moumfuPft  things  that  ever  Ear  hath  heard, 
And  figh,  and  fing  again ;  and  when  the  reft 
Of  our  young  Ladies,  in  their  wanton  Blood, 
Tell  mirthful  Tales  in  Courfe  that  fill  the  Room 
With  Laughter,  fhe  will  with  fo  fad  a  Look 
Bring  forth  a  Story  of  the  filent  Death 
Of  fbme  forfaken  Virgin ;  which  her  Grief 
Will  put  in  fuch  a  Phrafe,  that,  e'er  fhe  end, 
She'll  fend  them  weeping  one  by  one  away. 

(5)  Mel.  She  has  a  Brother  under  my  Command, 

•  Like 

(5)  She  has  a  Brother,  under  my  Command, 

Like  her  5]  The  Criticks  in  all*  Ages,  upon  Dramatic k  Poems, 

have 
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Like  her ;  a  Face,  as  womanifli  as  hers  -,  ,  - 

But  with  a  Spirit  that  hath  much  out-grown 
The  number  of  his  Years. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Qe.  My  Lord,  the  Bridegroom ! 

Mel.  I  might  run  fiercely,  not  more  haftfly, 
Upon  my  Foe :  I  love  thee  well,  Amintor^ 
My  Mouth  is  much  too  oarrow  for  my  Hqut ; 
I  joy  to  look  upon  thofe  Eyes  of  thine ; 
Thou  art  my  Friend,  but  my  diforder'd  Speech 
Cuts  off  my  Love.    Amin.  Thou  art  Metantius ; 
All  Love  is  fpoke  in  that.   A  Sacrifice 
To  thank  the  Gods,  Melantius  is  return'd 
In  Safety !  —  Vidtory  fits  on  his  Sword, 
As  fhe- was  wont ;  may  flie  build  there  and  dwell, 
And  may  thy  Armour  be,  as  it  hath  been, 
Only  thy  Valour  and  thy  Innocence ! 
What  endlefe  Treafures  would  our  Enemies  give, 
That  I  mi^it  hold  thee  ftill  thus !     Mel.  Pm  but  poor 
In  Words,  but  credit  me,  young  Man,  thy  Mother 

have  laid  it  down  for  a  Rule,  that  an  Incident  fhould  be  prepared,  but 
not  prevented;  that  is,  not  forefeen,  fo  as  to  take  off  the  Surprize: 
For  then  the  whole  Pleafure  of  the  Incident  is  pall'd,  and  has  no  Efie& 
upon  the  Audience  or  Readers.  Thefe  Preparatives,  therefore,  muft 
feem  by  Chance  to  the  Spectators,  tho'  they  are  always  defignedly 
thrown  in  by  the  Poet.  "  In  mult  is  Oeconomia  Comicontm  Poetarnm 
"  it  a  ft  habet.  nt  Caftt  puttt  Spe8ator  vtniji  pud  Confilio  Scripts 
€€  rum  faSum  fit ;"  fays  Donatus  upon  Terence.  This  is  the 
moft  artful  Preparation,  that  I  remember  in  all  Beaumont  and  Flttcbtr** 
Plays,  for  an  Incident  which  is  in  no  kind  (ufpe&ed.  Melantius  fays, 
he  has  a  Brother  of  AJpatia  under  his  Command,  molt  like  her  in  the 
Softnefs  of  Face  and  Feature.  This  Brother  never  appears  in  any  Scene 
thro'  the  Play :  But  when  Ajbatiacomts  in  Boy's  Cloaths  to  fight  with 
Ami n  tor,  to  obtain  her  Death  from  his  Hand,  and  tells  him, 

For  till  the  Change  of  War  marked  this  fmooth  Fact 

With  thefe  few  §le  mi/be s>  People  'would  call  mt 

My  Sifter**  Picture ;  and  her  ^  minei  InJbort9 

I  am  the  Brother  to  the  wrong' d  Afpatia. 
This  Fore- Mention  of  the  Brother,  here,  makes  the  Incident  the  more 
probable,  and  ftriking ;  as  Amintor  muft  have  heard  of  fuch  a  Bro- 
ther, and  could  have  no  Suspicion  that  he  was  going  to  draw  his 
Sword  againft  Afpatia.  The  Audience  are  equally  amufed  with  the 
Fallacy. 

B  4  Could 
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Could  do  no  more  but  weep  for  Joy  to  fee  thee  i '[         ^  *|j 
After  long  Abfence;  .all  the  Wounds  I  have  -        ..^ v% , 

Fetch'd  not  fo  much  away,  nor  all  the  Cries  *  ?| 

Of  widowed  Mothers  too;  but  this  is  Peace ;  \i 

And  that  was  War*    '4mm. I  Pardon,  thou  holy  God  1 

Of  Marriagerbed,  and  frown  not,  I  amforc'd^ 
In  anfwer  of  fuch  noble  Tears  as  thofe, 
tTo  weep  upon  my  Wedding-day. 

(6)  Mel.  I  fear,  thou  art  grown  too  fickle ;  for,  I  hear, 
rA  Lady  mourns  for  thee ;  Men  fay,  to  Death ; 
Forfaken  of  thee ;  on  what  terms,  I  know  not. 

Amin;  She  had  my  Promife,  but  the  Ring  forbad  it  j 
'And  made  me  make  this  worthy  Change;  thy  Sifter, 
Accompanied  with  Graces  far  above  her  $  ,    ;.. 

With  whom  I  long  to  lofe  my  lufty  Youth, 
And  grow  old  in  her  Arms.    Met,  Be  jirofperofifc?  ■- 

Enter  Meflenger. 

Me][.  ,  My  Lord,  the  Mafquers  rage  for  you. 

Lyf.  We  are  gone;    Clem*  Strut o,  Dipbilus,  — — 

{Exeunt  Lyfippus,  Gleon,  Strato,  and  EHphilus* 

\Amin.  We'll  all  attena  you :  We  fhall  trouble  You 
With  our  Solemnities.    Mel.  Not  fo^  Jmintor^  \ 

But  if  you  laugh  at  my  rude  Carriage  ]  * 

In  Peace,  Pll  do  as  much  for  you  in  War, 
When  you  come  thither.     Yet  I  have  a  Miftrefs, 
To  bring  to  your  Delights  j  rough  though  I  am, 
I  have  a  Miftrefs,  and  fhe  has  a  Heart, 
She  lays  j  but,  truft  me,  it  is  Stone,  no  better ; 
(7)  There'5  no  place  I  can  challenge  gentle  in't. 

But 

.  ■   * 

{6)  Mel.  I  fear,  thou  art  grown  too  fick ;  for  I  hear  ^  This  Verfe 
"halts  in  the  Metre,  thro'  a  flight  Corruption  in  the  modern  Editions. 
The  oldeft  Quarto,  in  1619,  has  k,  cruel:  but  the  next,  in  1622, 
fickle ;  from  which  Word  it  was  miftakenly  alter'd  to  fick, 

(7)  There  is  no  Place  that  I  can  challenge  #V/.]    The  Quarto,  ii| 
1619*  reads  it  thus; 

Thereof  no  Place  that  I  can  challenge,  Gentlemen. 
But  the  Gentlemen  were  all  gone  off,  except  Himfelf  and  Amintor.     I 
believe,  from;  the  Traces  of  the  old  Text,  that  the  Emendation,  which 
I  have  ventured  to  adopt,  may  reftore  the  Authors*  genuine  Reading  :  . 
and,  as  it  is  confbnant  in  Serife  to  what  he  fays  in  the  preceding  Verfe, 

'    *  i:  '.:.  1  hope, 
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you  ftand  ftill,  and  here  my  way  lies.  [Exeunt fever  ally. 

Enter  Calianax  with  Diagoras. 

j^   I.  Gi/.  Diagoras,  look  to  the  Doors^  better  For  lhame ; 
f  you  let  in;  all  the  World,  and  anon  the  King  will  rail  at 
I.  me ;  why,  very  well  laid ;  by  Jove>  the  King  will  have 
uxkm  Show  iW  Court. 
p  .    Diagt,  Why  do  you  fwear  fo,  myLond? 
Ilfou  know,  he'll  have  it  here. 

Col.  By  this  Light,  if  he  be  wife,  he  will  not, 
Diag.  And  if  he  will  not  be  wife,  you  are  forfworn. 
: :  *£$. :  One  tn&y  wear  out  his  Heart  with  Swearing,  and 
thanks  on  no  fide ;  I'll  be  gone,  look  to't,  who  will. 
&iag;  My  Lordj  I  fliall  never  keep  them  out. 
Prayv  ftey ;  your  Ijooks  will  terrify  them. 
/..  Cal.  I^fy  Looks  terrify  thetn,  you  Coxcdmbly  Afs,  you! 
m  be  judg'd  by  all  the  Company,  whether  thou  haft  not 
aworfe'FSethanl— 

piag.  I  mean,  becaufe  they  know  you  and  your  Office. 

\dpal.  Office!  I  would  I  could  put  it  off;  I  am  fure,  I 

Jwfeat.quite  tlirough  my  Office.  I  might  have  madfc  room 

at  my  Daughter's  Wedding,  they  ha'  riear  kilTd  her  a- 

mong  them.  And  now  I  muft  do  fervice  for  him  that  hath 

jforfaken  her ;  ferve,  that  will.  [Exit  Calianax. 

Diag.  He's  fo  humorous  fince  his  Daughter  was  for- 

fakenr  hark,  hark;  there,  there;  fo,  fo; 

What  now?  [Knock  within. 

.MakOpen  the  Door.  Diag.  Who's  there  ?  Mel.  Melantius. 

tiiag*  1  frope,  your  Lordfhip  brings  no  Troop  with 

you ;  tor,  if  you  do,  I  muft  return  them. 

<  Eiptr  Melantius,  and  a  Lady, 

t  Mel.  None  but  this- Lady,  Sir. 

Diag.  The  Ladies v are  all  plac'd  above*  faye  thofe  that 
I  come  in  the  King's  Troop  j  the  beft  gf  Rhodes  fit  there, 
f    *nd  there*s  room. 

Mel.  I  thank  you,  Sir.  When  I  have  feen  you  plac'd, 


I;  $  Jibpc,  the  Change  will  not  be  look'd  upon  as  an  arbitrary  Con- 
|;  je&ure.  By  gentle  we  muft  undcrftandy^},  inoppofitiontotheHard- 
\43P&tf  Stone. 

£•£.'-  Madam, 


frlT*' 
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Madam,  I  muft  attend  upon  the  King;  * 
But,  the  Mafque  done,  I'll  wait  on  you  again. 

Diag.  Stand  back  there,  room  for  my  Lord  Melantius ; 
pray,  bear  back;  this  is  no  place  for  fiiph  Youths  and 
their  Trulls  •,  let  the  Doors  be  fhut  ag^h ;  no !  do  your 
Heads  itch  ?  Til  fcratch  them  for  you :  fo,  now  thruft 
and  hang :  again, — who  is't  now  ?  I  cannot  blame  my  Lord 
Calianax  for  going  away;  Vould,  he  were  here!  he  would 
run  raging  among  them,  and  break  a  dozen  wifer  Heads 
than  his  own  in  the  twinkling  of  an  Eye:  what's  the 
news  now  ? 

Within.]  I  pray,  can  you  help  me  to  the  Speech  of  the 
Mafter-Cook? 

Diag.  If  I  open  the  Door,  I'll  cook  fome  of  your 
Calves-heads.  Peace,  Rogues.  —  again,  —  who  is't  ? 

Mel.  Melantius.  [Within. 

Enter  Calianax. 

Cal.  Let  him  not  in. 

Diag.  O,  my  Lord,  I  muft ;  make  room  there  for  my 
Lord.    Is  your  Lady  plac'd  ?  [To  Met 

Mel.  Yes,  Sir, 
I  thank  you.     My  Lord  Calianax,  well  met ; 
Your  caufelefs  Hate  to  me,  I  hope,  is  buried. 

Cal.  Yes,  I  do  fervice  for  your  Sifter  here, 
That  brings  my  own  poor  Child  to  timelefs  Death  * 
She  loves  your  Friend  Amintor,  fuch  another 
Falle-hearted  Lord  as  your     Mel.  You  do  me  wrong* 
A  moft  unmanly  one,  and  I  am  flow 
In  taking  Vengeance ;  but  be  well  advis'd. 

Cal.  It  may  be  fo :  Who  plac'd  the  Lady  there, 
So  near  the  prefence  of  the  King  ?      Mel.  I  did. 

Cal.  My  Lord,  flie  muft  not  fit  there.     Mel.  Why  ? 

Cal.  The  place  is  kept  for  Women  of  more  Worth. 

Mel.  More  Worth  than  fhe  ?  it  misbecomes  your  Age, 
And  Place,  to  be  thus  womanifli ;  forbear ; 
What  you  have  (poke,  I  am  contept  to  think 
The  Palfey  (hook  your  Tongue  to.    Cal.  Why,  'tis  well, 
If  I  ftand  here  to  place  Men's  Wenches  for  them. 

Mel.  *  I  fhall  forget  this  Place,  thy  Age,  my  Safety, 

And 
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And,  thorough  all,  cut  that  poor  fickly  Week, 
Thou  haft  to  live,  away  from  thee. 

Col.  Nay,  I  know, 
You  can  fight  for  your  Whore.     MeL  B^te  me  the  King* 
And  be  he  Flelh  and  Blood,  he  lyes,  that  fays  it ; 
Thy  Mother  at  fifteen  was  black  and  finful 
To  her.     Diag.  Good  my  Lord !  [Man, 

MeL  Some  God  pluck  threefcore  Years  from  that  fond 
That  I  may  kill  him,  and  not  ftain  mine  Honour  * 
It  is  the  Curie  of  Soldiers,  that  in  Peace 
(8)  They  fhall  be  brav'd  by  fuch  ignoble  Men, 
As  (if  the  Land  were  troubled)  would  with  Tears 
And  Knees  beg  Succour  from  'em.    'Would,  that  Blood 
(That  Sea  of  Blood)  that  I  have  loft  in  fight, 
Were  running  in  thy  Veins,  that  it  might  make  thee 
Apt  to  fay  lefs,  or  able  to  maintain, 
Shouldft  thou  fay  more !— This  Rhodes,  I  fee,  is  nought 
But  a  Place  privileg'd  to  do  Men  Wrong. 

CaL  Ay,  you  may  fay  your  Pleafure. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Amin.  What  vile  Wrong 
Has  ftirr'd  my  worthy  Friend,  who  is  as  flow 
To  fight  with  Words,  as  he  is  quick  of  Hand  ? 

MeL  That  heap  of  Age,  which  J  fhould  reverence 
If  it  were  temperate ;  but  tefty  Years 
Are  moft  contemptible.    Amin.  Good  Sir,  forbear. 

CaL  There  is  juft  fuch  another  as  yourfelf. 

Amin.  He  will  wrong  you,  or  me,  or  any  Man  % 
And  talk  as  if  he  had  no  Life  to  lofe, 
Since  this  our  Match :  The  King  is  coming  in ; 
I  would  not  for  more  Wealth  than  I  enjoy, 
He  fhould  perceive  you  raging ;  he  did  hear, 
You  were  at  difference  now,  which  haftned  him. 

CaL  Make  room  there. — -        [Hobcyes  play  within. 

(8)  Tbeyjball  be  brain' d  by  fuch  ignoble  Men,]  Thus,  &U  the  vulgar 
and  modern  Editions :  But  fuch  ignoble  Men,  as  Mtlantitu  is  de- 
fcribing,  durft  not  knock  a  Soldier's  Brains  out;  tho*  they  might 
venture  to  infult  him.  The  Quarto  of  1619  2*ves  us  *ke  genuinc 
Reading,  which  I  have  inferted  in  the  Text. 

Enter 
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Enter  King,  Evadne,  Afpatia,  Lords  and  Ladies. 

King.  Melantius,  thou  art  welcome,  and  my  Love 
Is  with  thee  ftill ;  but  this  is  not  a  Place 
To  brabble  in ;  Calianax^  join  hands. 

Cal.  He  fhall  not  have  my  hand.    King.  This  is  no  time 
To  force  you  to  it ;  I  do  love  you  Both : 
CaHanaXj  you  look  well  to  your  Office ; 
And  you,  Melantius>  are  welcome  home. 
Begin  the  Mafque. 

Mel.  Sifter,  I  joy  to  fee  you,  and  your  Choice. 
You  look'd  with  my  Eyes  when  you  took  that  Man ; 
Be  happy  in  him !  {Recorders  play. 

Evad.  O  my  deareft  Brother! 
Your  Prefence  is  more  joyful  than  this  Day 
Can  be  unto  me. 

THE     MASQUE. 

Nig  h  t  rifes  in  Mifts. 

Night.  Our  Reign  is  now  -,  for  in  the  quenching  Sea 
The  Sun  is  drown'd,  and  with  him  fell  the  Day ; 
Bright  Qnthia,  hear  my  Voice  •,  I  am  the  Night, 
For  whom  thou  bear'ft  about  thy  borrow'd  Light ; 
Appear,  no  longer  thy  pale  Vifage  fhroud, 
But  ftrike  thy  Silver  Horns  quite  through  a  Cloud, 
And  fend  a  Beam  upon  my  fwarthy  Face ; 
By  which  I  may  difcover  all  the  Place 
And  Perlbhs,  and  how  many  longing  Eyes 
Are  come  to  wait  on  our  Solemnities.       [Enter  Cinthia. 
How  dull  and  black  am  I  ?  Can  I  not  find 
This  Beauty  without  thee,  am  I  fo  blind  ? 
Methinks,  they  fliew  like  to  thofe  Eaftern  Streaks 
That  warn  us  hence,  before  the  Morning  breaks  •, 
Back,  my  pale  Servant,  for  thefe  Eyes  know  how 
To  fhoot  far  more  and  quicker  Rays  than  thou.  k 

Cintb.  Great  Queen,  they  be  a  Troop  for  whom  alone 
One  of  my  cleareft  Moons  I  have  put  on ; 
A  Troop,  that  looks  as  if*  thyfelf  and  I 
.Had  pluckt  our  Reins  in,  arid  our  Whips  laid  by, 

To 
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*To  gaze  upon  thefe  Mortals,  that  appear 
Brighter  than  we.     Night.  Then  let  us  keep  'em  here  j 
And  never  more  our  Chariots  drive  away, 
But  hold  our  Places,  and  out-fhine  the  Day. 

Cintb.  Great  Queen  of  Shadows,  you  are  pleas'd  to  fpeak 
Of  more  than  may  be  done ;  we  may  not  break 
The  Gods'  Decrees,  but  when  our  time  is  come, 
Muft  drive  away,  and  give  the  Day  our  room. 
(9)  Yet,  while  our  Reign  lafts,  let  us  ftretch  our  Pow'r 
To  give  our  Servants  one  contented  Hour, 
With  fuch  unwonted  folemn  Grace  and  State, 
As  may  for  ever  after  force  them  hate 
Our  Brother's  glorious  Beams ;  and  wi(h  the  Night 
Crown' d  with  a  thoufand  Stars,  and  our  cold  Light : 
For  almoft  all  the  World  their  fervice  bend 
To  Phoebus,  and  in  vain  my  Light  I  lend  5 
Gaz'd  on  unto  my  Setting  from  my  Rife 
Almoft  of  none,  but  of  unquiet  Eyes. 

Night.  Then  fhine  at  full,  fair  Queen,  and  by  thy  Pow'r 
Produce  a  Birth,  to  crown  this  happy  hour, 
Of  Nymphs  and  Shepherds ;  let  their  Songs  difcover, 
Eafy  and  fweet,  who  is  a  happy  Lover  •, 
Or, /if  thou  woo't,  thine  own  Endymion 
From  the  fwe^t  flow'ry  Bank  he  lies»upon,   ./ 
On  Latmus'  top,  thy  pale  Beams  drawn  away  5 
And  of  this  long  Night  let  him  make  a  Day.       '  [mine, 

Cinth.  Thou  drfcafn'ft,  darkQueen ;  that  fair  Boy  was  not 
Nor  went  I  doWn  to  kifs  him ;  Eafe  arid  Wine 
Have  bred  thefe  bold  Tales ;  Poet9,  when  they  rage,     , 
Turn  Gods  to  Men,  and  make  an  FJour  an  Age ; 
But  I  will  give  a  greater  State  and  Glory, 
And  raife  to  time  a  nobler  Memory 
Of  what  thefe  Lovers  are :  Rife,  rife,  I  fey, 
(10)  Thou  Pow'r  of  Deeps,  thy.  Surges  lade  away, 

Neptum% 

(9)  Yet  while  our Reign  lafts,  &c]  This  and  the  nine  fubfequent 
Verfes  are  wanting  in  the  old  Quarto  of  1619:  But  we  meet  with 
them  in  that  of  1630. 

{10)  —  thy  Surgss  laid  away,"}  The  printed  Word  hitherto  has 
been,  laid  \  but  I  think  it  fcarce  Senfe,  'Neptune  in  leaving  the  Ocean 
is  never  fuppofed  either  to  .bring  his  Surges  with  him,  or  lay  them 

afide, 
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Neptune,  great  King  of  Waters,  and  by  me 

Be  proud  to  be  commanded.  [Neptune  rifes*-* 

Nept.  Cintbia,  fee, 
Thy  word  hath  fetch'd  me  hither ;  let  me  know, 
Why  I  afcend. 

Gntb.  Doth  this  Majeftick  Show 
Give  thee  no  knowledge  yet  ?      Nept.  Yes,  now  I  fe& 
Something  intended  (Cintbia)  worthy  thee  ; 
Go  on,  PU  be  a  Helper.       Gntb.  Hie  thee  then, 
And  charge  the  Wind  fly  from  his  rocky  Den. 
Let  loofe  thy  Subjefts  ;  only  Boreas, 
Too  foul  for  our  Intention,  as  he  was, 
Still  keep  him  faft  chain'd  ;  we  muft  have  none  here 
But  vernal  Blafts,  and  gentle  Winds  appear ; 
Such  as  blow  Flow'rs,  and  through  the  glad  Boughs  ftfig 
Many  foft  welcomes  to  the  lufty  Spring. 
Thefe  are  our  Mufick :  Next,  thy  watry  Race 
Bring  on  in  Couples;  (we  are  pleas'd'to  grace 
This  noble  Night,)  each  in  their  richeft  things 
Your  own  Deeps,  or  the  broken  Veflel,  brings ; 
Be  prodigal,  and  I  fhall  be  as  kind, 
And  fliine  at  full  upon  you. 

( 1 1 )  Nept.  Ho !  the  Wind-    [Enter  Mollis  out  of  a  Rock. 
Commanding  JEolus !    Mol.  Great  Neptune !    Nept.  He. 

Mol.  What  is  thy Will?  Nept.  We  do  command  thee  free 

afide,  but  barely  to  leave  them.  The  Word  lade  will  fignify  his  part- 
ing the  Waves  with  his  Trident  to  give  him  a  free  Paiuge ;  which  is 
an  Image  quite  poetical !  Mr.  Seward. 

(il)  Ho!  the  Wind! 

Commanding  iEolus !  ]  All  the  Editions  have  mtftaken  the  Inten- 
tion of  the  Authors  here.  'Tis  well  known,  JBohts,  in  poetick  Fa- 
ble, was  the  Matter  and  Controuler  of  the  Winds ;  which  he  was 
fuppofed  to  keep  bound  in  a  Cave,  and  to  let  loofe  upon  the  Ocean  as 
he  was  commanded  by  Neptune.  He  is  therefore  call'd  here  the 
Wind^commanding  jEalus;  a  compound  Adjettive  which  muft  be 
wrote  with  an  Hyphen,  as  I  have  reformed  the  Text.  The  Editors 
were  led  into  a  Miflake  by  the  Word  being  divided,  and  put  into  two 
Lines  for  the  Preservation  of  the  Rhyme.  I  ought  to  take  Notice, 
for  two  Reafons,  that  both  Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Sympfon  join'd  witfe 
me  in  darting  this  Correftion  :  Becaufe  it  is  doing  Juiiice  to  the  Sa- 
gacity of  my  Friends  v  and,  befides,  it  is  certainly  a  great  Confirma- 
tion of  the  Truth  of  an  Emendation,  where  three  Perfons,  all  diftant 
from  one  another,  ftrike  out  the  fame  Obfervation. 

Favonius, 
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Fa<voniuS)  and  thy  milder  Winds,  to  wait 
Upon  our  Cintbia ;  but  tie  Boreas  ftraight ; 
(1  2)  He's  too  rebellious.     ASol.  I  (hall  do  it.    Nept.  Do. 
JEol.  Great  Mafter  of  the  Flood,  and  all  below, 

THy  full  Command  has  taken. rHo!  the  Main! 

Neptune ! —  Nept.  Here.    jEoL  Boreas  has  broke  his  Chain, 
And,  fhuggling  with  the  reft,  has  got  away. 

Nept.  Let  him  alone,  FU  take  him  up  at  Sea  5 
I  -will  not  long  be  thence •,  go  once  again, 
And  call  out  of  the  bottoms  of  the  Main 
"Blue  Proteus ',  and  the  reft  *,  charge  them  put  on 
Their  greateft  Pearls,  and  the  moft  fparkling  Stone 
The  beaten  Rock  breeds ;  'till  this  Night  is  done 
By  me  a  folemn  honour  to  the  Moon. 
Fly,  like  a  full  Sail.  Md.  I  am  gone.  Gntb.  Dark  Night, 
Strike  a  full  Silence,  do  a  thorough  right 
To  this  great  Chorus ;  that  our  Mufick  may 
Touch  high  as  Heav'n,  and  make  the  Eaft  break  Day 
At  Mid-night.  [  Mufick, 

SONG. 

Cinthia,  to  thy  Power;  and  Tbei> 

We  obey. 
~Jcy  to  this  great  Company! 

And  no  Day 
Come  to  fteal  this  Night  away, 

«  ' 

(12)  Nept.  Do,  gnat  Mafier  of  the  Flood,  and  all  below* 
^  full  Command  has  taken.      JEoL  Ho!  the  Main!']    I  have 
Tcnturd  at  a  fmall,  but,  as  I  think,  at  a  very  neceflary  Tranfpofi- 
tion  hare  i*  the  Chara&ers  fpeaking.    How  can  Neptune  with  any. 

*     "       *"   ~  "  "iter  ■   - 

oetica 

, ,  .        fuppc 

Winds ;  a  fort  of  limitary  Charge,  in  which  he  was  a  Subftitute  to 
Neptune.  In  fhort,  I  believe  that  the  Poets  intended,  fo  foon  as  Nep- 
tune had  given  out  his  Orders,  jEolus,  (whofe  Operations  as  a  God 
were  not  confined  to  Time  and  vulgar  Motion;)  ihould  immedf- 
ately  tell  Neptune  his  Commands  were  obey'd  ;  and  then  finding  that 
Boreas  had  efcap'd  amongft  the  other  Winds,  He  calls  out  again  to 
acquaint  Neptune  with  it.  Thus  all  i$  dear,  and  they  a&  in  their 
diftintt  proper  Offices. 


IISTT^TI 


16  The  Maid's  Tragedy. 

'fill  the  Rites  of  Love  are  ended; 
And  the  lufty  bridegroom  fay,  / 

Welcome \  Lights  of  all  befriended. 
Poet  out,  you  watry  Powers  below. 

Let  your  Feet, 
Lake  the  G allies  wbgi  they  row> 

Even  beat. 
Let  your  unknown  Meafures,  fet 
'    To  the  fiill  Winds,  tell  to  all, 
That  Gods  are  come,  immortal,  great, 

To  honour  this  great  Nuptial. 

The  Meafure,      ,  Second  Song, 

Hold  back  thy  Hours,  old  Night,  till  we  have  done  * 

The  Day  will  come  too  foon  •,         •* 
Toung  Maids  will  curfe  thee  if  thou  fteaVfi  away, 
(13)  And  leav'ft  their  JLoffes  open  to  the  Day. 

Stay,  ftty,  and  hide  ^ 

»      The  Blufhes  of  the  Bride.  ,.■'*. 

Stay,  gentle  Night,  and  with  thy  Darknefs  covet 

The  Kijfeiqf  her -Lover. 
Stay,  and  confound  her  Tears,  and  her  fhrill  (dryings ^ 
Her  weak  Denials,  Vows,  and  often  Dyings \  ';:_  j 

Stay,  and  hide  all;  . 

But  help  not,  though  fhe call.  /".\  /;    ■' ' 

(14)  NepL  Gre^t  Qjieen  of  ue  and  H?av*n,  hjar  what 
I  bring       ^ 
To  make  this  hour  a  full  ofte.   Gntb.  Speaks  Sea's  King. 

Nepu 

■  "■  •:  - .    *      -  ■.- 

(13)  And  lean? ft  their  Blufhes]  As  the  Word  Blujbes  immediately 
recurrs,  I  have  chofe  to  adopt  the  Reading  of  the  old  $>uarto  of  16 19, 
Loffes.  1.  e.  *r  Maidens  will  curfe  thee,  Night,  if  thou  leav'ft  the  Lofo 
*'  of  their  Virginity  open  to  the  Days  Stay  therefore,  and  hide  the 
"  Bride's  Blujbis.r 

(14)  Great  Queen  of  us  and  Heaven,  , 
•    Hear  what  I  bring  to  make  this  hour  a  full  onet 

If  not  her  meafure.- — —  Cinth.  Speak,  Sea*s  King. 
This  PafTage,  I  am  afraid,  has  been  fadly  mangled :  The  Verfe  and 
Rhyme  have  been  difconcerted ;  and  the  Senfe  quite  loft  by  aa  extraor- 
dinary Interpolation.    I  think,  I  have  apply'd  a  Remedy  to  both* 
What  can  be*  the  meaning  of  making  this  kw/^a  full  one;  if  nit  her 

^***  Meafure? 

X 
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(15)  *2S8gtf .  The  Tunes  my  Amphitrite  jojns  tor  hare, 
When  fhe  will  dance  upon  the  rifing  Wave,  ;  -  y  - 
And  court  roc  as  fhe  fails.     My  Tritons,  play   \-\ 
Mufick  talead  a  Storm ;  I'll  lead  the  way. 

[Mafqiiers  dance-,  Neptune leads it*. 

SONG.         Meafure. 
To  Bed,  to  Bed-,  come,  Hymen,  lead  the  Bride, 

And  lay  her  by  her  Husband's  Side: 

Bring  in  the  Virgins  every  one, 

That  grieve  to  lie  alone : 
That  they  may  kifs  while  they  may  fay,  a  Afaid; 

To-morrow,  'twill  be  other  kift,  and  /aid: 

Hefperus  be  long  a  fbining, 

Whilfi  thefe  Lovers  are  a  twining. 

JEol  Ho!  Neptune!  Nept.  jEoIus! 

jEoL  The  Seas  go'high, 
Boreas  hath  rais'd  a Ikorm ;  go  and  apply 
Thy  Trident,  elfe,  I  prophefy,  e'er  Day 
Many  a  tall  Ship  will  be  caft  away : 
Defcend  with  all  thy  Gods,  and  all  their  Power, 
(16)  To  ftrike  a  Calm.  Cinth.^Wc  thank  you  for  this  Hour : 
My  Favour  to  you  all.     To  #gratulate 
So  great  a  Service  done  at  my  defire, 
Ye  fhall  lhave  many  Floods,  fuller  and  higlief 

Meafure?  L  e.  if  not  a  fall  on©?  The  Words  arc  certainly  to  bt 
ftruck  out.  Some  careful  Annotator  had  made  a  marginal  Quare,  at 
the  Clofe  of  the  fecond  Song  \  If  not  berMeafurt:  i.  e.  Whether  this 
Meafure  is  not  to  be  fung  by  Cintbia ;  as  it  undoubtedly  is :  But  the 
Note  of  Reference  to  this  $>u*re  being  forgot,  it  was  miftaken  at  Preft 
for  a /art  of  the  Text,  and  cafually  clap'd  to  Neptune'%  Speech. 

(15)  Thy  Tunes  my  Amphitritc  joys  to  have 
When  they  will  dance  upon  tbe  rifing  Wave, 

.  And  court  me  as  the  Sails.  faiV.]  The  Reformation,  in  thefe  four 
Lints  of  Neptune,  from  the  vulgar  Editions,  are  prefcribed  by  the  in- 
genious Mr.  Seward  s  they  are,  as  he  fays,  extremely  Pidurefque* 
and,  if  exprefs'd  as  well  in  Colouring,  would  rival  the  Jets  and 
Galatea  of  Raphael, 

( 1 6)  Tojlriie  a  Call  ]  This  is  Nonfenfe.  The  two  <%uarto's  o(j6tg  and 
1 630  come  in  to  our  AlTiftaiice,  who  both  read  a  Calm.  As  the  Rhymes 

are  interrupted  in  the  fubfequent  Speech  of  Cintbia,  Something  muft  be 
loll ;  a  Defecl  which  is  not  to  be  fupplied  by  Conjecture.  Both  Mr.  Seward 
and  Mr.  Sympfon  hit  upon  the  Emendation  authorized  by  the  old  Copies. 

Vol.  I.  C  Than 
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Ttum.  yon  Jiave  vrifhed  for*  no  Ebb  fhall  dire 
To  let  the  Day  fee  where  your  Dwellings  are : 
Now  back  urtto  your  Government  in  hafte, 
Left  your  proud  Charge  ftiould  fwell  above  the  Wafte, 
And  wk  xip&n  the  Bland.    Nept.  We  obey. ' 

[Neptune  defcends,  and  the  Sea-Gods. 
Cinth.  Hold  up  thy  Head,  dead  Night ;  feeft  thou  not 
The  Eaft  begins  to  lighten ;  I  rauft  down,  [Day  ? 

And  give  my  Brother  Place.    Night.  Oh!  I  could  frown 
To  fee  the  Day,  the  Day  that  flings  his  light 
Upon  my  Kingdom,  and  contemns  old  Night ; 

(17)  LetJiim  go  60  and  flame;  I  hope  to  fee 
Another  Wild-fire  in  his  Axktree  ; 

And  all  fall  drench'd :  But  I  forget ;  fpeak,  Queen ; 
The  Day  grows  on,  I  muff  no  more  be  feen. 

Cm.  HeaVe  up  thy  drbufy  Hea$  again,  and  fee 
A  greater  Light,  a  greater  Majefty, 

(18)  Between  our  Set  and  us ;  whip  tip  thy  Team  -, 
The  Day  breaks  here,  and  yon  fame  flalhing  Stream 
Shot  from  the  South ;  fey,  wih  thou  go  ?  which  way  ? 

Night.  Til  vtoilh  into  Mifts.  [Exit. 

;    KMh.  I  intb  Day.        #  {Exit.  Mafyue  ends. 

King.  Take  lights  there ;  Ladies,  get  the  Bride  to  Bed  * 
We  wll  not  fee  you  hid.    Good-n§it,  Amnt&r9 
We'll  eafe  "you  of  that  tedious  Ceremony ; 
Were  it  my  Cafe,  I  fhouJd  think  Time  run  flow. 
If  thou  be'ft  Noble,  Youth,  get  me  a  Boy, 
That  may  dtfend  my  Kingdom  from  my  Foes. 

Amin.  All  Happineis  to  you ! 

King .  Good-dgat,  Mekntius.  [Exefcnt* 

(17)  ■■      ■■'  I  hope  to  fee 

.<.   Another  Wild-fire  in  his  Axktree, 

And  all  falfe  drencti '</;]  This  alludes  to  the  Fable  of  Phaeton* 
Wrowing  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun,  anci  fetting  the  World  on  Fire. 
The  old  Quarto's  have  it  right,  And  all  fall  drench*  d\  For  Phaeton, 
and  the  Chariot,  both  fell  headlong  from  the  Sky  into  the  Ocean. 

(i§)  Between  our  Seft  and  us{}  This  is  Nonfenfe.  The  Night  and 
'Cinthia  both  talk  of  the  Morning's  Approach,  and  that  they  mud 
go  down ;  till  the  Latter  finds  out,  that  they  are  only  the  Kays  of  Light 
ftiot  from  the  King  and  Court,  which  they  miftook  for  the  Daybreak. 
Hence  it's  plain,  it  fhouldbc  wrote— Between  our  Set  and  us.  i.  em 
our  Setting,  or,  going  down.  Mr.  Seward. 

ACT 
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ACT    II.     SCENE    I. 

!  ■  E  N   E,    an  Antechamber  to  Evadne'* 

Bedchamber. 

nter  Evadne,  Alpatia,  Dula,  and  other  Ladies. 

IT  Adam,  fhall  Mre  undrefs  yQu  for  this  Fight? 
•▼-*    The  Wars  are  naked,   you  muft  make  to 

Night. 
id.  You  are  merry,  Dula. 
a.  IJhould  be  merrier  far •,  if  'twere 
ne  as  'tis  with  you.  [Singing, 

)  Evad.  How^s  that  ? 
a.  "That  I  might  go  to  Bed  with  bhn 
»'  Credit  that  you  do. 
id.  Why,  hoW  now,  Wench  ? 
a.  Come,  Ladies,  will  you  help  ? 
id.  I  am  foon  undone. 
a.  And  as  foon  done  : 
ftore  of  Clothes  will  trouble  you  at  both. 
id.  Art  thou  drunk,  Dula  t 
'a.  Why,  here's  none  but  we. 
id.  Thou  think'ft,  belike,  there  is  no  Modefty 
we  are  alone. 

a.  Ay,  by  my  Troth,  you  hit  my  Thoughts  aright. 
id.  You  prick  me,  Lady.  Dula.  fTis  againft  my  Will : 
you  muft  endure  more,  and  lie  (till, 
e  beft  to  pradife.     Evad.  Sure,  this  Wench  is  madJ 
fa.  No,  faith,  this  is  a  Trick  that  I  haVehad 

Evad.  How's  that? 

•  that  I  might  go  to  Bed  with  him  with  Credit  that  you  do.] 
e  Words  I  have  retrieved  from  the  old  Quarto  of  16 19:  And 
is,  through  the  whole  Scene,  remarkably  a  merry  and  a  wan- 
Qch ;  I  have  a  ftrons  Sufpicion  that  (he  is  here  finging  a  Stanza 
ne  old  known  Ballad.  I  have  therefore  ventured  to  replace  the 
a  the  Text,  as,  I  verily  believe,  the  Authors  intended  it*  And 
ly  as  I  had  Mr.  Seward's  Approbation  for  fo  doing.  Nor 
bad  Wifh  in  Dula  for  herfelf,  that  ihe  might  be  match'd  with 
Man  as  Amintor.  , 

C  2  Since 
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Since  I  was  fourteen.     Evad.  'Tis  high  time  to  leave  it. 

Dula.  Nay,  now  I'll  keep  it,  'till  the  trick  leave  me  j 
A  dozen  wanton  Words,  put  in  your  Hdad, 
Will  make  you  livelier  in  your  Husband?s  Bed. 

Evad.  Nay,  faith,  then  take  it. — 

Dula   Take  it,  Madam?  where? 
We  all,  Ihbpe,  will  take  it,  that  are  here. 

Evad.  Nay,  then,  I'll  give  you  o'er.  Dula.  So  will  I  make 
The  ableft  Man  in  Rhodes ^  or  his  Heart  ake. 

Evad.  Wilt  talte  my  Place  to  Night  ? 

Dula.  I'll  hold  your  Cards 
'Gainft  any  two  I  know.     Evad*  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Dula.  Madam,  we'll  do't,  and  make  'em  leave  Play  too. 

Evad.  AJpatia*  take  her  part.     Dula.  I  will  refufe  it. 
She  will  pluck  down  afide,  fhe  does  not  ufe  it. 

Evad.  Whyr  do,  I  preth.ee.     Dula.  You  will  find  the 
Quickly,  becaufe  your  Head  lies  well  that  way.         [Play 

Evad.  I  thank  thee,  Dula ;  'would,  thou  could'ft  ioffiU 
Some  of  thy  Mirth  into  Afpatia  ! 
Nothing  but  fad  Thoughts  in  her  Breaft  do  dwell ; 
Methinks,  a  Mean  betwixt  you  would  dp  y?$ll. 

Dula.  She  is  in  Love  ;  hang  me,  if  I  were  fb, 
But  I  could  run  my  Country :  I  love  too 
To  do  thofe  things,  that  People  in  Love  do. 

Affr. ;  It  "were  a  timelefs  Smile  fhould  prove  my  Cheek  j 
It  were  a  fitter  Hour  for  me  to  laugh, 
When  at  the  Altar  the  religious  Prieft 
Were  pacifying  the  offended  Powers 
With  Sacrifice,  than  now.     This  fhould  have  been 
My  Right ;  and  all  your  Hands  have  been  imploy'd 
In  giving  me  a  fpotlefs  Offering  . 

To  young  Amintor's  Bed,  as  we  are  how 
For  you.     Pardon,  Evadne ;  'would,  my  Worth 
Were  great  as  yours,  or  that  the  King,  or  He, 
Or  Bom,  thought  fo !  Perhaps,  he  found  me  worthlefsj. 
But,  till  he  did  fb,  in  thefe  Ears  of  mine 
(Thefe  credulous  Ears)  he  pour'd  the  fweeteft  Words 
That  Art  or  Love  could  frame ;  if  he  tfere  falfe, 
Pardon  it,  Heaven!  and  if  I  did  want 

Virtue,  you  fafely  may  forgive  that  too ; 

For 
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(20)  For  I  Have  loft  none  that  I  Jiad  from  yo»^ 

Evad.  Nay,  leave  this  fad  Talk,  Madam. 

Afp.  'Would,  I  could ! 
Then-fhould  I  lfeave  the  Caufe.  •    .  '  - 

Evad.  See,,  if  you  have  not  fpoiTd  all  Dula's  Mirth. 

Afp.  Thou  think'ft  thy  Heart  hard,  but  if  thou  be'ft 
Remember  me ;  thou  ihalt  perceive  a  Fire  [caught, 

Shot  fuddenly  into  thee. 

Dula.  That's  not  fo  good ;  let  'em  fhoot  any  thing  but 
Fire,  I  fear  'em  not. 

Afp.  Well,  Wench,  thou  may'ft  be  taken. 

Evad.  Ladies,  Good-night ;  - 

I'll  do  the  reft  myfelf.    Dula.  Nay,  let  your  Lord  do  fome. 

Aip.  Lay  a  Garland  on  my  Hearfe  of  the  difmal  Tap. 

[Singing.^ 
•  Evad.  That's  one  of  your  fad  Songs,  Madam. 

Afp.  Believe  me,  'tis  a  very  pretty  one. 

Evad.  How  is  it,  Madam  ? 

SONG. 

Alp.  Lay  a  Garland  on  my  Hearfe  of  the  difmal  Tew ; 
Maidens,  Willow  Branches  bear\  fay,  I  died  true: 
My  Love  was  falfe,  but  I  was  firm  from  my  Hour  of  Birth ; 
Upon  my  buried  Body  lye  lightly,  gentle  Earth ! 

Evad.  Fie  on't,  Madam !  the  Words  are  fo  ftrange, 
they  are  able  to  make  one  Dream  of  Hobgoblins.  I  could 
never  have  the  Pow'r  5  Sing  that,  Dula.     . 

Duke  /  could  never  have  the  Pow'r  * 

To  love  one  above  an  Hour, 

(20)  And  if  I  did  want 

Virtue,  you  fafely  tnay  forgive  that  too; 

For  I  have  left  none  that  I  bad  from  you.]  Left  none  mad  fig- 
nify  here  none  kft,  I  chink,  or  nothing :  And  then,  fiirely,  it  is  a 
ftrange  Mock- plea  in  A/fat  ia,  to  fay  that  the  Heavens  may  fafely 
forgive  her  for  it.  The  Abfurdity  of  the  Reafoning  makes  it  absolutely 
neceflary  that  we  (hould  have  recourfe  to  the  Reading  of  the  three  cldeft 
Quarto's,  which  I  have  reftored  to  the  Text.  Then  the  meaning  is 
clear  and  obvious.  Her  Expoftulation  is  with  the  Heavens  to  this 
Purpofe:  If  I  wanted  Virtue,  you  may  forgive  that;  Why  did  you 
not  grant  me  a  larger  Portion  of  it  ?  For  by  my  Conduct  and  Actions 
1  have  not  hjlt  or  forfeited,  any  Part  of  what  you  beftow'd  on  me. 

C  3  But 


22  77)e  Maid's  Tragedy  I 

But  my  Heart  would  prompt  mine  Eye 

On  fome  other  Man  to  fly  \ 

Venus,  fix  mine  Eyen  /aft. 

Or  if  not  j  give  me  all  that  I  Jbattjie  at  laft. 

v  bvad.  So,  leave  me  now. 

Dula.  Nay,  we  muft  fee  you  laid. 

jfjp.  Madam,  Good-night  5  may  all  the  Marriage-joys, 
That  longing  Maids  imagine  in  their  Beds, 
Prove  fo  unto  you  5  may  no  Difcontent 
Grow  'twixt  your  Love  and  you !  But,  if  there  do, 
Enquire  of  me,  and  I  will  guide  your  Moan ; 
Teach  you  an  artificial  Way  to  grieve, 
To  keep  your  Sorrow  waking.    Love  your  Lord 
No  worfe  than  I ;  but  if  you  love  fo  well, 
Alas,  you  may  dilpleafe  him ;  fo  did  L 
This  is  the  lafr  time  you  fhall  look  on  me : 
Ladies,  farewel ;  as  loon  as  I  am  dead, 
Come  all,  and  watch  one  Night  about  flhy  Hearfe  * 
Bring  each  a  mournful  Story,  and  a  Tea£ 
To  offer  at  it  when  I  go  to  Earth. 
(2?i)  With  flatt'ring  Ivy  daip  my  Coffin  round ; 
Write  on  thy  Brow  my  Fortune ;  let  my  Bier 
B*  borne  by  Virgins  that  fhaU  fing,  by  courfe, 
The  Truth  of  Maids,  and  Perjuries  of  Men. 
,  Evad.  Alas,  I  pity  thee.  [Exit  Evadnc. 

.  Omnes.  Madam,  Good-night. 
1  Lady.  Come,  we'll  let  in  the  Bridegroom. 
Dula.  Where's  my  Lord  ? 
1  Lady.  Here,  take  this  light. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Dula.  He  will  fin$i  her  in  the  dark. 

(ai)  With  flatting  hy\  It  is  the  Sufpicion  of  the  ingenioul 
Mr.  Syfapfin  tome,  that  the  Poets*  Word  here.xnight  have  been,  flaring' 
A  very  pretty,  as  well  as  proper,  Epithet.  But  as  it  has  not  the 
Countenance  of  any  of  the  Copies,  I  only  mention  it  as  a  Conje&ure  J 
and  have  not  ventured  to  difturb  the  Text.  And,  indeed,  Ajpatia'* 
Idea  feems  to  be,  that  the  Flattery  of  the  Ivy,  in  its  Quality  of  clafp- 
ing  whatever  it  is  placed  to,  refembles  the  flattering  and  deceitful  Em- 
braces of  falfe  Men.  For  all  her  Sentiments  arife  from  the  Subjctf  «f 
Sorrow  and  Difappointment. 

I  Lriy* 
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1  La4?t  Your  Lady's  fcarcc  a-Bed  yet,  you  nwft  h^> 
fc    4ft .  Go,  and  be  happy  in  your  lady's  tove  j     [her. 
May  all  the  Wrongs,  that  you  have  done  to  me, 
Be  utterly  forgotten  in  my  Death  1 
I'll  trouble  you  no  more }  yet  I  will  take 
A  parting  Kofi,  and  will  not  be  deny'd. 
You'll  come,  my  Lord,  and  fee  the  Viigins  weep 
When  I  am  laid  in  Earth,  though  you  vourfejf 
Can  know  no  Pity.    Thus  I  wind  mytejf 
Ihto  this  Willow  Garland,  and  am  prouder 
Tha£  I  was  once  yoyr  Love,  (though  now  refus'd) 
Than  to  have  had  another  true  to  me. 
So  with  my  Prayers  I  leave  you>  and  jnuft  try 
Some  yet  unpraftis'd  Way  to  grieve  and  die. 
Dula.  Come,  Ladies,  will  you  go  ?        [Exit  Afpatia. 
Qmnes.  Gppd-night,  my  Lord* 
Amin.  Much  Happinefs  unto  you  all  I     [Exeunt  Ladits. 
I  did  that  Lady  Wrong :  Methjnks,  I  feel 
A  Grief  fhpot  fuddenly  throqgh  all  my  Veins  y 
Mine  .Eyes  rain ;  this  is  ftrange  at  fuch  a  Time- 
It  was  the  King  firft  roov'd  mc  to't,  but  he 
Has  not  my  Wul  in  keeping.— Why  do  I 
Perplex  myfelf  thus  ?  Something  whupers  nie, 
Go  not  to  Be<L    My  Guilt  is  not  fb  great 
As  mine  own  Conference  («too  fenfible) 
Would  make  me  think  *  I  only  brake  a  Promifc, 
And  'twas  the  King  inforc*d  mc :  Timorous  FWh, 
Why  fhak'ft  thou  fp  ?  away,  my  idle  Fears ! 

Enter  Evadne,  from  the  Bedchamber. 

Yonder  is  fhe,  the  Luftre  of  whole  Eye 
Can  blot  away  the  fad  Remembrance 
Of  all  thefe  things :  Oh,  my  Evadne,  (pare 
That  tender  Body,  let  it  not  take  Cold ; 
The  Vapours  of  the  Night  (hall  not  fall  here. 
To  Bed,  my  Love ;  Hymen  wUl  punilh  us 
For  being  flack  Performers  of  his  Rites. 
Cam'ft  thou  to  call  me  ?     Evad.  No. 

Amin.  Come,  come,  my  Love, 
And  let  us  lofe  ourfelves  to  one  another. 

C4  Why 
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Why  art  thou  up  fo  long  ?-     Evad.  I  am  not  well. 
:  Amin.  To  Bed  then  y  let  me  wind  thee  in  thefe  Arms, 
'Till  I  have  banifhM  Sicknefs.     Evad.  Good  my  Lord, 
I  cannot  fleep.     Amin.  Evadne^  we  will  watch, 
I  mean  no  fleepihg.     Evad.  I'll  not  go  to  Bed. 

Amin.  I  prethee,  do.     Evad;  I  will  not  for  the  World. 

Amin. Why,  my  dear  Love? 

Evad.  Why  ?  I  have  fworn,  I  will  not. 

Amin.  Sworn!         Evad.  Ay. 

Amin.. How?  fworn,  Evadne? 

Evad.  Yes,  fworn,  Amintor^  and  will  fwear  again, 
If  you  will  wifh  to  hear  me. 

Amin.  To  whom  have  you  fworn  this  ?  v 

Evad.  If  I  fhould  name  him,  the  Matter  were  not  great. 
f  Amin.  Come,  this  is  but  the  Coynefs  of  a  Bride. 

Evad.  The  Coynefs  of  a  Bride  ?     Amin.  How  prettily 
That  Frown  becomes  thee !     Evad.  Do  you  like  it  fo? 

Amin.  Thou  canft  not  drfefs  thy  Face  in  fuch  a  Look, 
But  I  fhalllike  it.   *  Evad.  What  Look  will  like  you  beft  ? 

Amin.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Evad.  That  I  may  fhew  you  one  lefs  pleafing  to  you. 

Amin.  How's  that? 

Evad.  That  Imay  fliew  you  one  lefs  pleafing  ta  you. 

Amin.  I  prethee,  put  thy  Jefts  in  milder  Looks. 
It  fhews.  as  thou  wert  angry.  •  Evad.  So,  perhaps, 
I  am  indeed.     Amin.  Why,  who  has  done  thee  Wrong? 
Name  me  the  Man,  arid  by  thyfelf  I  fwear, 
Thy  yet  unconquer'd  fclf,  I  will  revenge  thee. 

Evad.  Now  I  fhall  try  thy  Truth;  if  thou  doft  love  me, 
Thou  weigh'ft  not  any  thing  compar'd  with  me': 
Life,  Honour,  Joys  eternal,  all  Delights  ' 

This  World  can  yield,  or  hopeful  People  feign 
Are  in  the  Life  to  come,  are  light  as  Air 
To  a  true  Lover  when  his  Lady  frowns, 
And  bids  him  do  this :  Wilt  thou  kill  this  Man  ? 
Swear,  my  Amintor,  acd  I'll  kifs  the  Sin 
Off  from  thy  Lips.     Amin.  I  will  not  fwear,  fweet  Love, 
Till  I  do  know  the'Caufe.    Evad.  I  wou'd,  thou  woud'ft ; 
Why,  it  js  thou  that  wrong' ft  me ;  I  hate  thee  j 
Thou  fhould'ft*  have  kilTd  thyfelf j 
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Amin.  If  I  fhould  know  that,  I  fhould  quickly  kill 
The  Man  you  hated.     Evad.  Know  it  then,  and  do't. 

Amin.  Oh,  no ;  what  Look  fbc'er  thou  fhalt  put  or* 
To  try  my  Faith,  I  fhall  not  think  thee  falfe ; 
I  cannot  find  one  Blemifh  in  thy  Face,  '  , 

Where  Fallhdod  fhould  abide.     Leave,  and  to  Bed ; 
If  you  have  fworn  to  any  of  the  Virgins, 
That  were  your  old  Companions,  to  prefeirve 
Your  Maiden-head  a  Night?  it  may  6e  done 
Without  this  means.  (22)  Evad.  A  Maiden- head,  Amintor % 
At  my  Years  ?     Amin.  Sure,  fhe  raves  •,  this  cannot  be 
Thy  natural  Temper  •,  fhall  I  call  thy  Maids  ? 
Either  thy  healthful  Sleep  hath  left  thee  long, 
Or  elfe  fome  Fever  rages  in  thy  Blood. 

Evad.  Neither*  Amintor ;  think  you,  I  am  mad, 
Becaufe  I  fpeak  the  Truth?     Amin.  Is  this  the  Truth  ? 
Will  you  not  lie  with  me  to  Night  ?     Eva4.  To  Night  ? 
You  talk,  as  if  you  thought  I  would  hereafter. 

Amin.  Hereafter  ?  Yes,  I  do.  Evad.  You  are  deceivM, 
Put  off  Amazement,  and  with  Patience  mark, 
What  I  fhall  utter ;  for  .the  Oracle 
Knows  nothing  truer ;  'tis  not  for  a  Night, 
Or  two,  that  I  forbear  thy  Bed,  but  ever. 

Amin.  I  dream ; awake,  Amintor  ! 

Evad.  You  hear  right  y 
I  fboner  will  find  out  the  Beds' of  Snakes, 
And  with  my  youthful  Blood  warm  their  cold  Ffefh, 
.Letting  them  curl  themfelves  about  my  Limbs, 
Than  fleep  one  Night  with  thee ;  this  is  not  feigp'd, 
Nor  founds  it  like  the  Coynefs  of  a  Bride. 

(23)  Amin.  Is  Fldh  fo  earthy  to  endure  all  this  ? 

Are 

(22)  ■  A  Maiden-head,  Amintor, 

At  my  Tears?']  Mr.  Rymer,  (in  his  Tragedies  of  the  laft  Age 
tonfider*d  and  examined  by  the  Pra&ice  of  the  Ancients)  not  without 
Juftice  exclaims  againft  the  Effrontery  and  Impudence  of  Evadne'i 
Character.  But  as  the  Colouring  of  his  critical  Reflections  is  gene- 
rally fo  grofs  and  glaring,  I  fhall  refer  thofe  Readers,  who  have  Cu- 
riosity enough,  to  his  Book,  without  quoting  from  him  on  this  Subjedt. 

(23)  L  FUJbfo  earthly]  Tho*  all  the  Copies  agree  in  this  Reading, 
I  dare  fay,  the  Poets'  Word  was,  earthy.  The  firft  only  comprehends 

this 
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Are  thefe  the  Joys  of  Marriage  ?  Hymen,  keep 
This  Story  (that  will  make  fucceeding  Youth 
Negledt  thy  Ceremonies)  from  all  Ears : 
Let  it  not  fife  up  for  thy  Shame  and  mine        . 
To  After-ages ;  we  will  fcorn  thy  Laws, 
If  thou  no  better  blefs  them ;  touch  the  Heart 
Of  her  that  thou  haft  fent  me,  pr  the  World 
Shall  know  this ;  not  an  Altar  then.wiQ  finoak 
In  Praife  of  thee ;  we  will  adopt  us  Sons ; 
Then  Virtue  ftiaD  inherit,  and  not  Blood. 
If  we  do  Iuft,  we'll  take  the  next  we  meet, 
Serving  our  felves  as  other  Creatures  do  •, 
And  never  take  Note  of  the  Female  more, 

Nor  of  her  IfTue. 1  do  rage  in  vain, 

She  can  but  jeaft ;  Oh!  pardon  me,  my  Love  $ 
So  dear  the  Thoughts  are  that  I  hold  of  thee, 
That  I  muft  break  forth :  Satisfy  my  Fear ; 
It  is  a  Pain,  beyond  the  Pain  of  Death, 
To  be  in  Doubt ;  confirm  it  with  an  Oath, 
If  this  be  true.    Evai.  Do  you  invent  the  Form  2 
Let  there  be  in  it  all  the  banding  Words 
Devils  and  Conjurers  can  put  together, 
And  I  will  tak£  it.     I  have  fworn  before, 
And  here,  by  all  things  holy,  do  again, 
Never  to  be  acquainted  with  thy  Bed. 
Is  your  Doubt  over  uow  ? 

Amin?  I  know  too  much ;  'would,  I  had  doubted  ftill ! 
Was  ever  fuch  a  Marriage-Night  as  this ! 
You  Pow'rs  above*  if  you  did  ever  mean 
Man  fliould  be  us'd  thus,  you  have  thought  a  Way 
How  he  may  bear*  himfelf,  and  lave  his  Honour ; 
Inftruft  me  in  it ;  for  to  my  dull  Eyes 
There  is  no  Mean,  no  moderate  Cpurfe  to  run ; 
I  muft  live  fcorn'd,  or  be  a  Murderer : 

this  Idea,  belonging  to  Earth,  mortal :  The  other  takes  in  a  farther 
Senfe;  Is  Flefli  fo  entirely  made  up  of  that  grofs  Element,  Earth, 
that  it  participates  of  no  Spirit,  no  enlivening  Fixe,  to  kindle  a  Re- 
fentment,  a  Feeling  of  Injuries  ? 


Is 
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(24)  Is  there  a  third  ?  Why  is  this  Night  fo  calm  i 
Why  does  not  Heaven  {peak  in  Thunder  to  us, 
And  drown  her  Voice  ? 

Evad.  This  Rage  will  do  no  Good. 

Jmin,  Evadne>  hear  me ;  Thou  haft  ta'en  an  Oath, 
But  fiich  a  rafh  one,  that,  to  keep  it,  were 
Worfe  than  to  fwear  it ;  call  it  hack  to  thee ; 
(Such  Vows,  as  that,  never  afcend  the  Heav'n*) 
A  Tear  or  two  will  wafh  it  quite  away. 
Have  Mercy  on  my  Youth,  my  hopeful  Youth, 
If  thou  bfe  pitiful;  for  (without  Boaft) 
This  Land  was  proud  of  me :  what  Lady  was  there, 
That  Men  call'd  fair  and  virtuous  in  this  Ifle, 
That  would  have  fhun'd  my  Love  ?  It  is  in  thee 
To  make  me  hold  this  Worth  — —  Oh !  wc  vain  Mem 
That  truft  out  all  our  Reputation, 
To  reft  upon  the  weak  and  yielding  Hand 
Of  feeble  Woman !  But  thou  art  not  Stone ; 
Thy  Flefh  is  foft,  and  in  thine  Eyes  doth  dwell 
The  Spirit  of  Love  •,  thy  Heart  cannot  be  hard. 
Come,  lead  me  from  the  bottom  of  Defpair, 
To  all  the  Joys  thou  haft ;  I  know,  thou  wilt; 
And  make  me  careful,  left  the  fudden  Change 
O'ercome  my  Spirits.  Evad.  When  I  call  back  this  Oath, 
The  Pains  of  Hell  environ  me !    Amin.  I  flcep, 
And  am  too  temperate;  come  Thou  to  Bed, 
Or  by  thofe  Hairs,  which,  if  thou  had'ft  a  Soul 
like  to  thy  Locks,  were  Threads  for  Kings  to  wear 
About  their  Arms—  Evad.  Why,  fo,  perhaps,  they  are. 
^  Amin.  Til  drag  thee  to  my  Bed,  and  make  thy  Tongue 
Undo  this  wicked  Oath,  or  on  thy  Flefh 
,1*11  print  a  thoufand  Wounds  to  let  out  life. 

Evad.  I  fear  thee  not,  do  what  thou  dar'ft  to  me ; 

(24) Whf  is  this  Night  fi  calm  f 

Why  does  not  Heaven  Jheak  in  Thunder  to  us]  The  Poets  feem ' 
manifeftly  to  have  had  in  tneir  Eye  this  Paffage  of  Settee*,  in  his 
Hippolytus.  ' 

■    '  1     Magne  Regnator  Deum,' 
Tarn  ientus  audit  See lera?  tarn  lentus  *vides  t 
Ecquando  f<r<va  Fulmen  emittes  manu, 
Si  nunc  ferenum  eft  ? 

Ev'ry 
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Ev'ry  ill-founding  Word,  or  threatning  Look, 
Thou  fhew'ft  to  me,  will  be  revcng'd  at  full. 
Amn.  It  will  not,  fure,  Evadne  ?  ■■ 
Evad.  Do  not  you  hazard  that. 
Amn:  Ha'  you  your  Champions  ? 
Evad.  Alas,  Amintory  think'ft  thou,  I  forbear 
To  deep  with  thee,  becaufe  I  have  put  on 
A  Maiden's  Strictnefs?  -Look  upon  thefe  Cheeks, 
And  thou  fhalt  find  the  hot  and  rifing  Blood 
Unapt  for  fuch  a  Vow.     No,  in  this  Heart 
There  dwells  as  much  Defire,  and  as  much  Will 
To  put  th*  wifh'd  Aft  in  praftice,  as  e'er  yet 
Was  known  to  Woman,  and  they  have  been  fhown 
Both ;  but  it  was  the  Folly  of  thy  Youth 
To  think  thfe  Beauty  (to  what  Land  fbe?er 
It  fhall  be  calPd)  fhall  ftoop  to  any  Second. 
I  do  enjoy  the  Beft,  and  in  that  height 
Have  fworn  to  ftand  or  die :  You  guefs  the  Man. 

Amn.  fto ;  let  me  know  the  Man,  that  wrongs  me  foj 
That  I  may  cut  his  Body  into  Motes,. 
And  fcatter  it  before  the  Northern  Wind. 

Evad.  You  dare  not  ftrike  him. 

Amin.  Do  not  wrong  me  fo ; 
Yes,  if  his  Body  were  a  pois'nous  Plant* 
That  it  wete  Death  to  touch,  I  have  a  Soul 
Will  throw  me  on  him.     Evad.  Why,  'tis  the  King. 

Amn.  The  King! 

Evad.  What  will  you  do  now?  Amn.  It  is  not  the  King. 

Evad.  What  did  he  make  this  Match  for,  dull  Amintorl 

Amn.  Oh !  thou  haft  nam'd  a  Word,  that  wipes  away 
All  Thoughts  revengeful ;  in  that  Sacred  Word, 
The  King,  there  lies  a  Terror  -,  what  frail  Man 
Dares  lift  his  Hand  againft  it  ?  Let  the  Gods 
Speak  to  him  when  they  pleafe ;  'till  when,  let  us 
Suffer,  and  wait. 

Evad.  Why  fhould  you  fill  yourfelf  fo  full  of  Heat> 
And  hafte  fo  to  my  Bed  ?  I  am  no  Virgin. 

Amn.  What  Devil  put  it  in  thy  Fancy  then 
To  marry  me?     Evad.  Alas,  Imufthaveone  • 
To  father  Children,  and  to  bear  the  Name 

Of 
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Of  Husband  to  me,  that  my  Sin  may  be 

More  honourable.  ,  Amin.  What  a  ftrange  Thing  am  I  ? 

Evad.  A  miferabJe  one ;  one  that  myfelf 
Amforryfoi-.     Amin.  Why,  fhew  it  then  in  this  * 
If  thou  haft  Pity,  though  thy  Love  be  none, 
Kill  me  j  and  all  true  Lovers,  that  lhall  live 
In  After-ages  croft  in  their  Defires, 
Shall  blefi  thy  Memory,  and  call  thee  good ; 
Becaufe  fuch  Mercy  in  thy  Heart  was  found, 
To  rid  a  lingring  Wretch.     Evad.  I  muft  have  ofte' 
To  fill  thy  Room  again,  if  thou  wert  dead, 
Elfe,  by  this  Night,  I  would :  I  pity  thee. 

Amin.  Thefe  ftrange  and  fudden  Injuries  have  fall'n 
So  thick  upon  me,  that  I  lofe  all  Senie 
Of  what  they  are.    Methinks,  I  am  not  wrong'd ; 
Nor  it  is  aught,  if  from  the  cenfuring  World 

I  can  but  hide  it Reputation, 

Thou  art  a  Word,,  no  more :  But  thou  haft  Ihown 
An  Impudence  fo  high,:  that  to  the  World, 
I  fear,  thou  wilt  betray  or  lhame  thyfclf. 

Evad.  To  cover  Shame,  I  took  thee;  never  fear, 
That  I. would. blaze  myfelf. 

Amin.  Nor  let  the  King 
Know,  I  conceive  he  wrongs  me  ;  then  mine  Honour 
Will  thruft  me  into  Action,  that  my  Flefh 
Could  bear  with  Patience ;  and  k  is  fome  Eafe 
:T6  me  in  thefe  Extreams,  that  I  knew  this 
$efore  I  touch'd  thee ;  elfe,  had  all  the  Sins 
Of  Mankind  flood  betwixt  me  and  the  King, 
I  had  gone  through  'em  to  his  Heart  and  thine. 
(25)  I  have  left  orie  Defire ;  ('tis  not  his  Crown 

Shall 

(25)  I  have  loft  one  Defire  %  *tis  not  his  Crown 
Shall  buy  me  to  thy  Bed :  Now  I  refofae 
He  has  dijhonour  d  thee ;  ]  In  this  mangled  Condition  does  this 
Paflage  (land  in  all  the  Vulgar  Editions.     But  what  one  Defire  was  it, 
which  Amintor  had  loftt    The  old  Quarto  of  1619  reads,  I  have  left 
one  Defire,  &c.      This  is  the  true  Reading.      1   have  re&ified  the 
Pointing,  and  now  I  muft  explain  the  Senfe  of  the  Paflage.  •'  I  have 
"  one  Deiire  left;  (fays  Amintor,)  for  it  is  not  his  Crown  (hould  buy 
il  me  to  thy  Bed,  now  I  refol<ve,   (i.  e.  am  refolv'd,  afcertain'd,) 
'•  that  he  has  diihonoar'd  Thee ; "  &V .    But  what  then  was  this  De- 
fire 
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Shall  buy  me  to  thy  Bed,  now  I  refolvc, 

He  has  difhonour'd  thee  5 )  give  me  thy  Hand, 

Be  careful  of  thy.  Credit,  and  fin  clofe ; . 

*Tis  all  I  wifh.     Upon  thy  Chamber-floor 

Fll  reft  to  Night,  that  Morning-Yifiters     : 

May  think,  we  did  as  married  People  life. 

And,  pr'ythee,  fmile  upon  me  when  they  come, 

And  feem  to  toy,  as  if  thou  hadft  been  pleas'U 

With  what  we  did.     EvaJL  Fear  not,  I  will  do  this. 

Amin.  Come,  let  us  praitife ;  and  as  wantonly 
As  ever  loving  Bride  and  Bridegroom  met, 
Let's  laugh  and  enter  here.     Evad.  I  am  content. 

Amn.  Down  all  the  Swellings  of  my  troubled  Heart ! 
When  we  walk  thus  intwin'd,  let  all  Eyes  fee 
If  ever  Lovers  better  did  agree.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  an  Apartment  in  Calianax^  Houfe. 

Enter  Afpatia,  Antiphila  and  Olympias. 

Afp.  Away,  you  are  not  fad,  force  it  no  further  \ 
Good  Gods,  how  well  you  look !  fuch  a  full  Colour 
Young  bafhful  Brides  put  on :  Sure,  you  are  new  married 

Ant.  Yes,  Madam,  to  your  Grief. 

Afp*  Alas!  poor  Wenches. 
Go  learn  to  love  firft,  learn  to  lofe  yourfelves ; 
(26)  Learn  to  be  flattered,  and  believe,  and  bids 

The 

fire  left  him  ?    The  Lines  immediately  following  put  it  oat  of  all 
Doubt. 

■  Give  me  thy  HanJ,  * 

Be  careful  of  thy  Credit 9  and  fin  clofe; 

*Tis  all  1 nvi/h. 
[26)  Learn  to  be  flatter* d,  and  believe,  and  I left 

The  double  Tongue  that  did  it  \ 

Make  a  faith  out  of  the  MiracUs  of  ancient  Lovers* 

Did  you  nSer  love  yet,  Wenches  ?  fpeak  Olympias, 

Such  as  fpeak  Truth  and  d/d  in% 

And%  like  me,  believe  all  faithful,  and  be  miferablt  j 

Thou  baft  an  eafy  Temper,  fit  for  Stamp.  ]  in  this  mangled 
Condition,  both  as  to  Pointing,  Detriment  of  Senfe,  I^efeft  of  Metre, 
and  Confufion  in  the  Order  of  the  Lines,  has  this  Paflage  flood  in  all 
the  Editions.  The  Readers  will  at  one  Glance  fee,  that  I  have  fully 
cured  if  in  all  theft  Particulars  i  and  I  ought  to  confefs.  to  the  Praife 

of 
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The  double  Tongue  that  did  it  *  make  a  Frith 

Out  of  the  Miracles  of  ancient  Lovers ; 

Such  as  fpake  Truth  and  dy'd  in't ;  and,  like  me, 

Believe  all  faithful,  and  be  miferabJe.  —— 

«—  Did  you  ne'er  love  yet,  Wenches?  Speak,  Olympian, 

Thou  haft  an  eafy  Temper,  fit  for  Stamp. 

Ofymp.  Never.     Ajp.  Nor  you,  Antipbila? 

Ant.  Nor  I. 

Ajp.  Then,  my  good  Girls,  be  more  than  Women,  wife. 
At  leaft,  be  more  than  I  was  5  and,  be  fure, 
You  credit  any  thing  the  Light  gives  Light  to 
Before  a  Man;  rather  believe,  the  Sea 
Weeps  for  the  ruin'd  Merchant,  when  he  rpars ; 
Rather,  the  Wind  courts  but  the  pregnant  Sails, 
When  the  ftrong  Cordage  cracks ;  rather,  the  Sun 
Comes  but  to  kifs  the  Fruit  in  wealthy  Autumn, 
When  all  falls  Wafted.     If  you  needs  muft  love, 
(Forc'd  by  ill  Fate)  take  to  your  maiden  Bofoms 
(27)  Two  dead-cold  Afpicks,  and  of  them  make  Lovers; 
They  cannot  flatter,  nor  forfwear ;  one  Kifs  ' 
Makes  a  long  Peace  for  all ;  but  Man,  bafe  Man, 
Oh,  that  beaft  Man !  —  Come,  let's  be  lad,  my  Girls ; 
That  Down-caft  of  thine  Eye,  Olympics y 
Shews  a  fine  Sorrow;  mark,  Antipbila ; 
Juft  fuch  another  was  the  Nymph  Oenone, 
When  Paris  brought  home  Helen :  Now,  a  Tear,— 
And  then  thou  art  a  Piece  expreflmg  fully 
The  Carthage  Queen,  when  from  a  cold  Sea-Rock, 
Full  with  her  Sorrow,  fhe  ty'd  fall  her  Eyes 
To  the  fair  Trojan  Ships;  and,  having  loft  diem, 
Juft  as  thine  Eyes  do,  down  ftole  a  Tear ;  Antipbila, 
What  would  this  Wench  do,  if  fhe  were  Afpatia  ? 
Here  fhe  would  Hand,  *  till  fome  more  pitying  God 
Tum'd  her  to  Marble,    fTis*nough,  my  Wench; 

*f  Mr.  Sward's  Sagacity,  that  he  darted  the  fame  Emendation  in 
^ery  point  with  me. 

(27)  Two  dead  cold  AftUhs]  Thefe  muft  not  be  two  diftin£t  Epi- 
twts,  but  one  compound  Adjective  with  an  Hyphen  >  di*d-cold>  i.  e. 
cold  as  Death :  for  if  the  Afpicks  were  dead,  how  could  the  Kifs  of 
them  do  any  hurt  ?  Here,  again,  Mr*  Seward  agreed  with  me  in  the 
Alteration  nude. 

Shew 
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Shew  me  the  piece  of  Needlework  you  wrought. 

An t.  Of  Ariadne^  Madam  ?     Afp.  Yes,  that  Piece. 
This  Ihould  be  The/ius-,  h'as  a  coz'ning  Face  y 
You  meant  him  for  a  Man.     Ant.  He  was  fo,  Madam. 

Afp.  W  hy,  then  'tis  well  enough ;  — ■  Never  look  back, 
You  have  a  full  Wind,  and  a  falfe  Heart,  Tfafeus ; 
Does  not  the  Story  fay,  his  Keel  was  folk, 
Or  his  Mails  (pent,  or  fome  kind  Rock  or  other 
Met  with  his  Veflel  ?     Ant.  Not  as  I  remember. 

Afp.  It  fhould  ha*  been  fo ;  could  the  Gods  know  this, 
And  none  of  all  their  number  raife  a  Storm  ? 
But  they  are  all  as  ill.     Ay,  this  falfe  Smile 
Was  well  expreft  \  juft  liich  another  caught  me ; 
(28)  You  fhall  not  go  on  'fo,  Antipbik  \ 
In  this  Place  work  a  Quickfand, 
And  over  k  a  /hallow  fmiling  Water, 
And  his  $hip  ploughing  it ;  and  .then  a  Fear:  •      [Story. 
Do  that  Fear  bravely,  Wench. ,  Ant.  'Twill  wrong  the 
.  Afp.  'Twill  make  the  Story,  wrong'd  by  wanton  Poets, 
Live  long  and  be  believ'd.     But  where'4  the  Lady  ? 

Antr  There,  Madaiti.    Afp.  Oh  fie,  you  have  mifs'd  it 
Aptiphila^  ypu  are  much miftaken,  Wench;  [here, 

Thefe  Colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  enough, 
To  fhew  a  Soul  fo  full  of  Mifery 
As  this  fad  Lady's  was ;  do  it  by  me, 
Do  k  again  by  me,  the  left  Afpatia  •, 
And  you  fhall  find  all  true,  (29)  but  the  wild  Ifland* 
(30)  Suppofe,  I  ftand  upon  the  Sea-beach  now, 

Mine 

(2S)  You  fhall  not  go  fo,]  This,  ihould  have  been  printed  as  a  diilind 
Verfe,  had  not  the  Omiflion  of  a  Particle  fpoil'd  both  Senfe  arid  Mea- 
fure,  which  are  eafily  reftored.  Mr.  Seward. 

(29)  .  But  the  wild  Ifland.]  Ariadne,  the  Daughter  of 
Minos,  King  of  Crete,  'tis  well  known,  was  defperately  in  Love  with 
7hefeus.  She  by  the  help  of  a  Clue  extricated  him  from  the  Laby- 
rinth to  which  he  was  confined;  and  embark'd  with  him  on  his  Re- 
turn for  Athens :  But  he  ungeneroufly  gave  her  the  Drop  on  the  Shore 
of  .the  Ifland  Naxos.  Afpatia  fays,  her  Cafe  is  in  every  Particular 
fimilar,  except  as  to  the  wild  Ifland. 

(30)  Suppofe,  Ifland]  This  is  one  of  thofe  Pafiages,  where  the 
Poet?,  rapt  into  a  glorious  Enthufiafm,  foar  on  the  rapid  Wings  of 
Fancy.  Enthufiafm  I  would  call  the  very  Eflence  of  Poetry,  Snce, 
without  it,  neither  the  happy  Conduit  of  the  Fable,  the  juftnefs  of 

Characters 
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Mine  Afms  thus,  and  mine  Hair  blown  with  the  Wind, 
Wild  as  that  Defart ;  and  let  all  about  me 
(3 1 )  Be  Teachers  of  my  Story  -,  do  my  Face 
(If  thou  hadft  ever  Feeling  of  a  Sorrow) 
Thus,  thus,  Antiphila ;  ftrive  to  make  me  look 
Like  Sorrow's  Monument  •,  and  the  Trees  about  me, 
Let  them  be  dry  and  leafelete ;  let  the  Rocks 
x  Groan-  with  continual  Surges,  and  behind  me 
Make  all  a  Defolation  •,  fee,  fee,  Wenches, 
(3  2)  A  miferable  Life  of  this,  poor  Pifture. 
Olym.  Dear  Madam ! 
Afp.  I  have  done,  fit  down,  and  let  us 
Upon  that  Point  fix  all  our  Eyes,  that  Point  there ; 

.      Make  a  dull  Silence,  'till  you  feel  a  Sadnefi 

I      Give  us  jiew  Souls. 

[  Enter  Caliana*. 

Cal.  The  King  may  do  this,  and  he  may  not  do  it  j 
My  Child  is  wrong'd,  dilgrac'd.  —  Well,  how  now,  Huf- 

wives  ? 
What,  at  your  Eafe  ?    Is  this  a  time  to  fit  ftill  ? 
Up,  you  young  lazy  Whores,  up,  or  I'll  fwinge  you. 
Olym.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 

Cal.  You'll  lie  down  fhortly ; — get  you  in,  and  work ; 
(33)  What,  are  you  grown  fo  refty  ?  you  want  Heats  ? 

We 

Characters  or  Sentiments,  nor  the  utnioft  Harmony  of  Metre,  can  al- 
together form  the  Poet.  It  is  the  Frequency  of  fuch  noble  Flights  as 
thefe,  and  their  amazing  Rapidity,  that  fets  the  immortal  Sbakejpeare 
aboVe  all  other  Dramatick  Poets ;  and  fuffers  none  of  our  own  Na- 
tion in  any  Degree  to  approach  him/ but  Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

Mr.  Seward. 

(31)  fell9  that  lamforfaten;]  This  I  fufpefl  to  be  a  fophifticated 
Heading;  and,  very  probably,  from  the  Players.  The  oldett  Edition, 
in  i6i<),  has  it ;  2feNTeares  of  my  Story  —  This  Reading  neither 
Senfe,  nor  Metre,  will  allow  of.  But  I  «doubt  not,  but  the  Emenda- 
tion, which  I  have  given,  retrieves  the  Authors'  true  Words  and  Mean- 
ing ;  Be  Teachers  of  my  Story ;  i.  e.  Let  every  thing  about  me  explain 
the  Story  of  my  Misfortunes. 

(32)  A  miferable  Life  of  this  poor  Pi8ure."\   i.  e.   See  in  Me  this 
Pifture  to  the  Life. 

(33)  What  are  you  grown  fo  refty?  You  won/' Ears, 
We  Jhall  have  fome  of  the  Court  Boys  do  that  Office.]    Thus 
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We  fhall  have  feme  of  the  Court-Boys  heat  you  fhortljr. 

Ant.  My  Lord,  we  do  no  more  than  we  are  charged  z 
It  is  the  Lady's  Pleafure  we  be  thus 
In  Grief;  fhe  is  foffaken. 
.  Cal.  There's  a  Rogue  too, 
A  young  diflembling  Slave  •,  well,  get  you  in, 
Til  have  a  Bout  with  that  Boy ;  'tis  high  time 
Now  to  be  valiant ;  I  confefs i  my  Youth 
Was  never  prone  that  way.     What,  made  ah  Aft  ? 
A  Court-Stale  ?  Well,  I  will  be  valiant, 
And  beat  Tome  Dozen  of  thefe  Whelps ;  arid  there's 
Another  of  'em,  a(  trim  cheating  Soldier, 
I'll  maul  that  Rafcal  \  h'as  out-brav'd  me  twice ; 
But  now,  I  thank  the  Gods*  Fm  valiant— 
Go,  get  you  in ;  I'll  take  a  Courfe  with  all.         '[Exeunt. 


ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

S  C  E  N  E,  an  Apartment  in  Amintor'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Cleon,  Strato,  and  £)i{jhilus. 

> 

Cle.  \T  OUR  Sifter  is  not  up  yet. 

*      Dipb.  Oh,  Brides  muft  take  their  Morning's  Reft, 
The  Night  is  troublefome.     Stra.  But  not  tedious. 

Dipb.  What  odds,  he  has  not  my  Sifter's  Maidenhead 
to  Night  ? 

Stra.  None;  it's  odds  againft  any  Bridegroom  living, 
he  ne'er  gets  it  while  he  lives. 

Dipb.  You're  merry  with  my  Sifter,  you'll  pleafe  to 
allow  me  the  fame  Freedom  with  your  Mother. 

the  Folio  Edition  of  1679  exhibits  the  Text.  The  Quarto  of  1630 
and  1638,  have  it,  You  want  heares. —  But  what  Office,  in  the  Name 
of  Nonfenfe,  were  the  Court-Boys  to  do  for  thefe  young  Wenches  ? 
Or  what  Conformance  is  there  betwixt  being  reftyy  a*d  wanting  Ears? 
The  old  Man,  in  his  Allufion,  compares  them  to  lazy,  refty  Mares, 
that  want  to  be  rid  fo  many  Beats :  and  this  was  thejOffice,  that  the 
young,  wanton,  Courtiers  were  to  do  for  them.  I  have  retrieved  the 
true  Reading  from  the  old  Quarto* s  of  1619,  and  1622. 

Stra. 
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Stra.  She's  at  your  Service.. 

Diph.  Then  fliers  merry  enough  of  herfelf,  (he  needs 
no  Tickling.     Knock  at  the  Door. 

Stra.  We  fhall  interrupt  them. 

Diph.  No  matter,  they  have  the  Year  before  them, 
Good-morrow,  Sifter;  fpare  yourfelf  to  Day, 
The  Night  Will  come  again. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Amin.  Who's  there,  my  Brother?  I  am  no  readier  yet ; 
Your  Sifter's  but  now  up.     Diph.  You  look  as  you 
Had  loft  your  Eyes  to  Night  \  I  think,  you  ha'  not  flept: 

Amin.  Ffaith,  I  have  not.     Diph.  You  have  done  bet- 
ter then. 

Amin.  We  ventur'd  for  a  Boy ;  (34)  when  he  is  Twelve, 
He  fhall  command  againft  the  Foes  of  Rhodes. 
Shall  we  Ije  merry? 

Stra.  You  cannot ;  you  want  Sleep.    Amin. 9  Tis  true ; — 
but  (he, 
As  if  (he  had  drunk  Lethe^  or  had  made  [Ajide. 

Even  with  Heav'n,  did  fetch  fb  ftill  a  Sleep, 
So  fweet  and  (bund  -—  Diph.  What's  that  ? 

Amin.  Your  Sifter  frets  this  Morning,  and  does  turn  * 
Her  Eyes  upon  me,  as  People  on  their  Headfinan  5 
She  does  (b  chafe,  and  kifs,  arid  chafe  again, 
And  clap  my  Cheeks ;  (he's  in  another  World. 

Diph.  Then  I  had  loft ;  I  was  about  to  lay, 
You  had  not  got  her  Maiden-head  to  Night. 

Amin.  Ha! 
He  does  not  mock  me ;  you  had  loft,  indeed  ; 
I  do  not  ufe  to  bungle.     Cleo.  You  do  deferve  her. 

Amn.  I  laid  my  Lips  to  hers,  and  that  wild  Breath, 
That  was  (b  rude  and  rough  to  me  laft  Night, 

(34) when  he  is  twelve, 

He  fhall  command  againft  the  Foes  of  Rhodes. 

Stra.  Ton  cannot;  you  want  Sleep.]  In  this  ftupid  Manner,  from 
fomewhat  before,  and  ever  faice,  the  Year  1650,  has  the  Text  flood. 
Strato  makes  a  dire  ft  Anfwer  to  Something,  without  any  previous 
Queftion  flarted,  or  Point  propounded.  The  Hemiftich,  which  I  have 
tcftored  from  the  three  eldeil  Quarto's,  makes,  what  he  replies  to, 
appofite  and  fenfible. 
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Wasfweetas^^i  I'll  be  guilty  too,  \Afidt. 

If  thefe  be  the  Effefts. 

Enter  Melantius. 
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Mel.  Good  day,  Amintor*  for  to  me  the  Name 
Of  Brother  is  too  diftant ;  we  are  Friends, 
And  that  is  nearer.     Amin.  Dear  Melantius  I 
Let  me  behold  thee ;  Is  it  poflible  — —  !P 

•   Mel.  What  fiidden  Gaze  is  this  ? 

Amin.  'Tis  wond'rous  ftrange. 

Mel.  Why  does  thine  Eye  defire  fo  ftri6t  a  View 
Of  that  it  knows  fo  well  ?  There's  nothing  here 
That  is  not  thine.     Amin.  I  wonder  much,  Melantius, 
To  fee  thofe  noble  Looks,  that  make  me  think 
How  virtuous  thou  art;  and  on  theiudden 
'Tis  ftrange  to  me,  thouihouldft  have  Worth  and  Honour; 
Or  not  be  bafe,  and  falfe,  and  treacherous,      k 

And  every  111.    But Mel.  Stay,  ftay,  my  Friend; 

I  fear,  this  Sound  will  not  become  our  Loves ; 

(35)  No  more  embrace  me.     Amint.  Oh,  miftake  me  not  ~* 

I  know  thee  to  be  full  of  all  thole  Deeds, 

That  we  frail  Men  call  good ;  but  by  the  Courfe 

Of  Nature  thou  fhou'dft  be  as  quickly  changed 

As  are  the  Winds ;  diffembling  as  the  Sea, 

That  now  wears  Brows  as  fmooth  as  Virgins*  be, 

Tempting  the  Merchant  to  invade  his  Face ; 

And  in  an  Hour  calls  his  Billows  up, 

And  fhoots  'em  at  the  Sun,  deftroying  all 

He  carries  on  him. — O,  how  near  am  I  [Afedr<~ 

To  utter  my  fick  Thoughts!     Mel.  But  why,  my  Friends 

Should  I  be  fo  by  Nature?     Amin.  I  have  wed 

Thy  Sifter,  who  hath  virtuous  Thoughts  enough 

For  one  wfyole  Family ;  and  it  is  ftrange, 

(35)  No  more,  embrace  me. ]  Melantius  is  difgufted  at  Amintor*& 
odd  Behaviour,  which,  not  knowing  the  Source  of  his  Diforder,  he? 
cannot  account  for :  but  he  thinks,  .the  Tenour  of  Amintor*s  Word* 
does  not  become  their  wonted  Friendfhip :  He,  therefore,  feems  to  de- 
mand a  Truce  of  their  ufual  Intimacies,  till  his  Sufpicions  are  cleared 
up.  This  miftaken  Comma  remov'd,  we  recover  Melantius**  intend- 
ed Referve  ;  and  Amint  or*  %  fubfequent  Apology  accounts  for  the  Ne- 
ceffity  of  it. 

That 
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That  you  ffoould  feel  no  Want.         > 

Mel.  Believe  me,  this  Complement's  too  cunning  for  me. 

Dipb.  What  fhould  I  be  then  by  the  Courfe  of  Nature, 
They  having  Both  robb'd  me  of  fo  much  Virtue  ? 

Stra .  O  call  the  Bride,  my  Lord  Amintor^  that  we  may, 
fee  her  blufh,  and  turn  her  Eyes  down;  it  is  the  prettiefl: 
Sport. 

Amin,  Evadne!    Evad.  My  Lord!  [Within. 

Amin.  Come  forth,  my  Love; 
Your  Brothers  do  attend  to  wifh  you  Joy. 

Evad.  I  am  not  ready  yet.     Amin.  Enough,  enough. 

Evad.  They'll  mock  me. 

Amin.  Faith,  thou  fhalt  come  in. 

* 

Enter  Evadne., 

Mel.  Gfod-morrow,  Sifter;  he,  that  understands 
Whom  you  have  wed,  need  not  to  wifh  you  Joy : 
You  have  enough;  take  heed,  you  be  not  proud. 

Dipb.  O  Sifter,  what  have  you  done ! 

Evad.  I  done !  why,  what  have  I  done  ? 

Stra.  My  Lord  Amintor  fwears,  you  are  no  Maid  now. 

Evad.  Pufli!     Stra.  I'faith,  he  does. 

Hvad.  I  knew,  I  fhou'd  be  mockt. 

Dipb.  With  a  Truth. 

Evad.  If  'twere  to  do  again,  in  faith,  I  would  not  marry. 

Amin.  Nor  I,  by  Heav*n.  [Afide. 

Dipb.  Sifter,    Dula  fwears,   fhe  heard  you   cry  two 
Rooms  off. 

Evad.  Fie,  how  you  talk !    Dipb.  Let's  fee  you  walk. 

Evad.  By  my  troth,  you're  fpoilM     Mel.  Amintor  !    ~ 

Amin.  Ha !     Mel.  Thou  art  (ad. 

Amin.  Who,  I  ?    I  thank  you  for  that. 
Shall  DipbiluSj  thou,  and  I,  fing  a  Catch  ?     Mel.  How! 

Amin.  Prithee,  let's.     Mel.  Nay,  that's  too  much  the 
other  way. 

Amin.  I  am  fo  lightned  with  my  tJappinefs : 
How  doft  thou,  Love  ?  kifs  me. 

Evad.  I  cannot  love«ydU,  you  tell  Tales  of  me. 

Amin.  'Nothing  but  what  becomes  us.    Gentlemen, 
9  Would,  you  had  all  fuch  Wives,  and  all  the  World, 
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That  I  might  be  no  Wonder !  You're  all  fad  5 
What,  do  you  envy  me?  Iwalk,  methinks, 
On  Water,  and  ne'er  fink,  I  am  fo  light. 

Mel.  'Tis  well,  you  are  fo. 

Amin.  Well  ?  how  can  I  be  other,  when  fhe  looks  thus? 
Is  there  r\6  Mufick  there?  let's  dance. 

Mel.  Why,  this  is  Orange,  Amintor ! 

Ammy  I  do  not  know  myfelf  •, 
Yet  I  could  wifh,  my  Joy  were  lefs. 

Dipb.  Til  marry  too,  if  it  will  make  one  thus. 

Evad.  Amintor^  hark. 

Amin.  What  fays  my  Love  ?  I  muft  obey. 

Evad.  You  do  it  fcurvily,  'twill  be  percdy'd. 

Cle.  My  Lord,  the  King  is  here.       -  I ' 

Enter  King  and  Lyfippus. 

Amin.  Where?     Stra.  And  his  Brother. 

King.  Good  morrow,  all ! 
Amintor ■,  Joy  on  Joy  fall  thick  upon  thee ! 
And,  Madam,  you  are  alter' d  fince  I  faw  you; 
I  muft  falute  you 5  you  are  now  another's ; 
How  lik'd  you  your  Night's  Reft  ?     Evad.  Ill,  Sir. 

Amin.  Ay!  'deed,  fhe  took  but  little. 

Lyf.  You'll  let  her  take  more,  and  thank  her  too,  fhortly  <~ 

King.  Amintor \  wert  thou  truly  honeft  'till  thou 
Wert  married?     Amin.  Yes,  Sir.      King.  Tell  me  then^*5 

how  fhews 
The  Sport  unto  thee  ?     Amin.  Why,  well.     King.  Whai 
did  you  do  ? 

Amin.  No  more,  nor  left,  than  other  Couples  ufe  \ 
You  know,  what  'tis ;  it  has  but  a  courfe  Name. 

&'»<?•  (36)  But,  prithee,  I  fhould  think,  by  her  hlackEye 
And  her  red  Cheek,  fhe  fhould  be  quick  and  ftirring 

Ir* 

(36)  But,  prithee,  ljhould  think,  &c  ]  This  King  is  a  very  viciou^ 
Chara&er  throughout ;  firft,  in  debauching  the  Sifter  of  his  brave  ancf 
victorious  General ;  and  then  in  marrying  her  to  a  young  Nobleman  of 
great  Hopes,  his  General's  darling  Friend ;  and  forcing  him  to  break 
a  Contract  made  with  the  Daughter  of  bis  Conflable,  or  Keeper,  of 
his  Citadel.  But  why  is  his  Character  fo  monftroufly  overcharged, 
that  he  fhould,  to  the  Impeachment  of  common  Decency,  queltion 
the  abufed  Husband  about  hii  Wife's  Complexion  and  Vigour  in  con- 
jugal 
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In  this  fame  bufinels,  ha  ? 

Amin.  I  cannot  tell,  I  ne'er  try'd  other,  Sir ; 
But  I  perceive,  (he  is  as  qujcjt  as  you  delivered. 

King.  Well,  you  will  truft:  me  then,  Amin  t  or  y  to  chufe 
•A  Wife  for  you  again  ?     Amin.  No,  never,  Sir. 

King.  Why  ?  like  you  this  fb  ill  ?     Amin.  Sq  well  I  like 
For  this  I  bow  my  Knee  in  Thanks  to  you,  [her. 

And  unto  Heav'n  will  pay  my  grateful  Tribute 
Hourly  j  and  do  hope  we  fhaJl  draw  out 
A  long  contented  JJft  together  here, 
And  die  both  full  of  gray  Hairs  in  one  Day  •, 
For  which  the  Thinks  is  yours :  gut  if  the  Pow'rs, 
That  rule  us,  pleafe  to  call  her  firft  away, 
Without  Pride  (poke,  this  Wqrld  holds  not  a  Wife 
Worthy  to  take  her  Room. 

King.  I  do  not  like  this ;  all  forbear  the  Room, 

[Exeunt  Lyf.  Melan.  Cleon,  Strat.  and  Diphilus. 
But  you,  Amintor^  and  your  Lady.     I've  fbme  Speech 
That  may  concern  your  after-living  well. 

Amin.  He  will  not  tell  me,  he  lie?  with  her,  if  he  do, 
Something  heav'nly  flay  my  Heart,  for  I  fhall  be  apt        x 
To  thruft  this  Arm  of  mine  to  A£ts  unlawful. 

King.  You'll  fuffer  me  to  talk  with  her,  Amintor, 
And  not  have  jealous  Pangs ! 

Amin.  Sir,  I  dare  truft  my  Wife 
With  whom  fhe  dares  to  talk,  and  not  be  jealous. 

King.  How  do  you  like  Amintor  ?    Evad.  As  I  did,  Sir. 

King.  How's  that !    Evad.  As  one,  that,  to  fulfill  your 
Pleafure, 
I  have  given  Leave  to  call  mcWife  and  Love. 

King.  I  fee,  there  is  no  lafting  Faith  in  Sin ; 
They,  that  break  word  with  Heaven,  will  hreak  again 
With  ^11  the  World,  and  fo  doft  thou  with  me. 

Evad.  How,  Sir? 

King.  This  fubtile  Woman's  Ignorance 

jugal  Carefles ;  and  then  withdraw  her,  out  of  the  Husband's  Hear- 
ing, to  fift  whether  ihe  had  not  fubmkted  to  let  him  pay  the  Rites  of 
an  Husband  ?  This  is  a  Piece  of  Conduct  fo  flagrantly  impudent,  that, 
abandonM  as  we  may  be  in  private  Enormities,  even  our  worft  Rakes 
would  (hewfo  much  Deference  to  the  Fair  Sex,  as  not  to  let  It  pals 
without  a  Rebuke. 

D  4  Will 
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Will  not  excufe  you ;  thou  haft  taken  Oaths 
So  great,  methought,  they  did  not  well  become 
A  Woman's  Mouth ;  that  thou  wouldft  ne'er  enjoy 
A  Man  but  me.     Evad.  I  never  did  fvfrear  fo  •, 
You  do  me  Wrong.     King.  The  Day  and  Night  have 
heard  it. 

Evad.  I  fwore,  indeed,  that  I  would  never  love 
A  Man  of  lower  Place ;  but  if  your  Fortune 
Should  throw  you  from  this  height,  I  bad  you  truft, 
I  would  forfake  you ;  and  would  bend  to  him, 
That  won  your  Throne ;  I  love  with  my  Ambition, 
Not  with  mine  Eyes ;  but  if  I  ever  yet 
Touch'd  any  other,   Leprofie  light  here 
Upon  my  Face*  which  for  your  Royalty 
I  would  not  ftain !     King.  Why,  thou  diffembleft,  and 
It  is  in  ipe  to  punifli  thee.     Evad.  Why,  'tis  in  me 
Then  not  to^  love  you,  which  will  more  afflift 
Your  Body,  than  your  Punifhment  can  mine. 

King.  But  thou  haft  let  Amintor  lie  with  thee. 

Evad.  I  ha*  not.     King.  Impudence !  he  fays  himfelf  fo* 

Evad.  He  lyes.     King.  He  does  not. 

Evad.  By  this  Light,  he  does ; 
Strangely,  and  bafely,  and  1*11  prove  it  lb ; 
I  did  not  only  fhun  him  for  a  Night, 
But  told  him,  I  would  never  clofe  with  him. 

King.  Speak  lower ;  it  is  falfe.     Evad.  I  am  no  Man 
To  anfwer  with  a  Blow ;  or,  if  I  were, 
You  are  the  King ;  but  urge  not,  'tis  moft  true. 

King.  Do  not  I  know  the  uncontrouled  Thoughts 
That  Youth  brings  with  him,  when  his  Blood  is  high 
WitJ^  Expedition,  and  Defire  of  that 
He  king  hath  waited  for  ?  Is  not  his  Spirit, 
Though  he  be  temperate,  of  a  valiant  Strain 
As  this  our  Age  hath  known  ?  What  could  he  do, 
If  fuch  a  fudden  Speech  had  met  his  Blood, 
But  ruin  thee  for  ever?  if  he?d  not  kill'd  thee, 
He  could  not  bear  it  thus ;  he  is  as  we^ 
Or  any  other  wrong'd  Man.     Evad.  It  is  Diflembling. 

King.  Take  him ;  farewel ;  henceforth  I  am  thy  Foe ; 
jAnd  what  Pifgr^ces  J  can  blqt  thee  with,  look  for, 

Evad. 
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Evad.  Stay,  Sir;  Amintor  —  you  Ihall  hear;  Amintor— 
u4min.  What,  my  Love  ? 
Evad.  Amintor^  thou  haft  an  ingenuous  Look, 
And  fhouldft  be  virtuous  5  it  amazeth  me, 
That  thou  canft  make  fuch  bafe  malicious  Lyes. 

udmin.  What,  my  dear  Wife!  Evad.  Dear  Wife  !  I  do 
defpife  thee ; 
Why,  nothing  can  be  baler,  than  to  fow 
Diflention  amongft  Lovers.     Amin.  Lovers !  who  ? 
Evad.  The  King  and  me.     Amin.  O  Heav'n ! 
Evad.  Who  fhould  live  long,  and  love  without D^lafte, 
Were  it  not  for  fuch  Pickthanks  as  thyfelf ! 
Did  you  lie  with  me  ?  fwear  now,  and  be  punifh'd 
In  Hell  for  this.     Amin.  The  faithlels  Sin  I  made 
To  fair  Afpatia  is  not  yet  reveng'd ; 
ft  follows  me.     I  will  not  lofe  a  Word 
To  this  wild  Woman-,,  but  to  you,  my  King, 
The  Anguifh  of  my  Soul  thrufts  out  this  Truth, 
Youvare  a  Tyrant ;  and  not  fo  much  to  wrong 
An  honeft  M  an  thus,  as  to  take  a  Pride 
In  talking  with  him  of  it.     Evad.  Now,  Sir,  fee, 
How  loud  this  Fellow  ly'd.  — —  [Men 

Amin.  You  that  can  know  to  wrpng,  fhould  know  how 
Muft  right  themfelves :  What  Punilhment  is  due 
Erom  me  to  him  that  lhall  abufe  my  Bed  ? 
It  is  not  Death ;  nor  can  That  fatisfy, 
(37)  Unlefs  I  fend  your  Limbs  through  all  the  Land, 
To  lhew  how  nobly  I  have  freed  my  felf. 

Kin^.  Draw  not  thy  Sword ;  thou  knoVft,  I  cannot  fear 
A  Subje&'s  Hand ;  but  thou  ihalt  feel  the  Weight 
Of  This,  if  thou  doll  rage.     Amin.  The  Weight  o&hat? 
If  you  have  any  Worth,  for  HeavVs  fake,  think, 
I  fear  not  Swords  \  for  as  you  are  meer  Man, 
I  dare  as  eafily  kill  you  for  this  Deed, 

(37)  Unlefs  I  fend  your  Lives  through  all  the  Land.]  To  fend  Peo- . 
pie's  lives  thro*  all  the  Land  is  certainly  a  very  odd  and  unprelident- 
cd  Expreffion.  The  Poets,  doubtlefs,  muft  have  wrote,  Limbs,  i.  e. 
Unlefs  I  hew  you  to  pieces,  and  fend  your  Quarters,  (as  is  done  by 
Malefactors)  thro'  the  Kingdom,  to  let  your  Subjects  know  my  Inju- 
rs, and  the  Juilice  of  my  Revenge :  Your  bare  Deaths  cannot  fatibfy 
fne.  Mr.  Sympfon. 

As 
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(38)  As  you  dare  think  to  do-it :  but  there  is 

Divinity  about  you,  that  ftrikes  dead  , 

My  rifing  Pafiions ;  as  you  are  my  King, 

I  fall  before  you,  and  prefent  my  Sword 

To  cut  mine  own  Flefh,  if  it  be  your  Will. 

Alas!  I'm  nothing  but  a  Multitude 

Of  walking  Griefs ;  yet,  fhould  I  murther  you, 

I  might  before  the  World  take  the  Excufe 

Of  Madnefs :  for  compare  my  Injuries, 

And  they  will  well  appear  too  fad  a  Weight 

For  Reafon  to  endure  •,  but  fall  I  firft 

Among  my  Sorrows,  e'er  my  treacherous  Hand 

Touch  holy  Things !  But  why,  (I  know  not  what 

I  have  to  fay  •, )  why  did  you  chufe  out  me 

To  make  thus  wretched  ?  there  were  thoufand  Fools 

Eafy  to  work  on,  and  of  State  enough, 

Within  the  Ifland.     Evad.  I  would  not  have  a  Fool, 

It  were  no  Credit  for  me.     Atnin.  Worfe  and  worfe! 

Thou  that  dar'ft  talk  unto  thy  Husband  thus, 

Profefs  thy  felf  a  Whore,  and,  more  th^n  fo, 

Refolve  to  be  fo  Hill,  — —  it  is  my  Fate 

To  bear  and  bow  beneath  a  thoufand  Griefs, 

To  keep  that  little  Credit  with  the  World. 

But  there  were  wife  ones  too,  you  might  have  ta'en 

Another.     King.  No ;  for  I  believe  thee  Honeft, 

As  thou  art  Valiant.     Amin.  All  the  Happinefs, 

Beftow'd  upon  me,  turns  into  Difgrace; 

Gods,  take  your  Honefty  again,  for  I 

Am  loaden  with  it.  Good  my  Lord  the  King, 

Be  private  in  k.     King.  Thou  may'ft  live,  Amintory 

Free  as  thy  King,  if  thou  wilt  wink  at  this ; 

And  be  a  means  that  we  may  meet  in  iecret. 

Amin.  A  Baud!,  hold,  hold,  myBreaftj  a  bitter  Curie 

(38) hut  there  is 

Divinity  about  you,  that  ftrikes  dead 

My  rifing  Pajfions',]    So  Shakefpeare  fold,  before  our  Poets,  in 
his  Hamlet : 

Let  him  go,  Gertrude;  do  not  fear  our  Per/on: 
There's  fuch  Divinity  doth  hedge  a  King, 
That  Treafon  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would; 
AS s  little  of  its  Will 

Seize 
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Seize  me,  if  I  forget  not  all  Refpe&s 
That  are  religious,  on  another  Word 
Sounded  like  that ;  and  through  a  Sea  of  Sins 
Will  wade  to  my  Revenge,  though  I  lhould  call 
Pains  here,  and,  after  Life,  upon  my  Soul ! 

(39)  King.  Well;  I  am  refolute,  you  lie  not  with  her ; 
And  fo  I  leave  you.         *  {Exit  King. 

Evad.  You  muft  needs  be  prating; 
And,  fee,  what  follows.     Amin.  'Prithee,  vex  me  not  \ 
Leave  me;  I  am  afraid,  fome  fudden  Start 
Will  pull  a  Murther  on  me.     Evad.  I  am  gone ; 
I  love  my  Life  well.  {Exit  Evadne. 

Amin.  I  hate  mine  as  much. 
This  'tis  to  break  a  Troth  \  I  fhould  be  glad, 
If  all  this  Tide  of  Grief  would  make  me  mad.         {Exit. 

Enter  Melantius. 

Mel.  I'll  know  the  Caufe  of  all  Amintor's  Griefs, 
Or  Friendfhip  fhall  be  idle. 

Enter  Calianax. 

Cal.  O  Melantius, 
My  Daughter — fhe  will  die.    Mel  Truft  me,  I  am  forryj 
*  Would,  thou  hadft  ta'en  her  Room ! 

Cal.  Thou  art  a  Slave, 
A  cut-throat  Slave,  a  bloody  treacherous  Slave. 

Mel.  Take  heed,  old  Man,  thou  wilt  be  heard  to  rave, 
And  lofe  thine  Office.     Cal.  I  am  valiant  grown 
At  all  thefe  Years,  and  thou  art  but  a  Slave. 

Mel.  Some  Company  will  come,  and  I  refpeft 
Thy  Years,  not  thee,  fo  much,  that  I  could  wifh 
To  laugh  at  thee  alone.    Cal.  I'll  fpoil  your  Mirth, 

(39)  WelU  1  am  refolute  you  lay  not  with  her^\    The  oldeft  Quarto 
leaves  out  the  Negative,  and  gives  us  this  Reading  : 

Well,  I  am  refohtte  you  lay  with  her, 
i.  e.  I  am  refold d9  certain  in  my  Opinion,  that  you  have  enjoy 'd  her. 
But,  I  think,  this  is  not  the  Intention  of  the  Authors :  The  King, 
'tis  plain,  defires  to  continue  the  Pofleffion  of  her  folely  to  himfelf ; 
and  therefore,  to  keep  up  the  Strain  of  his  Tyranny,  would  fey,  I  am 
nVd  in  the  Determination,  that  you  fhall  not  tafte  of  her  Embraces, 
and  fo  I  leave  you. 

I  mean 
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I  mean  to  fight  with  thee ;  there  lie  my  Cloak,  *— 
This  was  my  Father's  Sword,  and  he  durft  fight ; 
Are  you  prepared  ?     Mel.  Why,  wilt  thou  doat  thy  felf 
Out  of  thy  Life  ?  Hene&get  thee  to  thy  Bed, 
Have  carefull  Looking  to,  and  eat  warm  things, 
Trouble  not  me ;  my  Head  is  full  of  Thoughts 
More  weighty  than  thy  Life,  or  Death,  can  be. 

Cal.  You  have  a  Name  in  War,  where  you  ftand  fafe 
Amongft  a  Multitude ;  but  I  will  try, 
What  you  dare  do  unto  a  weak  old  Man :. 
In  fingle  Fight,  you'll  give  ground,  I  fear:  Come,  draw. 

Mel.  I  will  not  draw,  unlefs  thou  pull'ft  thy  Death 
Upon  thee  with  a  Stroke ;  there's  no  one  Blow, 
That  thou  canft  give,  hath  Strength  enough  to  kill  me. 
Tempt  me  not  fo  far  then ;  the  Pow'r  of  Earth 
Shall  not  redeem  thee.     Cal.  I  muft  let  him  alone, 
He's  flout  and  able ;  and  to  fay  the  Truth, 
However  I  may  fet  a  Face,  and  talk, 
I  am  not  valiant:  When  I  was  a  Youth, 
I  kept  my  Credit  with  a  tefly  Trick 
I  had  'mongft  Cowards,  but  durft  never  fight. 

Mel.  I  will  not  promife  to  preferve  your  Life^ 
If  you  do  flay.     Cal.  I  would  give  half  my  Land 
That  I  durft  fight  with  that  proud  Man  a  little  : 
If  I  had  Men  to  hold  him,  I  would  beat  him, 
Till  he  askt  me  Mercy.     Mel.  Sir,  will  you  be  gone? 

Cal.  I  dare  not  flay,  but  I  will  beat  my  Servants 
All  over  for  this.  [Exit  Calianax^ 

Mel.  This  old  Fellow  haunts  m£ ; 
But  the  diftrafted  Carriage  of  mine  Amintor 
Takes  deeply  on  me,  I  will  find  the  Caufe ; 
I  fear,  his  Confidence  cries,  he  wrong'd  Afpati*. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Amin.  Mens  Eyes  are  notfo  fubtle  to  perceive 
My  inward  Mifery  \  I  bear  my  Grief 
Hid  from  the  World •>  how  art  thou  wretched  then  ? 
For  au^ht  I  know,  all  Husbands  are  like  me  j 
And  every  one,  I  talk  with  of  his  Wife, 
is  but  a  well  Diffembler  of  his  Woes, 

As 
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As  1  am :  'Would,  I  knew  it  •,  for  the  Rarenefs 
Afflifts  me  now. 

Mel.  Amintor^  we  have  not  enjoy' d  our  Friendfhip  of  late, 
'40)  For  we  were  wont  to  change  our  Souls  in  Talk. 

Amin.  Melantius,  I  can  tell  thee  a  good  Jeft  of  Strata 
ind  a  Lady  the  laft  Day.     Mel.  How  w^s't  ? 

Amin.  Why,  fuch  an  odd  one. 

Mel  I  have  long'd  to  fpeak  with  you,  not  of  an  idle 
feft  that's  forc'd,  but  of  matter  you  are  bound  to  utter 
:o  me. 

Amin.  What  is  that,  my  Friend? 

Mel.  I  have  obferv'd,  your  Words  fall  from  your  Tongue 
Wildly ;  and  all  your  Carriage  has  appear'd 
Like  one  that  ftrove  to  fhew  his  merry  Mood, 
When  he  were  ill  diipos'd :  You  were  not  wont 
To  put  fuch  Scorn  into  your  Speeth,  or  wear 
Upon  your  Face  ridiculous  Jollity: 
Some  Sadnefs  fits  here,  which  your  Cunning  wou'd 
Coyer  o'er  with  Smiles,  and  'twill  not  be.     What  is  it  ? 

Amin.  A  Sadnefs  here !  what  Caufe 
Can  Fate  provide  for  me,  to  make  me  fo  ? 
Am  I  not  lov'd  through  all  this  Ifle  ?  the  King 
Rains  Greatnefs  on  me :  Have  I  not  received 
A  Lady  to  my  Bed,  that  in  her  Eye 
(41)  Keeps  mounting  Fire,  and  on  her  tender  Cheeks 
Inimitable  Colour,  in  her  Heart 

APrifon 

(40)  For  we  were  wont  to  charge  our  Souls  in  Talk."]  This  is  flat 
Nonfenfe,  by  the  Miftake  of  a  fingle  Letter.  The  flight  Alteration 
I  have  made,  gives  us  the  true  Meaning.    So,  in  A  King  and  no 

or  for  HoneJIy  to  enterchange  my  Bofom  witht  &c. 

And,  again. 

And  then  bow  dare  you  offer  to  change  Words  with  her? 
Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Sympfon,  concurr'd  with  me  in  ftarting  this 
Emendation. 
(4.1)  ■  and  on  her  tender  Cheeks 

Inevitable  Colour,}  This  Epithet,  I  know,  fignifies,  not  to  be 
avoided,  hot  to  be  efcbew'd;  but  I  don't  remember  that  it  takes  in  the 
Idea  of  not  to  be  refifted\  which  is  the  Senfe  required  here.  The  old 
Quarto  of  1 619  has  it,  Immutable  Colour, — But  Metre  and  Emphafis 
prove  that  to  be  a  corrupted  Reading ;  but  of  which,  I  dare.be  confi- 
dent, I  have  extracted  the  genuine  Ledion  :  Inimitable  Colour ;  ;.  e. 

a 
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A  Prifon  For  all  Virtue  ?  Are  not  you, 

Which  is  above  all  Joys,  my  conftant  Friend  ? 

What  Sadnefs  can  I  have  ?  No,  I  am  light, 

And  feel  the  courfes  of  my  Blood  more  warm, 

And  (Hiring,  than  they  were ;  faith,  marry  too ; 

And  you  will  feel  £o  unexpreft  a  Joy 

In  chaft  Embraces,  that  you  will  indeed 

Appear  another.    .  MeL  You  may  fhape,  Amintor, 

Caufes  to  cozen  the  whole  World  withal, 

And  yourfelf  too ;  but  'tis  not  like  a  Friend, 

To  hide  your  Soul  from  me ;  'tis  not  your  Nature 

To  be  thus  idle ;  I  have  feen  you  ftand, 

As  you  were  blafted,  midft  of  all  your  Mirth ; 

Call  thrice  aloud,  and  then  ftart,  feigning  Joy 

So  coldly :  World !  what  do  I  here  ?  a  Friend 

Is  nothing  •,  Heav'n !  I  wou'd  ha*  told  that  Man    # 

My  fecret  Sins ;  Fll  fearch  an  unknown  Land, 

And  there  plant  Friendfhip  •,  all  is  withered  here ; 

Come  with  a  Complement  ?— —  I  wou'd  have  fought, 

Or  told  my  Friend,  he  ly'd,  e'er  footh'd  him  fo  -, 

Out  of  my  Bolbm/ 


»<  1 1  * 


Amin.  But  there  is  nothing. 

MeL  Woffe  and  worfe  -,  ferewel ; 
From  this  time  have  Acquaintance,  but  no  Friend. 

Amin.  Mdantiusyikayi  you  fliall  know  what  it  is. 

(42)  MeL  See,  how  you  play*d  with  Friendfhip  5  be  ad- 
How  you  give  Caufc  unto  yourfelf  to  fay,  [vis'd, 

You 

a  Complexion  not  to  bp  paragon'd  by  Nature,  nor  imitated  by  Art. 
We  may  eafily  account  for  the  Depravation  at  Prefs.  The  Hand- 
writing in  thofe  Times  was  almoft  univerfally  what  we  call  Secretary : 
And  their  i*s  were  wrote  without  Tittles  over  them.  Let  us  then 
fee  hew  minute  is  the  Difference  betwixt  the  two  Words,  and  how 
liable  they  might  be  to  be  miftaken  One  for  the  Other: 

Inimitable, 

Immutable. 

(42)  Mel.  Seet  how  you  play1  J  with  Frieud/hipi]  The  quarrelling 
Scene,  which  is  now  coming  on,  has  been  tfce  Subjeft  of  much  Criti-  ' 
cifm  and  Controverfy.  Some  have  cry'd  it  up  above  that  celebrated 
Quarrel  in  Euripides\  ltbigenia  at  Au/is  Jpebwixt  Agamemnon  and  his 
Brother  Menelaus:  And  others  have  decryM  it  as  egregioufly  faulty  in 
the  Motives,  and  Progrefs ;  the  Working  up,  and  Declination  of  the 

Paffions. 
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The  Maid's  Tragedy.  j\.f 

You  ha*  loft  a  Friend.     Amin.  Forgive  what  I  have  done, 
For  I  am  fo  o'ergone  with  Injuries 
Unheard  of,  that  I  Iofe  Confideration 
Of  what  I  ought  to  do — oh' — oh ! 

Mel.  Do  not  weep  -% 
What  is  it  ?  May  I  once  but  know  the  Man, 
Hath  turn'd  my  Friend  thus!    Amin.  I  had  ipoke  at  firft,' 
But  that —   Mel.  But  what  ?     Amin.  I  held  it  moft,  unfit 
For  you  to  know ;  faith,  do  not  know  it  yet. 

Mel.  Thou  feeft  my  Love,  that  will  keep  Company 
With  thee  in  Tears ;  hide  nothing  then  from  trie  ; 
For  When  I  know  the  Caufe  of  thy  Diftemper, 
(43)  With  mine  old  Armoui-  I'll  adorn  myfelf, 
My  Refolution,  and  cut  through  thy  Foes, 
Untp  thy  Quiet ;  till  I  place  thy  Heart 
As  peaceable  as  fpotlefs  Innocence. 
What  is  it  ?     Amin.  Why,  'tis  this  *— .  it  is  too  big 
To  get  out;-      "let  my  Tears  make  way  awhile. 

Mel.  Punifh  me  itr angely  Heav'n,  if  he  efcape  • 
Of  Life  or  Fame,  that  brought  this  Youth  to  this ! 

Amin.  Your  Sifter-—  Mel  Well  faid. 

Amin.  You  will  wilh't  unknown, 
When  you  have  heard  it.    Mel.  No.    Atmri.  Is  much  td 

v  blame, 
And  to.  the  King  has  giv'n  her  Honour  up, 
And  lives  in  Whoredom  with  him.    Mel.  How  is  this ! 
Thou  art  run  mad  with  Injury,  indeed, 
Thou  cou'dft  not  utter  this  elfe ;  fpeak  again, 
For  I  forgiVe  it  freely ;  tell  thy  Griefs. 
v*  Amin.  She's  wanton ;  I  am  loth  to  fey,  a  Whore ; 
*  Though  it  be  true.  — — 

Paffions.  Fpr  my  own  part,  I  will  venture  to  be  no  farther  an  Um- 
pire in  the  Cafe,  than  in  pronouncing  that  I  have  always  feen  it  re- 
ceived with  vehement  Applaufe  1  and  that  I  think  it  very  affe&ing 
on  each  Side. 

(43)  Wri  mtfi*  own  Armour]  I  have  chofc  to  adopt  the  Reading 
here  of  the  two  eldeft-J^ar/a's;  becaufe,  I  think,  it  is  juftified  by  what 
Amintor  fays  to  Meiantius,  at  their  firft  Meeting,  upon  his  Return 
from  the  Wars. 

And  may  thy  Armour  be,  as  it  hath  been, 

Only  thy  Valour  and  thy  Innoctncs  / 

.  Mel. 
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Mel.  Speak  yet  again,  before  mine  Anger  grow 
Up,  beyond  throwing  down ;  what  are  thy  Griefs  ? 

Amin.  By  all  our  Friendship,  thefe. 

Mel.  What  ?  am  I  tame  ? 
After  mine  Aftions,  fhall  the  name  of  Friend 
(44)  Blot  all  our  Family,  and  ftick  the  Brand 
Of  Whore  upon  my  Sifter,  unreveng'd  ? 
My  fhaking  Flefti,  be  thou  a  Witnefs  for  me, 
With  what  Unwillingnefs  I  go  to  fcourge 
This  Rayler,  whom  my  Folly  hath  calTd  Friend ; 
I  will  not  take  thee  bafely  tho* ;  thy  Sword 
Hangs  near  thy  Hand,  draw  it,  that  I  may  whip 
Thy  Rafhnefs  to  Repentance.     Draw  thy  Sword. 

Amin.  Not  on  thee,  did  thine  Anger  fwell  as  high 
As  the  wild  Surges ;  thou  fhouldft  do  me  Eafe 
Here,  and  eternally,  if  thy  noble  Hand 
Wou'd  cut  me  from  my  Sorrows.     Mel.  This  is  bafe 
And  fearful ;  they,  that  ufe  to  utter  Lies, 
Provide  not  Blows,  but  Words,  to  qualify 
The  Men  they  wrong'd  ;  thou  haft  a  guilty  Caufe. 

Amin.  Thou  pleafeft  me ;  for ,  fo  much  more  like  this 
Will  raife  my  Anger  up  above  my  Griefs, 
(Which  is  a  Paffion  eafier  to  be  borne) 
And  I  fhall  then  be  happy.      Mel.  Take  then  more 
To  raife  thine  Anger.    'Tis  meer  Cowardice 
Makes  thee  not  draw  ;  and  I  will  leave  thee  dead 
However ;  but  if  thou  art  fo  much  preft 
With  Guilt  and  Fear,  as  not  to  dare  to  fight, 
Fll  make  thy  Memory  loath'd,  and  fix  a  Scandal 
Upon  thy  Name  for  ever.     Amin.  Then  I  draw, 
As  juftly  as  our  Magiftrates  their  Swords, 
To  cut  Offenders  off.     I  knew  before, 
'Twould  grate  your  Ears ;  but  it  was  bafe  in  you 
To  urge  a  weighty  Secret  from  your  Friend, 
And  then  rage  at  it ;  I  fhall  be  at  Eafe, 

(44)        ■    — —  and  ftrike  the  Brand 

Of  whore  upon  rny  Sifter ,]  To  fir  ike  the  Brand  of  any  Infamy  upon 
a  Pcrfon,  never  was  the  Phrafe  to  exprefs  that  Idea ;  yet  it  has  poflcfsM 
all  the  printed  Copies  for  above  this  Century  paft.  The  true  Word 
I  have  retriev'd  from  the  oldeft  Quarto  in  16 19, 

if 
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If  I  be  kill'd  ;  and  if  you  fall  by  me, 

I  fhall  not  long  out-live  you.     Mel.  Stay  a  while. 

The  name  of  Friend  is  more  than  Family, 

Or  all  the  World  befides  j  I  was  a  Fool. 

Thou  fearching  human  Nature,  that  didft  wake 

To  do  me  Wrong,  thou  art  inquifitive, 

Aijd  thrufts't  me  upon  Queftions  that  will  take    , 

My  Sleep  away ;  'would,  I  had  dy'd,  e'er  known 

This  lad  Difhonour !  Pardon  me,  my  Friend ; 

If  thou  wilt  ftrike,  here  is  a  faithful  Heart ; 

Pierce  it,  for  I  will  never  heave  my  Hand 

To,  thine ;  behold  the  Pow'r  thou  haft  in  me ! 

I  do  believe,  my  Sifter  is  a  Whore, 

A  leprous  one  j  put  up  thy  Sword,  young  Man. 

Amin.  How  fhou'd  I  bear  it  then,  fhe  being  fp  ? 
I  fear,  my  Friend,  that  you  will  lofe  me  fhortly  j 
And  I  fhall  do  a  foul  Ad  on  myfelf 
Through  thefe  Dilgraces.  .  Mel.  Better^  half  the  Land 
Were  buried  quick  together;  no,  Amintor, 
Thou  ftialt  have  Eafe :  O  this  adult'rous  King, 
That  drew  her  to  it !  where  got  he  the  Spirit 
To  wrong  me  fo  ?     Amin.  What  is  it  then  to  me, 
If  it  be  Wrong  to  you !     Mel.  Why,  not  fo  much : 
The  Credit  of  our  Houfe  is  thrown  away  •, 
But  from  his  iron  Den  I'll  waken  Death, 
And  hurl  him  on  this  King \  my  Honefty 
Shall  fteel  my  Sword  •,  and  on  its  horrid  Point 
JPU  wear  my  Caufe,  that  fhall  amaze  the  Eyes 
Of  this  proud  Man,  and  be  too  glittering 
For  him  to  look  on.     Amin.  I  have  quite  undone 
My  Fame.       Mel.  Dry  up  thy  watry  Eyes  awhile, 
And  caft  a  manly  Look  upon  my  Face ; 
■  Fof  nothing  is  fo  wild  as  I  thy  Friend,  # 
Till  I  have  freed  thee  :  Still  this  fwelling  Breaft ; 
I  go  thus  from  thee,  and  will  never  ceafe 
(45)  My  Vengeance,  till  I  find  thy  Heart  at  Peace. 

Anuti. 

#  (45)"  ■  Till I find my  Heart  at  Peace."]  Me  Ian  ti us  (hews  but 

little  Friendftiip  in  This,  to  fay,  he  will  purfuc  his  Revenge,  till  he 
has  fatisfied  his  own  Mind.  He  had  promiied  Something  to  Amintor ; 
.    Vox,  I.  E    •  had 
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Amin.  It  muft  not  be  fo  •,  ftay,  mine  Eyes  would  tell 
How  loth  I  am  to  this ;  but  Love  and  Tears 
Leave  me  awhile,  for  I  have  hazarded 
All  that  this  World  calls  happy ;  thou  haft  wrought 
A  Secret  from  me  under  name  of  Friend, 
Which  Art  could  ne'er  have  found,  nor  Torture  wrung 
From  out  my  Bofom  ;  give  it  me  again, 
For  I  -Mil  find  it,  wherefoe'er  it  lies 
Hid  in  the  mortaTft  part ;  invent  a  way 
To  give  it  back.      Mel.  Why,  wou'd  you  have  it  back? 
I  will  to  Death  purfue  him  with  Revenge. 

Amin.  Therefore,  I  call  it  from  thee;  for,  I  know, 
Thy  Blood  fo  high,  that  thou  wHt  ftir  in  this, 
And  fhame  me  to  Pofterity  :  Take  to  thy  Weapon. 

Mel.  Hear  thou  thy  Friend,  that  bears  more  Years 
than  thou. 

Amin.  I  will  not  hear:  but  draw,  or  I —  Mel.  AmiMor^— 

Amin.  Draw  then,  for  I  am  full  as  relblute, 
As  Fame  and  Honour  can  inforce  me  be ; 
I  cannot  linger,  draw.     Mel.  I  do  -—but  is  not 
My  fhare  of  Credit  equal  then  with  thine, 
If  I  do  ftir  ?     Amin.  No ;  for  it  will  be  calTd 
Honour  in  thee  to  fpill  thy  Sifter's  Blood, 
If  fhe  her  Birth  abufe ;  and,  on  the  King, 
A  brave  Revenge :  But  on  me,  that  have  walkt 
"\yith  Patience  in  it,  it  will  fix  the  Name 
Of  fearfull  Cuckold- O  that  Word !  be  quick. 

Mel.  Then  join  with  me.     Amin.  I  dare  not  do  a  Sin, 
Or  elfe  I  would :  Be  fpeedy. 

Mel.  Then  dare  not  fight  with  me,  for  that's  a  Sin. 
His  Grief  diftra&s  him ;  call  thy  Thoughts  again, 
And  to  thyfelf  pronounce  the  Name  of  Friend, 
And  fee  what  that  will  work ;  I  will  not  fight. 

Amin.  You  muft.      Mel.  I  will  be  kill'd  firft,  though 
*  my  Paflions 

had  advis'd  him  to  take  Comfort,  and  pacify  his  Griefs ;  and  there- 
fore it  was  his  Heart  that  was  to  be  fet  at  Reft.  But  the  Quarrel  does 
not  lye  again  ft  the  Authors,  but  their  incorrect  Editors.  The  oldeft 
Quarto,  indeed,  (as  it  does'  in  numberlefs  other  Places,)  help'd  me  to 
the  true  Reading. 

OfFcr'd 
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Offered  the  like  to  you  5  'tis  not  this  Earth 

Shall  buy  my  Reafon  to  it ;  think  a  while, 

For  you  are  (I  muft  weep,  when  I  lpeak  that).. 

Almoft  befides  yourfelf.     Amin.  Oh  my  foft  Temper ! 

So  many  fwqet  Words  from  thy  Sifter's  Mouth, 

I  am  afraid,  would  make  me  take  her  to  me 

To  embrace,  and  pardon  her.     I  am  mad,  indeed, 

And  know  not  what  I  do ;  yet  have  a  Care 

Of  me  in  what  thou  doeft.     Mel.  Why  thinks  my  Friend, 

I  will  forget  his  Honour,  or,  to  faye 

The  .Bravery  of  our  Houfe,  will  lofe  his  Fame, 

And  fear  to  touch  the  Throne  of  Majefty  ? 

Amin.  A  Curie  will  follow  that ;  but  rather  live 
And  fuffer  with  me.      Mel.  I  will  do  what  Worth 
SJiall  bid  me,  and  no  more.     Amin.   'Faith,  I  am  flck, 
And  defp'rately,  I  hope ;  yet,  leaning  thus, 
I  feel  a  kind  of  Eafe.     Mel.  Come,  take  again 
Your  Mirth  about  you.     Amin.  I  Xhall  never  do't. 

Mel.  I  warrant  yoy,  look  up,  we'll  walk  together, 
Put  thine  Ar/n  here,  all  fhall  .be  well  again. 

Amin.  Thy  Love,  (O  wretched !)  Ay,  thy  Love,  Melan- 
•Why,  I  have  nothing  elfe.  [tius  j 

Mel.  Be  merry  then.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Melantius  again. 

Mel.  This  worthy  young  Man  may  do  Violence 
Upon  himfelf  5  but  I  have  cherilh'd  him 
To  my  beft  Pow'r,  and  fent  him  fmiling  from  me, 
To  counterfeit  again.    Sword,  hold  thine  Edge ; 

My  Heart  will  never  fai|  me.     Dipbilus, • 

(46)  Thou  com'ft,  as  fent. 

'     •  Enter  Diphilus. 

Dipb.  Yonder  has  been  fuch  laughing. 
MeL  Betwixt  whom?  [Spleens 

Dipb.  Why,  our  Sifter  and  the  King,  I  thought  their 
Would  break ;  they  laught  us  all  out  of  the  Room. 

(46)  Thou  confft  as fent.]  This  is,  as  Horace  fays  of  himfelf,  Bre- 
vis  ejfe  labor  o,  Obfcurus  fio.  The  meaning  is,  thou  com'ft  as  critically, 
as  if  I  had  fent  for  thee. 

E  2  Mil. 
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Mel.  They  muft  weep,  Dipbilus.    Dipb.  Muft  they? 
Mel.  They  muft : 
Thou  art  my  Brother,  And  if  I  did  believe 
Thou  hadft  a  bafe  Thought,  I  would  rip  it  out, 
Lie  where  it  durft.     Dipb.  You  fhould  not,  I  would  firft 
Mangle  niyfelf  and  find  it.     Mel.  That  was  fpoke 
According  to  our  Strain ;  Come,  join  thy  Hands, 
And  fwear  a  Firmnefs  to  what  Project  I  jf 

Shall  lay  before  thee.      Dipb.  You  do  wrong  us  both ; } 
('47)  People  hereafter  fhall  not  fay,  there  pafs'd 
A  Bond  more  than  our  Loves,  to  tie  our  lives     • 
And  Deaths  together. — 

Mel.  It  is  as  nobly  faid  as  I  would  wifli ; 
Anon  I'll  tell  you  Wonders  •,  we  are  wrong'd. 

Dipb,  But  I  will  tell  you  now,  we'll  right  ourfelves. 

Mel.  Stay  not,  prepare  the  Armour  in  my  Houfe  $ 
And  what  Friends  you  can  draw  unto  our  Side, 
Not  knowing  of  die  Caufe,  make  ready  too  5 
Hafte,  Dipbilus9  the  Time  requires  it,  hafte. 

,  [Exit  Diphilus. 
I  hope,  my  Caufe  is  juft ;  I  know,  my  Blood 
Tells  me,  it  is  ;  and  I  will  credit  it. 
To  take  Revenge,  and  lofe  myfelf  withal, 
Were  idle ;  and  to  fcape  impoflible, 
(48)  Without  I  had  the  Fort,  which,  (Mifery ! ) 
Remaining  in  the  Hands  of  my  Old  Enemy 
Calianaxy but  I  muft  have  it.    See, 

Enter  Calianax. 
Where  he  comes  fhaking  by  me :  Good  my  Lord, 

(47)  People  hereafter  Jball  not  fay,  there  pafid 

A  Bond  more  than  our  Loves,]  This  Sentiment  feems  to  be 
fhadow'd  fiom  Skakefpeare,  in  .his  Julius  C  re  far.  % 

Caff.  -And  let  us  fwear  our  Refolution. 
Bru.   No,  not  an  Oath ;  if  that  the  Face  of  Men, 
The  Suff  ranee  of  our  Souls,  the  Time's  Abu  ft, 
If  thefe  he  Motives  weak,  break  off  betimes  ;  Bet. 

(48)  — -~         -  ~         which  Mifery 

Remaining  in  the  Hands.]   Without  the  Reaification  whick 
I  have  made  ^in    the  Pointing,    this   Paflage  was  nark  Nonfenfe, 
Mr.  Sympfbn  ftarted  the  very  fame  Admftment,  in  Confirmation  of 
my  Conjecture. 

Forget 
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Forget  your  Spleen  to.  me,  I  never  wrong'd  you, 
But  would  have  Peace  withiev'ry  Man.     Cal.  'Tis  well; 
If  I  durft  fight,  your  Tongue  would  lie  at  quiet. 
'      Mel.  You're  touchy  without  all  Caufc. 

Cal.  Do,  mock  me.     Mel.  By 
Mine  Honour,  I  fpeak  Truth.   Cal.  Honour  ?  where  is't  ? 

Mel.  What  ftarts  you  make  into  your  idle  Hatred 
To  my  good  Love  and  Freedom  to  you.    I  come 
With  Refolution  to  obtain  a  Suit  of  you. 

Cal.  A  Suit  of  me !  'tis  very  like,  it  fhould 
Be  granted,  Sir.     Mel.  Nay,  go  not  hence ;  'tis  this; 
You  have  the  keeping  of  the  Fort,  and  I 
Would  wifh  you  by  the  Love  you  ought  to  bear 
Unto  me,  to  deliver  it  to  my  Hands. 

Cal.  I  am  in  hope  thou'rt  mad,  to  talk  to  me  thus. 

Mel.  But  there's  a  Reafon  why  I  move  you  to  it. 
I  would  kill  the  King,  that  wrong'd  you  and  your 
Daughter. 

Cal.  Out  Traitor !    MeF.  Nay,  but  ftay ;  I  cannot  fcape, 
The  Deed  once  done,  without  I  have  this  Fort.      [Mind 

Cal.  And  fhould  I  help  thee?  now  thy  treacherous 
Betrays  itfelf.      Mel.  Come,  come,  delay  me  not ; 
Give  me  a  ludden  Arifwer,  or  already 
Thy  laft  is  fpoke ;  refufe  not  ofFer'd  Love, 
When  it  comes  clad  in  Secrets.     Cal.  If  I  fay, 
I  will  not,  he  will  kill  me;  I  do  fee't 
Writ  in  his  Looks ;  and  fhould  I  fay,  I  will, 
He'll  run  and  tell  the  King.     I  do  not  fhun 
Your  Friendship,  dear  Melantius,  but  this  Caufe 
Is  weighty,  gjve  me  but  an  Hour  to  think. 

Mel.  Take  it— I  know,  this  goes  unto  the  King; 
But  I  am  arm'd.  [Exit  Melantius, 

Cal.  Methinks,  I  feel  myfelf 
But  twenty  now  again;  this  fighting  Fool 
Wants  Policy ;  I  fhall  revenge  my  Girl, 
And  make  her  red  again ;  I  pi*ay,  my  Legs 
Will  laft  that  Pace  that  I  will  carry  them ; 
I  fhall  want  Breath,  before  I  find  the  King, 
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A  C  T     IV.       SCENE     I. 

Enter  Melantius,  Evadne,  and  a  Lady. 

MeL  CAVE  you !     Evad.  Save  you,  fweet  Brother ! 

^    MeL  In  my  blunt  Eye, 
Methinks,  you  look,  v  Evadne ,  » 

Evad.  Come,  you  would  make 
Me  blufli: 

Mel.  I  would,  Evadne\  I  fhall  difpleafe  my  Ends  elfc. 

(49)  Evad.  You  fhall,  if  you  commend  me  5 1  am  bafhfiil ; 
Come,  Sir,  how  do  Ilook?     MeL  I  would  not  have 
Your  Women  hear  me 
Break  into  Commendation  of  you,  'tis  not  feemly. 

Evad.  Go  wait  me  in  the  Gallery——  now  Jpeak. 

Mel.  I'll  lock  the  Door  firft.  {Exeunt  Ladies. 

Evad.  Why? 

MeL  I  will  not  have  your  gilded  Things,  that  dance 
In  Vifitation  with  their  Milan  Skins, 
(50)  Choice  up  my  Bufinefs: 

Evad.]  You  are  ftrangely  difpos'd,  Sir. 

MeL  Good  Madam,  not  to  make  you  merry: 

Evad.  No,  if  you  praife  me,  it  will  make  me  lad: 

MeL  Such  a  fad  Commendation  I  have  for  you. 

Evad.  Brother,  the  Court  hath  made  you  witty, 
And  learn  to  riddle. 

MeL  I  praife  the  Court  for't ;  has  it  learn'd  you  nothing  ?t 

Evad.mzl 

Mel.  Ay,  Evadne  y  thou  art  young  and  handfbm, 
A  Lady  of  a  fweet  Complexion, 
And  fuch  a  flowing  Carriage,  that  it  cannot 
Chufe  but  inflame  a  Kingdom.    Evad.  Gentle  Brother  I 

(49)  Youjhall,  if  you  command  me ;]  Thus  all  the  Editions  :  /.'#. 
If  you  bid  me  blufh,  I  (hall.  Evadne  is  very  obfequious  in  this  Con- 
defcention  :  bat  this,  I  dare  fey,  was  not  the  Poets7  Intentions.  They 
meant,  fhe  fhould  fay ;  "  Nay,  if  you  commend  me,  I  am  bafhful, 
««  and  fhall  blufh  at  your  Praifes :"  And  this  is  confirmed  by  what  Me- 
lantius immediately  fubjoins  to  it. 

(50)  Choke  up  my  Bufinefs. 

In1  Vifitation  1  &c.  J  The  Tranfpofition  of  the  Lines,  made  here, 
is  from  the  Authority  of  the  old  Copies.  Mr.  Seward  likewife  pointed 
©lit  th£ fame  Regulation  tome.  MeL 
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(51)  Mel.  'Tis  yet  in  thy  Repentance,  foolifti  Woman, 
To  make  me  gentle.  Evad.  i^ow  is  this  ?  Mel.  *Tis  bafe, 
And  I  could  blufli  at  thefe  Years,  thorough  all 

My  honoured  Scars,  to  come  to  fuch  a  Parly. 

Evad.  I  underftand  ypu  not-  Mel.  You  dare  not,  Fool ; 
They,  that  commit  thy  Faults,  fly  the  Remembrance. 

Evad.  My  Faults,  Sir !  I  would  have  you  know,  I  care  not 
If  they  were  wriften  here,  here  in  my  Forehead. 

(52)  Mel.  Thy  Body  is  too'litde  for  the  Story, 
The  Lulls  of  which  would  fill  another  Woman, 

As  though  fh'ad  Twins  within  her.    Evad.  This  is  fgucy ; 
I^ook,  you  intrude  no  more,  there  lies  your  Way. 

Mel.  Thou  art  my  Way,  and  I  will  tread  upon  thee, 
'Till  I  find  Truth  out. 

Evad.  What  Truth  is  that  you  look  for  ?  [fet  me 

(53)  Mel.  Thy  long-loft  Honour :  'would,  the  Gods  had 
Rather  to  grapple  with  the  Plague,  or  ftand 

One  of  their  loudeft  Bolts!  Come,  tell  me  quickly, 
Do  it  without  Enforcement,  and  take  heed 
You  fwell  me  not  above  my  Temper. 

Evad.  How,  Sir  ?  where  got  you  this  Report  ? 

Mel.  Whete  there  were  People,  in  every  Place. 

Evad.  They  and  the  Seconds  of  it  are  bafe  People ; 
Believe  them  not,  they  lyed. 

Mel.  Do  not  play  with  mine  Anger,  do  not  Wretch, 

(51)  yTis  yet  in  thy  Remembrance,  foolijb  Woman ,]  How  was  it  in 
her  Remembrance  ?  She  was  not  at  all  confcious,  that  Melantius  knew 
any  thing  of  her  Mifconducl  and  Guilt  with  the  King;  fo  was  not  pre- 
pared to  make  any  Confeffion.  Repentance  is  the  Reading  of  the  bell 
and  oldeft  Copies,  and  is  certainly  the  genuine  one. 

(52)  Thy  Body  is  too  little  for  the  Story, 

The  Lufts  of  which  would  fill  another  Woman, 
Though^*  had  Twins  within  her.]  This  is  Mock-Reafoningf 
and  prima  facie  fhews  its  Abfurdity.  Surely,  if  a  Woman  has  Twins 
within  her,  (he  can  want  very  little  more  to  fill  her  up.  I  dare  be 
confident,  I  have  reftor'd  the  Poet*s  genuine  Reading.  The  Pro- 
priety of  the  Reafoning  is  a  Conviction  of  the  Certainty  of  the  Emen- 
dation. 

(53)  'Would,  the  Gods  had  fet  me 

One  of  their  lopdefi  Bolts ;]  Ever  fince  the  Folio  Edition  ef 
1679,  downwards,  this  Imperfe&ian,  andNonfenfe,  has  poffefs'd  the 
Text.  The  Line,  which  I  have  retriev'd  from  the  Generality  of  the 
©Id  {Quarto's  makes  all  clear. 

E  4  I  come 
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I  come  to  know  that  defperate  Fool  that  drew  thee 
From  thy  fair  Life ;  be  wife,  and  lay  him  open. 

Evad.  Unhand  me,  and  learn  Manners ;  fuch  another 
Forgetfulnefs  forfeits  your  life. 

Mel.  Quench  me  this  mighty  Humour,  and  then  tell  me 
Whole  Whore  you  are ;  for  you  are  one,  I  know  it. 
Let  all  mine  Honours  perifh,  but  I'll  find  him, 
Though  he  lie  lockt  up  in  thy  Blood !  be  Hidden ; 
There  is  no  facing  it,  and  be  not  flattered  •, 
The  burnt  Air,  when  the  Dog  reigns,  is  not  fouler 
Than  thy  contagious  Name,  'till  thy  Repentance 
(If  the  Gods  grant  thee  any)  purge  thy  Sicknefs. 

Evad.  Be  gone,  you  are  my  Brother,  that's  your  Safety. 

Mel.  I'll  be  a  Wolf  firft ;  'tis,  to  be  thy  Brother, 
An  Infamy  below  the  Sin  of  Coward  : 
I  am  as  far  from  being  Part  of  thee, 
As  thou  art  from  thy  Virtue :  Seek  a  Kindred 
'Mongft  fenfual  Beafts,  and  make  a  Goat  thy  Brother  ; 
A  Goat  is  cooler.     Will  you  tell  me  yet ! 

Evad.  If  you  ftay  here  and  rail  thus,  I  fhall  tell  you, 
1*11  ha*  you  whipt;  get  you  to  your  Command, 
And  there  preach  to  your  Sentinels,  and  tell  them 
What  a  brave  Man  you  are ;  I  fhall  laugh  at  you. 

Mel.  You're  grown  a  glorious  Whore  ;  where  be  your 
Fighters  ? 
What  mortal  Fool  durft  raife  thee  to  this  Daring, 
And  I  alive?  By  my  juft  Sword,  h'ad  fafer 
Beftrid  a  Billow  when  the  angry  North 
Plows  up,the  Sea,  or  made  Heav'n's  Fire  his  Food : 
Work  me  no  higher;  will  you  difcover  yet  ? 

Evad.  *The  Fellow's  mad ;  fleep,  and  fpeak  Senfe. 

Mel.  Force  my  fwoll'n  Heart  no  further;  I  would  fave 
Your  great  Maintainers  are  not  here,  they  dare  not ;     [thee  j 
'Would,  they  were  all,  and  arm'd !  I  would  fpeak  loud  j 
Here's  one  fhould  thunder  to  'em :  will  you  tell  me  ? 
Thou  haft  no  hope  to  fcape ;  he  that  dares  mod, 
And  damns  away  his  Soul  to  do  thee  Service, 
Will  fooner  fetch  Meat  from  a  hungry  Lion, 
Than  come  to  refcue  thee;  thou'ft  Death  about  thee : 
He  has  undone  thine  Honour,  poyfon'd  thy  Virtue, 

And 
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And,  of  a  lovely  Rofe,  left  thee  a  Canker, 

Eva d.  Let  me  confider.  Mel.  Do,  whofe  Child  thou  wert, 
Whofe  Honour  thou  haft  murder'd,  whofe  Grave  openM, 
And  fo  pull'd  on  the  Gods,  that  in  their  Juftice 
Thfcy  muft  reftore  him  Flefh  again  and  Life, 
And  raife  his  dry  Bones  to  revenge  his  Scandal. 

Evad.  The  Gods  are  hot  of  my  mind ;  they  had  better 
Let  'em  lie  iweet  ftill  in  the  Earth  •,  they'll  ftink  here, 

Mel.  Do  you  raife  Mirth  out  of  my  Eafinefs  ? 
Forfake  me  then  all  Weakneffes  of  Nature,  • 
That  make  Men  Women:  Speak,  you  Whore,  fpeak  truth  5 « 
Or  by  the  dear  Soul  of  thy  fleeping  Father, 
This  Sword  fhall  be  thy  Lover:  tell,  or  Til  kill  thee: 
And  when  thou  haft  told  all,  thou  wilt  deferve  it. 

Evad.  You  will  not  murder  me !   Mel.  No,  'tis  a  Juftice 
And  a  moft  noble  one,  to  put  the  Light 
Out  of  fuch  bafe  Offenders.     Evad.  Help! 

Mel.  By  thy  foul  Self, 
No  human  Help  fhall  help  thee,  if  thou  cricft  5 
When  I  have  kilPd  thee,  as  I  have  vow'd  to  do, 
If  thou  confefs  not,  naked  as  thou  haft  left 
Thine  Honour,  will  I  leave  thee  •, 
That  on  thy  branded  Flefh  the  World  may  read 
f.  Thy  black  Shame,  and  my  Juftice.    Wilt  thou  bend  yet  ? 

Evad.  Yes.     Mel.  Up,  and  begin  your  Story. 

Evad.  Oh,  I  am  miferable. 

Mel.  5Tis  true,  thou  art;  fpeak  Truth  ftill. 

Evad.  I  have  offended ;  Noble  Sir,  forgive  me. 

Mel.  With  what  fecure  Slave  ?  Evad.  Do  not  ask  me,  Sir. 
Mine  own  Remembrance  is%a  Mifery 
Too  mighty  for  me.     Mel.  Do  not  fall  back  again ; 
My  Sword's  unfheathed  yet:    Evad.  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Mel.  Be  true,  and  make  your  Fault  lefs. 

Evad.  I  dare  not  tell. 

Mel.  Tell,  or  I'll  be  this  Day  a  killing  thee* 

Evad.  Will  you  forgive  me  then  ? 

Mel.  Stay,  I  muft  ask 
Mine  Honour  firft  5  I've  too  much  foolifh  Nature 
I»  me ;  fpeak.     Evad.  Is  there  none  elfe  here  ? 

Mel.  None  but  a  fearful  Confcience,  that's  too  many. 

Who 
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Whois't?     Evad.  O,  hear  me  gently ;  it  was  the  King. 
'    MeL  No  more.  My  worthy  Father's  and  my  Services^ 
Are  liberally  rewarded \  King,  I  thank  thee: 
For  all  my  Dangers  and  my  Wounds,  thou  haft  paid  me 
In  my  own  Metal :  Thefe  are  Soldiers'  Thanks. 
How  long  have  you  liv'd  thus,  Evadne  ? 

Evad.  Too  long. 

Mel.  Too  late  you  find  it :  Catn  you  be  fbrry? 

Evad.  'Wou'd,  I  were  half  as  blamelefs. 

MeL  Evadne,  thou  wilt  to  thy  Trade  again. 

Evad.  Firft  to  fny  Grave. 

MeL  '  Wou'd  Gods,  th'hadft  been  fo  bleft : 
Doft  thou  not  hate  this  King  now  ?  prithee,  hate  him  : 
Cou'dft  thou  not  curfe  him?  I  command  thee,  curfe  him; 
Curie,  till  the  Gods  hear,  and  deliver  him 
To  thy  juft  Wifhes ;  yet  I  fear,  Evadne, 
You  had  rather  play  your  Game  out.     Evad.  No,  I  fed 
Too  many  fad  Confufions  here  to  let  in 
Any  loofe  Flame  hereafter. 

Mel.  Doft  thou  not  feel  'mong  all  thofe  one  brave  Anger, 
That  breaks  out  nobly,  and  diredts  thine  Arm 
To  kill  this  bafe  King? 

Evad.  All  the  Gods  forbid  it ! 

MeL  No,  all  the  Gods  require  it,  they  are  difhonour'd  ir> 

Evad.  'Tis  too  fearfull.  [him. 

MeL  You're  valiant  in  his  Bed,  and  bold  enough 
To  be  a  'ftale  Whore,  and  have  your  Madam's  Name 
Difcourfe  for  Grooms  and  Pages ;  and  hereafter, 
"When  his  cool  Majefty  hath  laid  you  by, 
To  be  at  Penfion  with  fome  needy  Sir 
For  Meat  and  oparfer  Cloathes,thus  far  you  know  no  Fear. 
Come,  you  fhall  kill  him.     Evad.  Good  Sir! 

Mel.  And  'twere  to  kifs  him  dead,  thou'dft  Another  him ; 
Be  wife  and  kill  him :  Canft  thou  live,  and  know  l 

What  noble  Minds  (hall  make  thee  fee  thy  felf 
Fcnind  out  with  ev'ry  Finger,  made  the  Shame 
Of  all  Succeflions,  and  in  this  great  Ruin 
Thy  Brother  and  thy  noble  Husband  broken  ? 
Thou  fhalt  not  live  thus ;  kneel,  and  fwear  to  help  me, 
When  I  fhall  call  thee  to  it,  or  by  all 

Holy 
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Holy  in  Heav'n  and  Earth,  thou  lhalt  not  live 
To  breath  a  full  Hour  longer,  not  a  Thought : 
Come,  'tis  a  righteous  Oath ;  give  me  thy  Hand, 
And,  both  to  Heav*n  held  up,  fwfcar  by  that  Wealth 
This  luftfull  Thief  ftole  from  thee,  when  I  lay  it, 
To  let  his  foul  Soul  out.     Evad.  Here  I  do  fwcar  it  5 
And  all  you  Spirits  of  abufcd  Ladies 
Help  me  in  this  Performance* 

Mel.  Enough ;  this  muft  be  known  to  none 
But  you  and  I,  Evadne ;  not  to  your  Lord, 
Though  he  be  wife  and  noble,  and  a  Fellow 
Dares  ftep  as  far  into  a  worthy  Adtion 
As  the  moft  daring ;  ay,  as  far  as  Juftice. 
Ask  me  not  why.     Farewel.  [Exit  Md. 

Evad.  'Would,  I  cou'd  fay  fo  to  my  blade  Difgrace ! 
Oh,  where  have  I  been  all  this  time !  how  friended. 
That  I  fhould  lofe  my  felf  thus  delperately, 
And  none  for  Pity  fhew  me  how  Iwandred? 
There  is  not  in  the  Compafs  of  die  Light 
A  more  unhappy  Creature:  Sure,  I  am  monftrous; 
For  I  have  done  thofe  Follies,  thofe  mad  Mifchiefe, 
(54)  Wou'd  dare  a  Woman.     O  my  loaden  Soul, 
Be  not  fo  cruel  to  me,  choak  not  up 

Enter  Amintor. 

The  way  to  my Heperitance!  O  my  Lord! 

Jtndn.  How  now  ? 

Evad.  My  much  abufed  Lord !  \Kneeh. 

Amn.  This  cannot  be. 

Evad.  I  do  not  kneel  to  live,  I  dare  not  hope  it  5 
The  Wrongs  I  did  are  greater;  look  upon  me,   '  -T 

Though  I  appear  with  all  my  Faults.     Amn.  Stand  up. 
This  is  a  new  way  to  beget  more  Sorrow ; 
Heav'n  knows,  I  have  too  many;  do  not  mock  me  \ 
Though  I  am  tame  and  bred  up  with  my  Wrongs, 
Which  are  my  Fofter-brothers,  I  may  leap 
Like  a  Hand- Wolf  into  my  natural  Wildnefs, 
And  do  an  Outrage :  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  inc. 

(54)  Would  fare  a  Woman.]  i.  e.  would  fcare,  would  fright  her 
out  of  her  Wits  to  commit. 

Evad. 
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Evad.  My  whole  Life  is  fb  leprous,  it  infe&s 
All  my  Repentance :  I  wou'd  buy  your  Pardon 
Though  at  the  higheft  Set,  even  with  my  Life : 
That  flight  Contrition,  that's  no  Sacrifice 
For  what  I  have  committed.     Amin.  Sure,  I  dazzle  : 
There  cannot  be  a  Faith  in  that  foul  Woman, 
Tljat  knows  no  God  more  mighty  than  her  Mifchiefs : 
Thou  doft  ftill  worfe,  ftill  number  on  thy  Faults, 
To  prefs  my  poor.  Heart  thus.     Can  I  believe, 
There's  any  Seed  of  Virtue  in  that  Woman 
Left  to  fhoot  up,  that  dares  go  on  in  Sin 
Known,  and  fo  known  as  thine  is  ?     O  Evadne  ! 
(55)  '  Wou'd,  there  were  any  Safety  in  thy  Sex, 
That  I  might  put  a  thoufand  Sorrows  off, 
And  credit  thy  Repentance  !     But  I  muft  not ; 
Thou'ft  brought  me  to  that  dull  Calamity, 
To  that  ftrange  Misbelief  of  all  the  World, 
And  all  things  that  are  in  it;  that,  I  fear, 
I  fhall  fall  like  a  Tree,  and  find  my  Grave, 
Only  remembring  that  I  grieve. 

Evad.  My  Lord, 
Give  me  your  Griefs :  You  are  an  Innocent, 
A  Soul  as  white  as  Heav'n ;  let  not  my  Sins 
Perifh  your  noble  Youth :  I  do  not  fall  here 
To  fliadow  by  diffembling  with  my  Tears, 
(As,  all  lay,  Women  can,)  or  to  make  Ids 
What  my  hot  Will  hath  done,  which  Heav'n  and  you 
Know  to  be  tougher  than  the  Hand  of  Time 
Can  cut  from  Man's  Remembrance  •,  no,  I  do  not ; 
I  do  appear  the  fame,  the  fame  Evadney 
Dreft  in  the  Shames  I  liv'd  in;  the  fame  Monften 
But  thefe  are  Names  of  Honour,  to  what  I  am; 
I  do  prefent  my  felf  the  fouleft  Creature, 
Mod  pois'nous,  dang'rous,  and  defpis'd  of  Men, 
Lerna  e'er  bred,  or  Nilus ;  I  am  Hell, 
'Till  you,  my  dear  Lord,  fhoot  your  Light  into  mc, 
The  Beams  of  your  Forgivenefs :  I  am  Soul-lick ; 
And  wither  with  the  Fear  of  one  condemned, 

(f?)  "Would   there  were  any  Safety  in  thy  Sex,}  i.  C.  any  Security' 
any  Trull,  or  Belief  cq  be  repofed  in  them.  _ 
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nil  I  have  got  your  Pardon.    Amin.  Rife,  Evadni.  ' 

Thofe  heav'nly  Pow'rs^  that  put  this  Good  into  thee, 

irant  a  Continuance  of  it :  I  forgive  thee ; 

ulake  thy  felf  worthy  of  it,  and  take  heed, 

Take  heed,  Evadne,  this  be  feridus ; 

flock  not  the  Pow'rs  above,  that  can  and  dare 

Jive  thee  a  great  Example  of  their  Juftice 

To  all  enfoing  Eyes,  if  that  thou  playeft 

iVith  thy  Repentance,  the  beft  Sacrifice. 

Evad.  I  have  done  nothing  good  to  win  Belief, 
Ay  Life  hath  been  fo  faithlefs  •,  all  the  Creatures, 
4ade  for  Heav'n'sHonoiu^have  their  Ends,and  good  ones, 
Ml  but  the  coz'ning  Crocodiles ',  falfe  Women  \ 
nhey  reign  here  like  thofe  Plagues,  thofe  killing  Sores, 
4en  pray  againft ;  and  when  they  die,  like  Tiles 
11  told,  and  unbelievM,  they  pais  away, 
Mrd  go  to  Duft  forgotten :  But,  my  Lord, 
Thofe  fhort  Days  I  fhall  number  to  my  Reft, 
As  many  muft  not  fee  me)  fhall,  though  late, 
Though  in  my  Evening,  yet  perceive  a  Will, 
lince  1  can  do  no  Good  becaufe  a  Woman,    i 
teach  conftantly  at  fomething  that  is  near  it  ; 
will  redeem  one  Minute  of  my  Age, 
}r,  like  another  Niobe*  PU  weep 
Till  I  am  Water. 

Amn.  I  am  now  diflblv'd  : 
Vly  frozen  Soul  melts :  May  each  Sin  thou  haft, 
Find  a  new  Mercy !  Rife,  I  am  at  Peace: 
ftadft  di9u  been  thus,  thus  excellently  good, 
before  that  Devil  King  tempted  thy  Frailty, 
Sure,  thou  hadft  made  a  Star.    Give  me  thy  Hand  5 
From  this  time  I  will  know  thee,  and  as  far 
As  Honour  gives  me  Leave,  be  thy  Amintor. 
When  we  meet  next,  I  will  falute  thee  fairly, 
And  pray  the  Gods  to  give  thee  happy  Days : 
My  Charity  fhall  go  along  with  thee, 
Though  my  Embraces  muft  be  far  from  thee. 
I  fliould  ha*  kilPd  thee,  but  this  fweet  Repentance 
Locks  up  my  Vengeance,  for  which  thus  I  kifs  thee, 
The  laft  kifs  we  muft  take  *  and  'wou'd  to  Heav'n 
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The  Holy  Prieft,  that  gave  our  Hands  togethse, 
Had  mtfn  us  equal  Virtues !     Go,  Evadne ; 
The  Gods  thus  part  our  Bodies,  have  a  care 
My  Honour  falls  no  farther,  I  am  well  then. 

JEvad.  AH  the  dear  Joys  here,  and  above  hereafter, 
Crown  thy  feir  Soul !  Thus  I  take  Leave,  my  Lord ; 
And  never  fhall  you  fee  the  foul  Evadne, 
'Till  fhe  have  try'd  all  honour'd  Means  that  may 
Set  her  in  Reft,  and  wafh  her  Stains  away. 

[  Exeunt,  fever al^. 
Banquet.  Enter  King,  Calianax.  Hoboysplay  within. 
King.  I  cannot  tell  ho;w  I  fhou'd  credit  this 
From  you,  that  are  his  Enemy.     Cal.  I  am  fure, 
H$  faid  it  to  me,  *pd  I'll  juftify  it 
What  way  he  dares  oppofe ;  but  with  my  Sword, 

King.  But  did  he  break,  without  all  Circumftance, 
To  you  his  Foe,  that  he  wo\i'd  have  the  Fort 
To  kill  me,  and  then  efcape?     Cal.  If  he  deny  it, 
I'll  make  h£m  blufh.     King.  It  founds  incredibly, 
Cal.  Ay,  fo  does  every  thing  I  lay  of  late. 
King.  Not  {%  Calianax.    Cal.  Ye$,  I  Ihou'd  fit 
Mute,  whilft  a  Rogue  with  ftrong  Arms  cuts  your  Throat. 

King.  Well,  I  will  try  hum,  and,  if  this  be  true, 
Til  pawn  my  Life,  Pll  find  it ;  if't  be  falfe. 
And  that  you  cloathe  youf  Hate  in  fuch  a  Lye, 
You  fhall  hereafter  doat  in  your  own  Houfe, 
Not  in  the  Court. 

Cal.  Why,  if  it  be  a  Lie,   . 
Mine  Ears  are  falfe;  for,  FU  be  (worn,  I  heard  k : 
Old  Men  are  good  for  nothing  $  you  were  beft* 
Put  mq  to  D^ith  for  hearing,  and  free  him 
For  meaning  of  it ;  you  wou'd  ha*  trufted  me 
Once,  but  the  time  is  altered.    King.  And  will  ftill. 
Where  I  may  do't  with  Juftice  to  the  World ; 
You  have  no  Witnefs.  Cal.  Yes,  my  felf.  King.  Nomotfi 
I  mean,  there  were  that  heard  it.     Cal,  How,  no  mprc? 
Would  you  have  more  ?  why  am  not  I  enough 
To  hang  a  tKoufend  Rogues  ?    King.  But  fp  you  may 
Hang  honeft  Men  too  if  you  pleafe.    Cal.  I  may  > 
*Tis  like,  I  will  do  fo  ;  there  are  a  hundred 

Will 
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Will  fwear  it  for  a  Need  too,  if  I  fay  it. 

King.  Such  Witneffes  we  need  not.    Cal.  Ahd  'tis  hard 
If  my  Word  cannot  hang  a  boifterous  Knave. 

King.  Enough ;  whene's  Strato  ? 

Enter  Strato. 

&tr a.  Sir! 
v   King.  Why,  where  is  all  the  Company?  call  Amintor  in, 
Evadne,  where's  my  Brother,  and  -Melantius  ? 
Bid  him  come  too,  and  Difbilus ;  call  all,     [Exit  Strato. 
That  are  without  there.   If  he  Ihould  defire 
The  Combat  of  you,  'tis  not  in*the  Pow'r 
Of  all  our  Laws  to  hinder  it,  unlefi 
We  mean  to  quit  'em.     Cal.  Why,  if  you  do  think 
*Tis  fit  an  old  Man  and  a  Counfellor 
Do  fight  for  what  he  faysj  then  you  may  grant  it. 

Enter  Amintor,  Evadne,  Melantius,  Diphilus,1 
Lyfippus,  Cleon,  Strato. 

King.  Cofrie,  Sirs*,  Amintor,  thou  art  yet  a  Bridegroom, 
And  I  will  ufe  thee  fo ;  thou  fhalt  fit  down ;  j 
Evadne,  fit,  and  you  Amintor  too ; 
This  Banquet  is  for  you,  Sir :  Who  has  brought 
A  merry  Tale  about  him,  to  raife  a  Laughter 
Amongft  our  Wine  ?  Why,  Strato,  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  wilt  chop  out  with  them  unfeafonably, 
When  I#  defire  'em  not. 

Stra.  'Tis  my  ill  Luck,  Sir,  fo  to  fpend  them  then. 

(56)  King.  Reach  me  a  Boul  of  Wine :  Melantius, 
Thou  art  fad.     MeL  I  fhould  be,  Sir,  the  merrieft  here, 
But  I  ha'  ne'er  a  Story  of  mine  own 
Worth  telling  at  this  time.    King.  Give  me  the  Wine. 
Melantius,  I  am  now  confidering, 
How  eafy  'twere  for  any  Man  we  truft 
To  poifbn  one  of  us  in  fuchr  a  Boul. 

(56)  King.  Reach  me  a  Boul  of  Wine\  Melantius,  thou  art  fad. 
Amin.  1  Jhould  be.  Sir,  &c]  I  have  adjufted  the  Metre, 
which  was  confufed  5  and,  by  the  Afliftance  of  the  old  Quarto  in  1619, 
affi**J*  the  Reply  to  the  right  Charader.  The  King  addrefg'd  himfelf 
t<>  Melantius;  and  what  Impertinence  it  is  in  Amintor  to  take  his 
r  riends  Anfwer  out  of  iis  Mouth  ? 

Mel. 
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Mel.  I  think,  it  were  not  hard,  Sir,  for  a  Knave* 

Cal.  Such  as  you  are. 

King.  Pfaith,  'twere  eafy,  it  becomes  us  well 
To  get  plain-dealing  Men  about  our  felves, 
Such  as  you  all  are  here.     Amintor,  to  thee, 
And  to  thy  fair  Evadne.     Mel.  Have  you  thought 
Of  this,  Calianax?  \AJtfa. 

Cal.  Yes,  marry,  have  I. 

Mel.  And  what's  your  Refolution  ? 

Cal.  Ye  fhall  have  it  fbundly. 

King.  Reach  to  Amintor\  Strata.  Amin.  Here,  my  Love, 
This  Wine  will  do  thee  Wrong,  for  it  will  fet 
Blufhes  upon  thy  Cheeks,  and  'till  thou  doft 
A  Fault,  'twere  Pity. 

King.  Yet  I  wonder  much 
At  the  ftrange  Defperation  of  thefe  Men, 
That  dare  attempt  fuch  A6ts  here  in  our  State ; 
He  could  not  'fcape,  that  did  it.     Mel.  Were  he  known, 
Impoffible.     King.  It  would  be  known,  Melantius. 

Mel.  It  ought  to  be;  if  he  got  then  away, 
He  muft  we&r  all  our  Lives  upon  his  Sword ; 
He  need  not  fly  the  Ifland,  he  muft  leave 
No  one  alive.     King.  No ;  I  fhould  think,  no  Man 
Cou'd  kill  me  and  'fcape  clear,  but  that  old  Man. 
Cal.  But  I !  Heav*n  blefs  me !  I,  fhould  k  jny  Liege? 
King.  I  do  not  think,  thou  would'ft ;  but  yet  thou  might'fti 
For  thou  haft  in  thy  Hands  the  Means  to  'fcape, . 
By  keeping  of  the  Fort ;  he  has,  Melantius, 
And  he  has  kept  it  well    Mel.  From  Cobwebs,  Sir, 
'Tis  clean  fwept :  I  can  find  no  other  Art 
In  keeping  of  it  now,  'twas  ne'er  befieg*d 
Since  he  commanded  it.     Cal.  I  fhall  be  fure 
Of  your  good  Word,  but  I  have  kept  it  fafe 
From  fuch  as  you.     Mel.  Keep  your  ill  Temper  in, 
I  fbeak  no  Malice ;  had  my  Brother  kept  it, 
I  fnou'd  ha'  faid  as  much    King.  You  are  not  merry; 
Brother,  drink  Wine ;  fit  you  all  ftill !   Calianax.    [Afiit. 
I  cannot  truft  thus :  I  have  thrown  out  Words, 
That  would  have  fetch'd  warm  Blood  upon  the  Cheeks 
Of  guilty  Men,  and  he  is  never  mov'd;  * 

He 
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He  knows  no  fuch  Thing.    Cal.  Impudence  rAay  5fcapes 

When  feeble  Virtue  is*  accus'd.     King.  He  muft, 

If  he  were  guilty,  feel  an  Alteratipli 

At  this  our  Whifper;  whilft  we  point  at  him. 

You  fee,  he  does  not.  •  Cal.  Let  him  hang  himfelf ; 

What  care  I,  what  he  does  ?  this  he  did  fay. 

*   (5y)  King.  Melantius,  you  can  eafily  conceive 

What  I  have  meant  -,  for  Men,  that  are  in  Fault, 

Can  fubtly  apprehend  when  others  aim 

At  what  they  do  amifsj  but  I  forgive 

Freely  before  this  Man.;  Heav'n  do  fo  too  I  -'* 

I  will  not  touch  thee,  fb  much  as  with  Shame 

Of  telling  it  5  let  it  be  fb  no  more.  .     ' 

Cal.  Why,  this  is  very  fine.     Mel.  I  cannot  tell  : 
What  'tis  you  mean,  but  I  am  apt  enough      .      '     • 
Rudely  to  thruft  into  an  ignorant  Fault, 
But  let  me  know  it;  happily,  'tis  nought 
But  Mifconftru&ion1;  and,  where  I  am  clear, 
I  will  not  take  Forgivenefs  of  the  Gods, 
Much  lefs  of  you.     King.  Nay,  if  you  ftand  fb  ftiff, 
I  fhall  call  back  my  Mercy.     Mel.  I  w<ant  Smoothnds.    , 
To  thank  a  Man  for  pardoning  of  a  Crime 
I  never  knew. 

King.  Not  to  inftrudt  your  Knowledge,  but  to  fhew  you 
My  Ears  are  every  where ;  you  meant  to  kill  me, 
And  get  the  Fort  to  'fcape.     Mel.  fcardon  me,  Sir  \ 
!My  Bluntodk  will  be  pardoned :  (58)  You  preferve 
A  Race  of  idle  People  here  about  you, 
Facers,  and  Talkers,  to  defame  the  Worth    . 

Of 

*  * 

(57)  Melantius,  you  cannot  eafily  conceive]  All  the  Copies,  after  tho 
fourth  Impreflion  in  Quarto,  in  1638,  have  deftroy'd  the  Scnfe  and 
Meafure  too  by  this  Negative.  I  have  made  bold  to  expunge  it,  by 
the  Authority  of  the  better  Copies. 

(5$)  ■  You  prejer*ve 

A  Race  of  idle  People  here  about  you > 

Eaters  and  Talkers,]  This  is  the  Reading  of  the  more  modem 
Copies,  after  the  Demife  of  the  Authors ;  and,  as  I  prefume,  an  Al- 
teration made  by  the  Players,  who  either  did  not  underftand,  or  like 
the  Sound  of,  the  original  Word.  Tacers  is  the  Reading  of  the  eldeft 
J^uarta ;  and,  I  dare  fay,  the  Term  intended  by  the  Poets ;  fince  they 
Vol.. I.  F  '  make 
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Of  thofe  that  do  things  worthy .  The  Man  that  utter'd  thh  Jl 

Had  perifli'd  without  Food,  be't  who  it  will, 

But  for  this  Arm  that  fenc'd  him  from  the  Foe. 

And  if  I  thought  you  gave  a  Faith  to  this,  r 

The  Plairifrefs  of  my  Nature  would  fpeak  more ; 

Give  me  a  Pardon  (for  you  ought  to  do't) 

To  kill  him  that  foake  this.     Cal.  Ay,  that  will  be 

The  End  of  aU,  then  I  am  fairly  paid 

For  all  my  Care  and  Service.     Mel.  That  old  Man 

Who  calls  me  Enemy,  and  of  whom  I 

(Though  I  will  never  match  my  Hate  fo  low) 

Have  no  good  Thought,  would  yet,  I  think,  excufe  me, 

And  fwear,  he  thought  me  wrong'd  in  this.  Cal.  Who,  I? 

Thou  fliamelefs  Fellow !  Didft  thou  not  (peak  to  me 

Of,  it  thy  felf?    Mel.  O*  then  it  came  from  him 

Cal.  From  me !  who  Ihould  it  come  from  but,  from  me? 
Mel  Nay,  I  believe,  your  Malice  is  enough, 
But  I  ha'  loft  my  Anger.     Sir,  I  hope, 
You  are  well  fatisfied.     King.  Lyfippus^  chear 
Jmintor  and  his  Lady  %  Acre's  no  Sound 
Comes  from  you  $•  I  will  come  and  do't  my  felf. 
Amin.  You  have  done  afceady,  Sir,  forme,  I  thank  ywu 
King*  Melaniius,  I  do  credit  this  from  him, 
How  (fight  feeder  you  make*t. 
Mel.  'Tis  ftrange,  you  fhoukL 
CmI.  *Tis  ftrange,  he  ftiould  beBeve  an  old  Man's  Word, 
That  never  lied  in  his  Life.     Mel  I  talk  not  to  thee  y 
Shall  the  wild  Words  of  this  diftemper'd  Man, 
Frantick  with  Age  and  Sorrow,  make  a  Breach 
Betwixt  yoyr  Majefty  and  me  ?     'Twas  wrong 
To  hearken  to  him ;  but  to  credit  him, 
As  much,  at  leaft,  as  I  have  Pow'r  to  bear. 

• 

make  ufe  of  it  in  feveral  other  Paflages  of  tKcir  Works.     So  Caftan** 
fays  in  the  third  Aft  of  this  Play  : 

However  1  may  fet  a  Face,  and  talk, 

1  am  not  valiant. 
And  ft  Califia,  towards  the  End  of  the  third  A&  of  the  Lover/- 
Frogrefs  \ 

■    '         Leave  Facing,  %tvoill  net  ferve  you  : 

This  Impudence  become*  thee  vwrfe  than  Lying.  ] 

&c.  Sec.  ■ 

But 
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it  pardon  me  •,  whilft  I  fpeak  only  Truth,  s, 

nay  commend  my  felf  — —  I  have  beftow'd 

y  iearelefs  Blood  with  you;  and  fhou'd  be  loth 

o  think  an  Adtton  that  wou'd  make  me  lofe 

hat,  and  my  Thanks  too.  When  f  was  a  Boy, 

:hruft  my  felf  into  my  Country's  Caufe, 

nd  did  a  Deed  tjjat  pltick'd  five  Years*  from  Time, 

nd  ftU*d  me  Man.  then.     And  for  You,  my  King, 

9)  Your  Subje&s  all  have  fed  by  Virtue  of 

ly  Arm.   This  Sword  of  mine  hath  plow'd  the  Ground, 

Jid  They  have  reapt  the  Fruit  of  it  in  Peace ;     1 

ind  You  your  felf  have  liv'd  at  home  in  Eafe. 

0  terrible  I  grew,  that  without  Swords 

4y  Name  hath  fetched  you  Conqueft ;  and  my  Heart 

bid  Limbs  are  ftill  the  fame;  my  Will  as  great 

To  do  you  Service :  Let  me  not  be  paid 

With  fuch  a  ftrange  Diftruft.     King.  Melantius, 

held  it  gnfcat  Injuftice  to  believe 

Thine  Enemy,  and<iid  not*,  if  I  did, 

do  not,  kt  *hat  fetisfy  :  What,  ftruck 
kVith  Sadnefs  all  I  More ''Wine,  — — 

Cal.  A£ew:fiti£WtodsV  ■        - 

iave  overthrown r  my  Tnrfk:  Ah,  th'Art  a  VffiaiQ.' 

Mel.  Why,  thou  wert  better  let  me  hav£i&e  Fdrt; 
)otard,  1  wittdifgrace  thee  thus  for  ever ; :  \,4/M*y\ 

There  fhall  no  Credit  lie  xipon  tfey  Words ; 
Think  better, -iikldefiver  it;     Cal.  My  liege, 
it's  at  me  now  again  to  do  it;  fpeak^ 
)eny  it,  if  thou  canft ;  examine  him    i 
VhUe  he  is  hot,  for  if  he  cool  again, 
le  will  forfwear  it.     King;  Thft  k  Lunacy, 
hope,  Melantius.     Mel.  He  hath  loft  himfe^F 
luch,  fince  his  Daughter  mifs'd  the  Happineis 

(59)  lour*  Subje&s  all  are  ftd  by  'virtue  of  my  Arm* 

This  Sword  of  mint  bath  flow?  d  ibe  Grouxd* 

And  re  apt  the  Fruit  in  Peace, 

And  yourfelf  ba*ve  li*u*d  at  home  in  EafeJ\  We  have  only 
mething  like  Metre  left,  and  in  the  third  Verfe  as  little  Senfe.  For 
here  is  the  Merit  of  reaping  the  Friiks  of  his  own  Valour  ?  He 
ould  fay  juft  the  contrary.  The  whole,  I  am  well  aflur'd,  originally 
n,  as  I  have  regulated  it.  Mr.  Se*wari?m 

F  2  My 
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My  Sifter  gain'd-,  and  though  he  call  me  Foe, 
I  pity  him.     Cal.  Pity  ?  A  Pox  upon  you ! 

(60)  Mel.  Mark  his  diforder'd  Words,  and  at  the  Mafquc, 
Diagoras  knows,  he  rag'd,  and  rail'd  at  me, 
And  calTd  a  Lady  Whore,  fo  innocent  ' 

She  iinderftood  him  not ;  but  it  becomes 
Both  you  and  me  too  to  forgive  Diftradtion ; 
Pardon  him,  as  I  do.     Cal.  Pll  not  fpeak  for  thee, 
For  all  thy  Cunning;  if  you  will  be  fafe  I 

Chop  off  his  Head,  for  there  was  never  known  f 

So  impudent  a  Rafcal.    King.  Some,  that  love  him, 
Get  him  to  Bed :  Why,  Pity  fhould  not  let 
Age  make  it  felf  contemptible ;  we  muft  be  • 
All  Old;  have  him  away.     Mel.  Calianax, 
The  King  believes  you ;  come>  you  lhall  go  home, 
And  reft;. you  ha*  done  well*  you'll  give  it  up 
When  I  have  us'd  you  thus  a  Month,  I  hope. 

Cal.  Now,  now,  'tis  plain,  Sir,  he  does  move  me  ftill; 
He  fays,  he  knows  Pll  give  him  up  the  Fort, 
When  he  has  us'd  me  thus  a  Month :  I  am  mad, 
Am  I  not,  ftill?     Omnes.  H|a,  ha,  ha! 

Cal.  I  lhall  be  mad  indeed,  if  you  do  thus  ; 
Why  woxiki  you  truft  a  fturdy  Fellow  there 
(That  has  no  Virtue  in  him,  all's  in  his  Sword) 
Before  me  ?  Do  £ut  take  his  Weapons  from  him, 
And  he's  an  Afs,  and  I'm  a  very  Fool, 
Both  with  him,  and  without  him,  as  you  ufe  me. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

King.  'Tiswell,  Calianax\  but  if  youoife 
This  once  again,  I  fhall  iptreat  fome  Other    ,  . 
To  fee  your  Offices  be  well  difcharg'd. 
Be  merry,  Gentlemen,  it  grows  fomewhat  late. 
Amintor^  thou  would'ft  be  a-beid  again. 

Amin.  Yes,  Sir.  King.  And  you,  Evadne ;  let  me  take 
Thee  in  my  Arms,  Melantius,  and  believe 
Thou  art,  as  thou  defcrveft  to  be,  my  Friend 

* 

(6e)  King.  Mark  bis  diforder'd  Words,  and,  at  tht  Maffue* 

Mel.  Diagoras  knvwst  ice.  ]  I  have  affix'd  the  Lines  here 
to  the  right  Chara&ers,  from  the  Authority  of  the  Elded  Quarto. 
Mr.  Seward  likewife  prefcrib'd  this  Alteration  to  me. 

Still, 
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Still,  and  for  ever.    Good  CaHanaxy 

Sleep  foundly,  it;  will  bring  thee  to  thy  felf. 

[Exeunt  alt  but  Mel.  and  Cal. 

Cal.  Sleep  foundly !  I  fleep  fbundly  now,  I  hope, 
[  cou'd  not  be  thus  elfe.     How  dar'ft  thou  ftay 
AJone  with  me,  knowing  how  thou  haft  us'd  me  ? 

Mel  You  cannot  blaft  fne  with  your  Tongue,  and  that's 
The  ftrongeft  Part  you  have  about  you.     Cal.  I 
Do  look  for  fome  great  Punifhment  for  this, 
For  I  begin  to  forget  all  my  Hate, 
\nd  take't  unkindly  that  mine  Enemy 
Should  ufe  me  fo  extremely  fcurvily, 

Mel.  I  ftiall  melt  too,  if  you  begin  to  take 
CJnkindnefles :  I  never  meant  you  Hurt. 

Cal.  Thou'lt  anger  me  again  $  thou  wretched  Rogue, 
Meant  me  no  Hurt !  Dilgrace  me  with  the  King  •, 
Lofe  all  my  Offices !  This  is  no  Hurt, 
h  it  ?  I  prithee,  what  doft  thou  call  Hurt  ? 

Mel.  To  poiibn  Men,  becaufe  they  love  me  not ; 
To  call  the  Q-edit  of  Mens  Wives  in  queftion  •, 
To  murder  Children  betwixt  me  and  Land ; 
This  is  all  Hurt.     Cal.  All  this,  thou  think* ft,  is  Sport  5 
For  mine  is  worfe :  But  ufe  thy  Will  with  mc  ; 
For  betwixt  Grief  and  Anger  I  cou'd  cry. 

Mel  Be  wife  then,  andbefafe>  thou  may'ft  revenge. 

Cal  Ay,  o'  the  King  ?  I  wou'd  revenge  o*  thee. 

Mel  That  you  muft  plot  your  felf. 

Cal  Fm  a  fine  Plotter. 

Mel  The  Short  is,  I  will  hold  thee  with  the  King 
[n  this  Perplexity,  till  Peeviflinefs 
&nd  thy  Dilgrace  have  laid  thee  in'  thy  Grave : 
But  if  thou  wilt  deliver  up  the  Fort, 
['11  take  thy  trembling  Body  in  my  Arms, 
Ajid  bear  thee  over  Dangers ;  thou  fhalt  hold 
rhy  wonted  State.     Cal  If  I  fhould  tell  the  King, 
^an'ft  thou  deny' t again?    Mel  Try  and  believfe. 

Cal  Nay  then,  thou  j^rrfr-bring  any  thing  about : 
WeIantius,zthou  fhalt  have  the^Fort.     Mel  Why,  welh 
^ere  let  our  Hate  be  buried,  and  this  Hand 
JhaU  right  us  Both;  give  me  thy  aged  Breaft  :.  ~ 
To  compafs.  F  3  To 


r  .  * 
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There's  not  the  kaft  Limb  growing  to  a  King, 
But  carries  Thunder  in  it.     Mel.  I  have  none         [ber* 
Againft  him.    Amin.  Why?  come  then ;  and  ftfll  remem- 
LWe  may  not  think  Revenge.    Mel.  I  will  remember. 

[Exeunt.*. 


ACTV.    SCENE    I. 

.      -.■...         t 

An  Antechamber  to  the  King'*  Bedchamber. 

Enter  Evadne,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Evad.  Q I R,  is  the  King  a-bed  ? 

■^    Gent.  Madam,  an  Hour  ago. 

Evad.  Give  me  the  Key  then,  and  let  none  be  near; 
fTis  the  King's  Pleafure. 

Gent.  I  underftand^you,  Madam, 
5Would,  it  were  mine.    I  muft  not  wifh  good  Reft 
Unto  your  Ladyfhip.     Evad.  You  talk,  you  talk. 

Gent.  'Tis  all  I  dare  do,  Madam ;  but  the  King 
Will  wake  and  then,- 

Evad.  Saving  your  Imagination,  pray/  good  Night,  Sir. 

Gent.  A  good  Night  be  it  then,  and  a  long  one,  Madam, 
I  am  gone. 

Evad.'  The  Night  grows  horrible,  and  all  about  me 
Like  my  black  Purpofe.    O  the  Conference 
Of  a  loft  Virgin!  Whither  wilt  thou  pull  me£ 
To  what  things  difmal,  as  the  Depth  of  Hell, 
(62)  Wilt  thou  provoke  me?  Let  no  Woman  dare 
From  this  Hour  be  difloyal :  If  her  Heart  be 
Flefh,  if  fli*  have  Blood,  and  can  fear ;  'tis  a  Daring 
Above  that  deiperate  Fool  that  left  his  Peace* 

(6a)  >'      ■  '■■'  Let  no  Man  dare 

,        .     From  this  Hour  be  difloyal;  If  her  Heart 

■  '■  Be  Fkjb,  &c]  Thus  the  Folio  in  1679,  zn&  the  fabfeqaent 
Editions,  to  the  Detriment  both  of  the  Numbers  and  Grammar.  I 
have  retrieved  the  Reading  of  the  qld  Quarto*  j  in  1619,  1622,  and 
1630;  which  cartes  the  JUmenefs  of  the  Metre*  and  the  Defedt  in 
Concord.  • 

■  '.•';•  *  And 
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And  went  to  Sea  to  fight :  'Tis  fo  many  Sins, 
(63)  Ah  Age  cannot;  repent  *em ;  and  fo  great, 
The  Gods  want  Mercy  for:  Yet  I  muft  through  'em. 
I  haive  begun  a  Slaughter  on  my  Honour, 
♦And  I  muft  end  it  there : 

[A  Door  is  open* d,  and  the  King  dtfcnu^d  a-M. 
He  fleeps.    Good  Heav'ns ! 
Why  give  you  Peace  to  this  untemperate  Beaft, 
That  hath  fo  long  tranlgrefsM  you  ?  I  muft  kill  him, 
And  I  will  do  it  bravely :  The  meer  Joy 
Tell*  me,  I  merit  in  it:  Yet  I  muft  not 
Thus  tamely  do  it,  as  he  fleeps  •,  that  were 
To  rock  him  to  another  World:  My  Vengeance 
Shall  take  him  waking,  and  then  lay  before  him 
The  Number  of  his  Wrongs  and  Puniihments. 
I'll  fhake  his  Sins  Eke  Furies,  'till  I  waken 
His  evil  Angel,  his  fick> Confidence; 
And  then  I'll  ftrike  him  dead.- —  King,  by  your  Leave  2 

[Ties  his  Arms  to  the  Bed. 
I  dare  not  truft  your  Strength.    Your  Grace  *nd  I 
Muft  grapple  upon  even  Terms  no  more. 
So,-        if  he  rail  me  hot  from  my  Refolution, 
I  {hall  be  ftrong  enough.     My  Lord  the  King! 
My  Lord !  he  fleeps,  as  if  he  meant  to  wake 
No  more  •,  my  Lord ;  is  he  not  dead  already  ? 
My  Lord  •,  - 

King.  Who's  that  ?    Evad.  O  you  deep  fbundly,  Sir! 

King.  My  dear  Evadne> 
I  have  been  dreaming  of  thee ;  come  to  Bed. 

(63)  —  — ■  %t*Kfi  ****?  $*nst 

An  Age  cannot  prevent  %tmi\  If 'a  Woman  be  difloyal,  and 
actually  dares  to  commit  the  Sin,  how  can  an  Age,  or  twenty 
Ages,  prevent  it?  Yet  thus  all  the  Editions,  that  I  have  ever  feen, 
without  Regard  to  Common-fenfe.  The  flight  Emendation,  that  I  have 
ventured  at,  departs  but  very  little  from  the  Traces  of  the  Letters, 
but  gives  a  very  confiderable  Alteration  in  Sentiment :  Viz.  That  a 
Woman,  who  once  tranfgreifes  againft  her  conjugal  Fidelity,  plucks 
fo  many  Sins  on  herfelf  m  Confequence  of  it;  that,  if  She  were  to 
live  an  Hundred  Years,  She  would  not  have  fufficient  Time  to  repent 
of  them.  Both  Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Sympfon  concurred  with  mt  in 
(tuning  this  Emendation. 

Evad, 
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Evad.  I  am  come  at  length,  Sir,  but  how  welcome? 
King.  What  pretty  new  Device  is  this,  Evadne? 

(64)  What,  do  you  tie  me  to  you  ?  By  my  Life, 
This  is  a  quaint  one;  Come,  my  Dear,  and  kifc  me; 

(65)  Tllbe  thy  Mars;  to,  Bed,  my  Queen  of  Love : 
Let  us  be  caught/together,  that  the  GjQcU 
May  fee,  and  envy  our  Embraces. 

Evad.  Stay,  Sir,  flay  * 
You  are  too  hot,  and  I  have  brought  you 
To  temper  your  high,  Veins. 

King.  Prithee,  to  Bed  then;  let  me  take  it  warm % 
*>  There  you  fliall  know  the  State  of  my  Body,  better. 

Evad.  I  know,  you  have  a  forfeited  foul  Body ; 
Andyoumufl:  Meed. 

King.  Bleed! 

Evad.  Ay,  you  lhjdl  Weed:  Lie  ffiil-,  and  if  the  Devil, 
Your  Luft,  will  give  you  Leave,  repent :  This  Steel 
Comes  to  redeem  the  Honour  tfeat  you  ftole, 
King,  my  fair  N^me ;  which  nothing  but  thy  Death 
Can  anfwer  to  the  World.     King.  Hdw's  this}  Evadne? 

Evad*  I  am  not  fhe;  nor  bear  I  in  this  Breaft 
So  much  cold  Spirit  to  be  callM  a  Woman :  1 

I  am  a  Tiger;  I  am  any  thing,  • 

That  knows  not  Pity.    Stir  not;  if  thou  doft;,         , 
I'll  take  thee  unprepar'd;  thy  Fears  upon  thee, 
That  make  thy  Sins  look  double ;  and  fb  lend  thee 

(66)  (By  my -Revenge  I  will)  tp  feek  fhofe  Torraatts 

(64)  Wbo,t  do  you  tye  me  to  you  by  my  IfQt?]  This  is  the  Nonfcofi- 
cal  Reading  and  Punctuation  of  .all  the  Ediponf.  I  need  not  ufe  any 
Words  to  jufUfy  the  Alteration  I  have  made:  The  Reafon  for  it  is 
felf-evident. 

(65)  Til  be  thy  Mars ;]  The  Allufion  here  is,  to  the  Words  of  Omik 
in  the  fourth  Book  of  his  Metamorpkofes*  where  Mars  and  Venus  are 
caught  in  Conjunction  by  a  fubtle  Net  which  her  Husband  Vulcan  had 
bound  over  them,  and  expofed  them' to  the  View  of  the  Gods. 

■  ■  Turpes  jacuere  ligati 

Turpiter,  atque  aliauis  dt  Diis  n$n  triftibus  optat 

Sic  fieri  turpis, 

(66)  -  — to  look  thofe  torments 
Prepared  for  Juch  black  Souls.]  Look  occurs  in  the  Line  im» 

mediately  preceding ;  and  the  Repetition  of  it  is  no  manner  of  Ele- 
gance. Befides,  to  look  thofe  Torments,  is  no  Englijb  Expreflion :  It 
muft  either  be,  feek,  or  brook.  ~  , , 

Prepar  d 
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Prepaid  for  ftich  black  Souk. 

King.  Thou  doft  not  me^ri  this ;  'tis  impoffible : 
Thou  art  too  fweet,  and  gentle. 

Evad.  No,  I  am  not: 
I  am  as  foul  as  thou  art,  and  can  number 
As  many  fuch  Hells  here.     I  was  once  fair, 
Once  I  was  lovely ;  not  a  blowing  Rofe 
More  chaftly  fweet,  till  thou,  thou,  thou,  foul  Canker, 
(Stir  not)  didft  poifon  me:  I  was  a  World  of  Virtue, 
Till  your  curft  Court  and  you  (Hell  blefi  you  for't !) 
With  your  Temptations  on  Temptations 
Made  me  give  up  mine, Honour:  For  which,  (King) 
I  *m  come  to  kill  thee.    King.  No.     Evad.  I  am. 

King.  Thou  art  not. 
I  prithee,  fpeak  not  thefe  things ;  thou  art  gende, 
And  wert  not  meant  thus  rugged. 

Evad.  Peace,  and  hear  me. 
Stir  nothing  but  your  Tongue,  and  that  for  Mercy 
To  thofe  above  us ;  by  whofe  Lights  I  vow, 
Thofe  blefTed  Fires  that  fhot  to  fee  our  Sin, 
If  thy  hot  Soul  had  Subftance  with  thy  Blood, 
I  would  kill  that  too ;  which,  being  paft  my  Steel, 
(6j)  lWy  Tongue  fhall  reach.  Thou  art  a  fhamelefs  Villain, 
A  tt&ig  out  of  die  Overcharge  of  Nature  5 
Sent,%  like  a  thick  Cloud,   to  difperfe  a  Plague 
Upon  ^eak  catching  Women  5  fuch  a  Tyrant, 
That  for  his  Luft  would  feH  away  his  Subje&s  ; 
Ay,  all  his  Heav'n  hereafter. 

King.  Hear,  Euadne, 
Thou  Soul <&  Sweetnefs,  hear!  1  am  thy  King.      [you, 
.    Evad.  Thou  art  my  Shame ;  lie  (till,  there's  none  about 
Within  your  Cries ;  all  Promifes  of  Safety 
Are  but  deluding  Dreams.  Thus*  thus,  thou  foul  Man, 
Thus  I  begin  my  Vengeance.  [Stats  bim% 

King.  Hold,  Evadne! 

(6y)  '  '    ■    ■  which r  btlng  paft  my  Steel, 

'■  My  Tongue  Jhall  teach.]  'Tis  evident  from  Comroon-fenfe, 
that  I  have  retriev'd  the  true  Reading  here.  A  Corruption,  ex- 
attly  the  fame,  had  poffefa'd  a  PaiTage  in  S  bake/pear e%%  Cor  to /anus  f  till 
I  corredled  it.    Mr.  Seward  likewise  flatted  thi  Emendation  here. 

I  do 


m 


■*n 


76  Tie  Maid's  Tragedy: 

I  do  command  thee  hold. 

Evad.  I  do  not  mean,  Sir, 
To  part  fo  fairly  with  you;  we  muft  change 
More  of  thefe  Love-tricks  yet. ' 

King.  What  bloody  Villain 
Provok'd  thee  to  this  Murdter  ? 

Evad.  Thou,  thou,  Monfter.     King.  Oh ! 

Evad.  Thou  kept'ft  me  brave  at  Court,  and  whorM'fl: 
me,  King ; 
Then  married  me  to  a  young  Noble  Gentleman ; 
And  whor'd'ft  me  ftill.      King.  Evadne,  pity  me. 

Evad.  Hell  take  me  then!  This  for  my  Lord  Amtntor-y 
This  for  my  noble  Brother  •,  and  this  Stroke 
For  the  moft  wrong'd  of  Women.  [KiUs  him. 

King.  Oh !  I  die. 

Evad.  Die  all  our  Faults  together!  I  forgive  thee.  -{Exit. 

Enter  two  of  the  Bedchamber. 

1 .  Come,  now  fhe's  gone,  let's  enter ;  the  King  expeds 
it,  and  will  be  angry. 

2.  'Tis  a  fine  Wench;  we'll  have  a  fiiap  at  her  one 
of  thefe  Nights,  as  fhe  goes  from  him. 

1.  Content.  How  quickly  he  had  done  with  her!     v 
I  fee,  Kings  can  do  no  more  that  way  than  other  mortal 
People. 

2.  How  fafl  he  is!  I  cannot  hear  him  breathe. 
1.  Either  the  Tapers  give  a  feeble  Light, 

Or  he  looks  very  pale.  2.  And  fo  he  does  ; 
Pray  Heaven,  he  be  well !  let's  look :  Alas  ! 
He's  ftiff,  wounded  and  dead:  Ho,  Treafon,  Treafon! 

1.  Run  forth  and  call. '  '  v 

2.  Treafon,  Treafon !  1  [Exit  Gent, 
1.  This  wiil  be  laid  on  us :  Who  can  believe, 

A  Woman  couM  do  this  ? 

Enter  Cleon  and  Lyfippus. 

Cleon.  How  now,  where's  the  Traitor  ?  , 

1 .  Fled,  fled  away ;  but  there  her  woful  Aft  lies  ftill. 
Qeon.  Her  Aft!  a  Woman! 
Lyf.  Where's  the  Body  ? 

1.  TherQ. 
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1.  There, 

Lyf  Farewel,  thou  worthy  Man !  There  were  two  Bonds 
That  tied  our  Loves,  a  Brother  and  a  King ; 
The.  leaft  of  which  might  fetch  a  Flood  of  Tears : 
But  fuch  the  Mifery  of  Greatnefs  is, 
They  have  no  time  to  mourn*  then,  pardon  mc. 
Sirs,  which  way  went  Ihe  ? 

Enter  Strato. 

Stra.  Never  follow  her; 
For  Ihe,  alas !  was  but  the  Inftrument. 
News  is  now  brought  in,  that  Melantius 
Has  got  the  Fort,  and  ftands  upon  the  Wall ; 
And  with  a  loud  Voice  calls  thole  few,  that  pafs 
(6S)  At  this,  dead  time  of  Night,  delivering 
The  Innocence  of  this  Ad. 

Lyf  Gentlemen,  I  am  your  King!  , 

Stra.  We  do  acknowledge  it. 

Lyf.  I  would,  I  were  not !  Follow,  all ;  for  this 
Muft  ha^  a  fudden  Stop.  •  ,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Melantius,  Diphilus,  and  Calianax,  on  the 

Battlements  of  the  Fort. 

Mel.  If  the  dull  People  can  believe  I  am  arm'd, 
(Be  cenflaht,  Diphilus  -,)  now  we  have  time, 
Either  to  bring  our  baiiilh'd  Honours  home, 
Or  create  new  ones  in  bur  Ends. 

Dipb.  I  fear  nQt;  ' 

My  Spirit  lies  not  that  way.  '  Courage,  Calianax. 

Cat.  'Would,  I  had  any !  you  fhould  quickly  know  it, 

Mel.  Speak  to  the  Beople  ;  thou  art  eloquent. 

Cat.  *Tis  a  fine  Eloquence  to  come  to  the  Gallows ; 
You  were  born  to  be  my  End.  The  Devil  take  you ! 
Now  muft  I  hang  for  Company.     *Tis  ftrange, 
I  Ihould  be  old,  and  neither  wife  nor  valiant. 

(6.8)  '■    [      «  — ^—  delivering 

Tb*  innocent  of  this  Aa.]  Thus  the  Folimte  1679,  and  the 
fubfequent  Editions  from  it.  The  true  Reading  I  have  reftored  from 
the  old  Quarto's:  And  both  Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Sjmpfeu  few  the 
Corruption. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lyfippus,  Diagofas,  Cleon,  Strato,  and  Guard. 

Lyf  See,  where  he  ftands,  as  boldly  confident, 
As  if  he  had  his  foil  Command  about  him. 

Sir  a.  He  looks,  as  if  he  had  the  better  Caufe,  Sir  j 
Under  your  gracious  Pardon,  let  me  lpeak  it ! 
Though  he  be  mi^ty-4pirked,  and  forward 
To  all  great  Things ;  to  all  Things  of  that  Danger 
Worfe  Men  fhake  at  the  telling  of ;  yet,  certainly, 
I  do  believe  him  noble ;  and  this  A&ion 
Rather  piilTd  on,  than  fought ;  his  Mind  was  ever 
As  worthy  as  his  Hand.     Lyf  "lis  my  Fear  too  ; 
Heaven  forgive  all  \  Summon  him,  Lord  Cleon. 
Cleon.  Ho,  from  the  Wa31s  there.  -^-  * 

Mel.  Worthy  Cleon,  wdcomc ;     "  •  . 
We  could  haire  wifti*d  you  here,  Lord;  you  areiioneflf. 
CaL  Well,  thou  art  as  flattering  a  Knave,  though  I  dare 
not  tell  you  fo,— *■— •  \Jfide. 

Lyf.  Melautiusl 
Mel.  Sir. 

Lyf  I  am  forry,  that  we  meet  thus ;  our  old  Love 
Never  required  fodr  Diftance  %  pwjr  Hqwrti, 
You  have  not  left  yourfclf,  zod  tought  this  Safety 
More  out  of  Fear  than  Honour ;  you  have  loft  -   ^  > , 
A  nobie  Maiter,  which  your  Faith,  Melon/ius, 
Some  think,  might  have  prefervMj  yet  you  know  Ibefh 

Col.  When  time  was,  I  was  mad ;  fome,  Aat  darts  fight. 
I  hope,  will  pay  this  Rafcal.  '  ; 

Mel.  Royal  young  Man,  whofe  Tears  lobl;  lovely  po 
Had  they  teen  flied  ror  a  deferring  One.         •       [tbetf 
They  had  been  laffing  Monuments.    Tny  Brother, 
While  he  was  good,  I  calPd  him  Xing  $  and  ferv'd  Km 
With  that  ftrong  Faith,  that  moft  unwearied  Valour, 
(69)  Pufl'd  People  from  the  fartheft  Sun  to  leek  Mm, 
And  beg  hi$  Ffiendfhip  .  —  I  ^as  then  ft&  .Soldier. 

(69)   FuWd  People  frdm  the  fartheft  Sun  tofeek  him  ; 

And  by  hit  Friend/hip,  1  was  then  hit  Soldier ;  ]  Thus  this 
fttflage  has  been  moft  crrooeoufly  pointed  thro*  ail  the  Editions,  con- 
trary co  Cbmmonr&nfe^and  the  Author's  Intentions.  The  Word  beg 
is  owmg  to  the  Authority  of  the  Quarto  in  1619 ;  which  happily  help'd 
me  to  reftify  the  Pointing  and  Senfe:  Tho*  Mr.  Se<w*rd  l£k« wile 
fojsucd  out  the  true  Reading.  J}ut 
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But  fince  his  hot  Pride  drew  him  to  dilgrace  me, 
And  brand  my  noble  Aftions  widi  his  Luft, 
(That  never-cur'd  Difhonour  of  my  Sifter, 
Bafe  Stain  of  Whore  in  her;  and,  wfcich  is  worfe, 
The  Joy  to  make  it  ftfll  ft>)  like  myfelf, 
Thus  have  I  flung  him  off  wkh  my  Alliance ; 
And  ftand  here  mine  own  Juftice,  to  revenge 
What  I  have  fuffer'd  in -him;  a&d  this  old  Man, 
Wrong'dalmoft  to  Lunacy. 

Cal.  Who  I  ?  You'd  draw  me  in.  I  have  had  no  Wrong, 
I  do  difclaim  ye  all. 

Mel.  The  fhort  is  this  ; 
'Tis  no  Ambition  to  lift  up  myfelf 
Urgeth  me  thus ;  I  do  defire  again 
To  be  a  Subject,  fo  I  may  be  freed ; 
If  not,  I  know  my  Strength,  and  will  unbuild 
This  goodly  Town ;  be  fpeedy,  and  be  wife, 
In  a  Reply.      Sfra.  Be  fudden,  Sir,  to  tie 
All  up  again ;  what*s  done  is  paft  Recall, 
And  paft  you  to  revenge ;  and  there  are  thdufands,  ^ 
That  wait  for  fqch  a  troubled  Hour  as  this  ; 
Throw  him  the  Blirik.    Lyf.  Melantius,  write  in  that 
Thy  Choice,  my  Seal  is  at  it. 
*    Aft/. ;  It  was  our  Honours  drew  us  to  this  Aft, 
Not  Gain ;  and  we  mil  only  work  our  Eardon. 

Cal.  Put  my  Nameii  too.' 

Dipb.  Yoid  4iicla,iifiM  us  but  now,  Calianax. 

Cal.  That's  all  bfte  •  '/'V^' ;  / 

I'll  not  be  l?ang*d  hereafter  by  a  Trick ;  V 
rilhave  it  in. 

Mel.  You  fhall,  you  fhall ; 
Come  to  the  back  Gate,  and  we'll  call  you  King, 
And  give  you  up  the  Fort. 

Lyf.  Away,  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCEN  E  changes  to  Amkitort  Heufe. 

Enter  Afpatia  in  Man's  Apparel. 

Afp.  This  is  my  fatal  Hour-  Heaven  may  forgive 

My  raih  Attempt,  that  caufelefly  hath  laid 

•  Griefs 
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Griefs  on  me  that  will  never  let  me  reft : 
And  put  a  Woman's  Heart  into  my  Breaft, 
It  is  more  Honour  for  you,  that  I  die  i 
For  fhe,  that  can  endure  the  Mifery 
That  I  have  on  me,  and  be  patient  too, 
May  live,  and  laugh  at  all  that  you  can  do, 
Godfave  you,  Sir! 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  And  you,  Sir;  what's  your Bufinefs? 

Afp.  With  you,  Sir,  now,  to  do  me  the  fair  Office 
To  help  me  to  your  Lord. 

Ser.  What,  wou'd  you  ferve  him  ? . 

Afp.  m  do  him  any  Service ;  but,  to  hafte, 
For  my  Affairs  are  earneft,  I  defire 
To  fpeak  with  him.    Ser.  Sir,  caufe  you're  in  fuch  hafte, 
I  would  be  loth  delay  you  any  longer : 
You  cannot. 

Afp.  It  fhall  become  you  tho',  to  tell  your  Lord. 

(70)  Ser.  Sir,  he  will  (peak  with  no  Body :  But  in  par- 
ticular' I  have  in  Charge,  about  no  weighty  Ma,tters. 

Afp.  This  ismoft  ftrange :  Art  thou  Gold-proof  ?  there's 
Help  me  to  him.  •  [for  thee  % 

Ser.  Pray,  be  not  angry*  Sir ;  I'll  do  my  beft. '";  [Exit. 

Afp.  How  ftubborrilv  this  Fellow  anfwer'd  me !      . 
There  is  a  ^e  difhoneft  Trick  in  Man,' 
More  than  in  Women :  All  the  Men  I  meet  , 

Appear  thus  to  me,'  are  all  harih  and  rude  5  , 
And  have  a  Subtilty  in  every  thing* 
Which  Love  could  never  know ;  but  we  fond  Women 
Harbour  the  eafieft  and  the  fmootheft  Thoughts, 
And  think,  all  fhall  go  fo  -,  it  is  unjuft, 
That  Men  and  Women  Ihould  be  match'd  together. 

Enter  Amkitor,  and  his  Man. 

Amn.  Where  is  he  ?      Ser.  There,  my  Lord, 

(70)  But  in  particular  I  have  in  Charge,  about  no  weighty  Matters.] 
Thefe  Words,  which  ihew  an  Impertinence  fo  common  in  all  Servants, 
and  a  Defire  of  fitting  into  every  Body's  Bufinefs,  are  only  to  be  found 
in  the  firft  Quarto t  in  16 19.  , 

,Amin. 
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drain.  What  wou'd  you,  Sir  ? 

Afp.  Pleafe  it  your  Lordihip  to  command  your  Man 
Out  of  the  Room ;  I  fhall  deliver  things 
Worthy  your  Hearing.     Amin.  Leave  us.        [Exit  &f\ 

Afp.  O,  that  that  Shape 
Should  bury  Falfhood  in  it !  [JJsde . 

Amin.  Now  your  Will,  Sir, 

A/p.  When  you  know  me,  my  Lord,  you  needs  muft 
My  Bufinefs ;  and  I  am  not  hard  to  know ;  [guefs 

(71)  For  till  the  Chance  of  War  mark'd  this  finooth  Face 
With  thelc  few  Blemifhes,  People  would  call  me 

My  Sifter's  Pidure  -,  and  her,  mine ;  in  fhort, 
I  am  the  Brother  to  the  wrong'd  Ajpatia. 

Amin.  ThewroogdAJpatia!  'Would,  thou  wert  to  too 
TJnto  the  wrong'd  Amintor !  Let  me  kifi 
That  Hand  of  thine,  in  Honour  that  I  bear 
Unto  the  wrong'd  Afpatia :  Here  I  ftand, 
That  did  it  •>  'would,  he  could  not !  Gentle  Youth,    . 
Leave  me  \  for  there  is  fomething  in  thy  Looks, 
That  calls  my  Sins  in  a  moft  hideous  Fottn 
Into  my  Mind  ;  and  I  have  Grief  enough 
Without  thy  Help.    Afp.  I  would,  I  could  with  Credit? 
Since  I  was  twelve  Yeacs  old,  Ihad;notfeen  ' 

My  Sifter  till  this  Hour ;  I  now  arriv'd  -, 
She  fent  for  me  to  fee  her  Marriage, 

(72)  A  woful  one:  But  They,  that  are  above, 
Have  Ends  in  every  thing.    She  us'd  few  Words  ; 
But  yet  enough  to  make  me  underftand 

The  Bafenefs  of  the  Injury  you  did  her  ; 

That,  little  Training,  I  have  had,  is  War ; 

I  may  behave  myself  rudely  in  Peace  •, 

I  wou'd  not  though ;  I  fhall  not  need  to  tell  you,1 

(71)  For  till  the  Change  of  War]  Chance  is  a  much  more  common 
Word,  and  more  to  the  Purpofe  and  Meaning  of  the  PafTage. 

Mr.  Seward. 

{j2)  ■    ■  But  they  that  are  above* 

Have  Etta's  in  every  thing.]  How  nobly,  and  to  what  Ad- 
vantage, has  Shakespeare  exprefs'd  this  Sentiment,  in  his  Hamlet! 

— And  That  Jhould  teach  us, 

There's  a  Divinity  thatjhapes  our  Ends, 
Rough-hew  them  homo  nve  viilL 

Vol.  I.  G  I«nx 
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I  am  but  young  •,  and  would  be  loth  to  lofe 
Honour*  that  is  not  .eafily  gain'd  again ; 
Fairly  I  mean  to  deal ;  the  Age  is  ftridt 
For  fingle  Combats  ;  and  we  fhall  be  ftop'd, 
If  it  be  publifti'd :  If  you  like  your  Sword, 
Ufe  it  -,  if  mine  appear  a  better  to  you, 
Change ;  for  the  Ground  is  this,  and  this  the  time 
Tx>  endow  Difference. 

.  Amin.  Charitable  Youth,  , 

(If  thott  b6'ft  fuch,)  think  not,  I  will  maintain 
So  ftrange  a  Wrong  •,  and,  for  thy  Sifter's  fak^,  ' 

Know,  that  I  could  not  think  that  defperate  thing 
I  durft  not  do;  yet,  to  enjoy  this  World, 
I  J^rowldnot  fee  her  ;  for,  beholding  thtee, 
I  am  I  know  not  what  *  if  I  have  aught, 
That  may  content  thee,  take  it  and  be  gone  \ 
For  Death  is  not  fo  terrible  as  thou  5  f 

Thine  Eyes  fhoot  Guilt  into  me. 

Afp.  Thus,  fhe  fwore, 
Thou  wou'dft  behave  thyfelf  •,  tod  give  me  Words* 
That  would  fetch  Tears  into  mine  Eyes,  and  fb 
Thou  doft  indeed  \  but  yet  fhe  bad  me  watch, 
Left  I  were  cozen'd  *  and  be  fure  to  fight, 
E'er  I  return'd. 

Andn.  That  muftnot  be  with  me  % 
For  her  Til  die  diraftly,  but  againft  her 
Will  never  hazard  it.    Afp.  You  mult  be  urg'd ; 
I  do  not  deal  uncivilly  with  thofe 
That  dare  to  fight  \  but  fuch  a  one  as  you        # 
Muft  be  us'd  thus.  [She pikes  biff. 

Amin.  I  prithee,  Youth,  take  heed  \ 
Thy  Sifter  is  a  thing  to  me  fo  much 
Above  mine  Honour,  that  I  can  endure 
All  this  j  good  Gods ! « —  a  Blow  I  can  endure ; 
6ut  ftay  not,  left  thou  draw  a  timelefs  Death 
Upon  thyfelf.     Afp.  Thou  art  fome  prating  Fellow ; 
One,  that  hath  ftudied  out  a  Trick  to  talk 
And  move  foft-hearted  People ;  to  be  kicked  [She  kicks  him. 
Thus,  to  be  kick'd  —  why  fhould  he  be  fo  flow    \Afifo. 
Jta  giving  me  my  Death  J      Amin.  A  Man  can  bear- 

No 
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No  more,  and  keep  his  Flefh  \  forgive  me  then ; 
I  wou'd  endure.yet,  if  I  could.;  now  fhew 
The  Spirit  thou  pretend'ft,  and  underftand, 
(73)  Thou  haft  no  Hour  to  live  :  \Xh*}  fight* 

What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Thou  canft  not  fight:  The  Blows  thou  mgk'ft  at  me 
Are  quite  befides.;  and  thofe  I  offer  at  thee, 
'  Thou  fpread'ft  thine  Arms,  and  tak'ft  upon  tby  Breaft, 
Alas !  defencelefs.     Afp.  I  have  got  enough, 
And  my  Defire ;  there  is  no  Place  fo  fit 
For  me  to  die  as  here. 

Enter  Evadne,  her  Hands  bloody \  with  a  Knife. 
.  Evad.  JmintWy  I  am  loaden  with  Events, 
That  fly  to  make  thee  happy ;  I  have  Joys, 
That  in  a  Moment  can  call  back  thy  Wrongs, 
And  fetde  thee  in  thy  free  State  again ; 
It  is  Evadne  (till  that  follows  thee, 
But  not  her.  Mifchiefs. 

Amin.  Thou  canft  not  fool  me  to  believe  again ; 
But  thou  haft  Looks  and  Things  fo  full  of  News, 
That  I  am  ftaid. 

Evad.  Noble  Amintor,  put  off  thy  Amaze  $ 
Let  thine  Eyes  loofe,  and ipeak^  am  I  not  fair? 
Looks  not  Evadne  beauteous  with  thefe  Rites  now  ? 
Were  thofe  Hours  half  fo  lovely  in  thine  Eyes, 
When  our  Hands  met  before  the  Holy  Man  ? 
I  was  too  foul  within  to  look  fair  then  5 
Since  I  knew  111,  I  was  not  free  till  now* 

Amin.  There  is  Prefage  of  fome  important  thing 
About  thee,  which,  it  feems,  thy  Tongue  hath  loft. 
Thy  Hands  are  bloody,  and  thou  haft  a  Knife. 

Evad.  In  this  confifts  thy  Happinefs  and  mine, 
Joy  to  Amintor !  for  the  King  is  dead. 

Amin.  Thofe  have  moft  Pow*r  to  hurt  us,  that  we  love  j 
We  lay  our  fleeping  Lives  within  their  Arms. 

(73)    ~» and  underftand, 

Thou  baft  no  Honour  to  li<ve{\  This  Nonfenfe,  which  is  de- 
scended down  to  us  from  the  Folio  Edition  in  1679,  I  have  corrected 
by  the  Authority  *of  the,  three  eldefl  Quarto's*  Mr.  Seward  likewifp 
dictated  to  me  the  Emendation  neceffary. 

G  2  Why, 
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Why,  thou  haft  rais'd  up  Mifchief  to  this  height, 
And  found  out  One  to  out-name  thy  other  Faults ; 
Thou  haft  no  Intermiflion  of  thy  Sins, 
But  all  thy  Life  is  a  continued  111. 
Black  is  thy  Colour  now,  Difeafe  thy  Nature, 
Joy  to  Amintcr!  — Thou  haft  touch'd  a  Life, 
The  very  Name  of  which  had  Pow'r  to  chain 
Up  all  my  Rage,  and  calm  my  wildeft  Wrongs. 

Evad.  'Tis  done ;  and  fince  I  could  not  find  a  way 
To  meet  thy  Love  fo  clear  as  through  his  Life, 
I  cannot  now  repent  it. 

Amin.  Cou'dft  thou  procure  the  Gods  to  Ipeak  to  me, 
To  bid  me  love  this  Woman,  and  forgive  5 
I  think,  I  ftiould  fall  out  with  them.     Behold, 
Here  lies  a  Youth,  whole  Wounds  bleed  in  my  Breaft, 
Sent  by  his  violent  Fate  to  fetch  his  Death 
From  my  flow  Hand :  And  to  augment  my  Woe, 
You  now  are  prefent  ftain'd  with  a  King's  Blood 
Moft  violently  fhed.     This  keeps  Night  here, 
(74)  And  throws  an  unknown  Wildernefs  about  me. 
,     Afp.  Oh,  oh,  oh!  [then, 

Amin.  No  more,  purfue  me  not.      Evad.  Forgive  me « 
And  take  me  to  thy  Bed :  We  may  not  part. 

Amin.  Forbear,  be  wife,  and  let  my  Rage  go  this  way, 

Evad.  *Tis  you  that  I  wou*d  ftay,  not  it. 

Amin.  Take  heed, 
It  will  return  with  me.     Evad.  If  it  muft  be,   . 
I  fhall  not  fear  to  meet  it ;  take  me  home. 

Amin.  Thou  Monfter  of  all  Cruelty,  forbear. 

Evad.  For  Heav'n's  fake  look  more  calm ; 
Thine  Eyes  are  fharper 

Than  thou  canft  make  thy  Sword.     Amin.  Away,  away; 
Thy  Knees  are  more  to  me  than  Violence. 
Fm  worfe  than  fick  to  fee  Knees  follow  me 
For  that  I  muft  not  grant ;  for  Heav'n's  fake,  ftand.    - 

(74)  ; _„  an  unknown  Wildernefs]  This  is  a  Word  here 

appropriated  by  the  Poets  to  fignify  Wildnefs ;  from  the  Verb,  bewilder. 
Milton  feems  to  have  been  pleas'd  with  the  Liberty  of  ufing  it  in 
this  Senfe,  as  he  has  copied  it  in  his  Paradife  LoJi\  B.  ix.  v.  245. 
The  Paths  and  Bowers  doubt  not  but  our  joint  Hands 
Will  keep  from  Wildernefs  with  Eafe ; 

Evad. 
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Evad.  Receive  .me  then. 

Amin.  I  dare  not  ftay  thy  Language ; 
Ith'  midft  of  all  mv  Anger  and  my  Grief, 
Thou  doft  awake  fomething  that  troubles  me, 
And  fays,  /  kv9 d  thee  once  \  I  dare  not  ftay ; 
There  is  no  End  of  Women's  Reafoning.       [Leaves  ber. 

Evad.  Amintor^  thou  fhalt  love  me  once  again ;  ; 
Go,  I  am  calm ;  farewel ;  and  Peace  for  ever! 
Evadne>  whom  thou  hat'ft,  will  die  for  thee.  [Kills  berfelf. 

Amin.  I  have  a  little  human  Nature  yet, 
That's  left  for  thee,  that  bids  me  ftay  thy  Hand.    [Returns. 

Evad.  Thy  Hand  was  welcome,  but  it  came  too  late ; 
bh,  I  am  loft !  the  heavy  Sleep  makes  Hafte.    [She  dies. 

Afp.  Oh,  oh,  oh! 

Amin.  This  Earth  of  mine  doth  tremble,  and  I  feel 
A  ftark  affrighted  Motion  in  my  Blood  : 
My  Soul  grows  weary  of  her  Houfe,  and  I 
All  over  am  a  Trouble  to  my  fclf. 
There  is  fome  hidden  Pow'r  in  thefe  dead  Things, 
That  calls  my  Flefh  unto  'em ;  I  am  cold ; 
Be  refolute,  and  bear  *em  Company : 
There's  fomething  yet,  which  I  am  loth  to  leave. 
There's  Man  enough  in  me  to  meet  the  Fears, 
That  Death  can  bring;  and  yet,  'wou'd,  it  were  done! 
I  can  find  nothing  in  the  whole  Difcourfe 
Of  Death,  I  durft  not  meet  the  boldeft  Way  j 
Yet  ftill,  betwixt  the  Reafon  and  the  Adt,  * 
The  Wrong,  I  to  Afpatia  did,  ftands  up. 
(75)  I  have  not  fuch  another  Fault  to  anfwer ; 
Though  fhe  may  juftly  arm  her  felf  with  Scorn 
And  Hate  of  me,  my  Soul  will  part  lefs  troubled. 
When  I  have  paid  to  her  in  Tears  my  Sorrow. 
I  will  not  leave  this  A<5t  unfatisfied, 
If  all,  that's  left  in  me,  can  anfwer  it. 

Afp.  Was  it  a  Dream i  There  ftands  Amintor  (till: 
,Or  I  dream  ftill. 

(75)  I  have  net  fuch  a  Fault  to  anfwer, 

Tho'Jbe  may  juftly  arm  with  Scorn]  The  Lamenefs  of  thefe  two 
Verfes,  both  in  Senfe  and  Meafure,  I  have  cur'4  from  the  Authority 
of  the  three  eldeft  Quarto's. 

G  3  Amin. 
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Amn.  How  doft  thou?  Speak,  receive  my  Love,  and 
Thy  Blood  climbs  up  to  his  old  Place  again :  [Help : 

There's  Pope  of  thy  Recovery. 

Aft.  Did  you  not  name  Aftatta  ?    Arrttn.  I  did. 

Aft.  And  talk'd  of  Tears  and  Sorrow  unto  her? 

Amn.  'Tis  true,  and  'till  thefe  happy  Sighs  in  thee 
Did  ftay  my  Courfe,  'twas  thither  I  was  gorng. 

Aft.  Thou'rt  there  already,  and  thefe  Wounds  are  hers* 
Thofe  Threats,  I  brought  with  me,  fought  not  Revenge ; 
But  came  to  fetch  this  Blefling  from  thy  Hand. 
I  am  Afpatia  yet. 

Amn.  Dare  my  Soul  ever  look  abroad  again  ? 

Aft.  1  fhall,  fure,  live,  Amtritor;  I  am  well: 
A  kind  of  healthful  Joy  wanders  within  me. 

(76)  Amn.  The  World  wants  Lives  to  expiate  thy Lois: 
Come,  let  me  bear  thee  to  fome  Place  of  Help. 

Aft.  Amintor,  thou  muft  ftay,  I  muft  reft  here ; 
My  Strength  begins  to  difobey  my  Will. 
How  doft  thou,  my  beft  Soul  ?  I  wou'd  fairTlive 
Now,  if  I  cotfd:  Wou'dft  thou  have  lov'd  me  thep? 

Amin.  Alas! 
-  All  that  I  am's  not  worth  a  Hair  from  thee. 

Aft..  Give  me  thy  Hand,  mine  Hands  grope  up  and 
And  cannot  find  thee ;  I  am  wondrous  fick :  [down, 

(76)  The  World  wants  Lines  to  excufe  thy  Ztfs :  ]  The  Senfe  and 
Verfe  aire  both  fpoiPd ;  I  hope,  I  have  reftored  Both.  My  Emenda- 
tion gives  this  Meaning.  All  the  Lives  of  all  the  Women  in  the 
World  cannot  to  me  attone  for  the  Lofs  of  thine,  I  guefs,  that  fome 
Tranfcriber,  dr  Editor,  had  fLrft  by  rrieer  Accident  chang'd  Lives  to 
Lines ;  and  the  Word,  expiate,  not  making  the  leaft  Senfe  with  That, 
occafion'dlfome  future  Editor,  without  Regard  to  the  Metre,  to  fob- 
ftjtute  excufe  iaftead  of  it;  which  does  carry  fome  Shadow  of  Senfe, 

tho*  but  an  empty  ane. This  is  the  Emendation  and  Comment 

of  the  ingenious  Mr.  Seward. Long  before  I  receiv'd  his 

Thoughts  upon  this  Paflage,  I  had  fubftituted  with  Iefs  Variation  from 
the  Thcti      «  m 

The  World  wants  Limits  to  excufe  thy  Lofs. 


C6nje&u>e  into  the  Text,  becaufe  I  would  be  always  willing  to  fhew* 
Diffidence  '6f  my  own  poor  Efforts.  The  Readers  will  have  the  Bene- 
it  bf  both  our  Conjectures. 

Have 
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Have  I  thy  Hand,  Amintor? 

Amin.  .Thou  greateft  Bkffing  of  the  World,  thou  haft* 
Afp.  I  do  believe  thee  better  than  my  Senfe. 

Oh !  I  muft  go ;  farewell.  DP**'* 

Amin.  She  fwoons:  Ajpatia!  help;  for  Heaven's  Sake, 

Such  as  may  chain  Life  ever  to  this  Frame.  [Water, 

Afpatia^  fpeak:  What,  no  Help?  yet  I  fool; 

PU  chafe  her  Temples ;  yet  there's  nothing  ftin ; 

Some  hidden  Pow'r  tell  her,  Amintor  calls ; 

And  let  her  answer  me :  Afpatia*  fpeak. 

Pve  heard,  if  there  be  any  Life,  but  bow 

The  Body  thus,  and  it  will  (hew  it  felf. 

Oh,  fhe  is  gone !  I  will  not  leave  her  yet.  — — 

Since  out  of  Juftice  we  muft  challenge  nothing,  * 

Pll  call  it  Mercy  if  you'll  pity  me, 

You  heav'nly  Powers !  and  lend,  for  fbmc  few  Years, 

The  Hefted  Soul  to  this  fair  Seat  again. 

No  Comfort  comes,  the  Gods  deny  me  too. 

IH  bow  the  Body  once, again :  Afpatial 

The  Soul  is  fled  for  ever ;  and  I  wrong 

My  lelf,  fo  long  to  fofe  her  Company. 

Muft  I  talk  now  ?  Here's  to  be  with  thee,  Love. 

\K#ls  bmfelf. 

Enter  Servant. 
Serv.  This  is  a  great  Grace  to  my  Lord,  to  have  the 
new  King  come  to  him ;   I  muft  tell  him,  he  is  entring. 
O  Heav'n !  help,  help  f  {Seeing  the  dead  Bodies. 

Enter  Lyfippus,  Melantius,  Calianax,  Cleon,  Diphilus, 

and  Strato. 

Lyf.  Where's  Amintor  ? 

Stra.  O  there,  there. 

Eyf.  How  ftrange  is  this ! 
m  CaL  What  (hould  we  do  here  ?  ; 

Mel.  Thefe  Deaths  are  fuch  acquainted  Things  with  me. 
That  yet  my  Heart  diflblves  not.     May  I  ftand 
Stiff  here  for  ever !  Eyes,  call  up  your  Tears ; 
This  is  Amintor:  Heart !  he  was  my  Friend ; 
Melt,  now  it  flows;  Amintor^  give  a  Word 
To  call  me  to  thee. 

Amin.  Oh!  G  4  Mel 
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Mel.  MtlantiUs  calls  his  Friend  Anintor  •.  Oh, 
Thy  Arms  are  kinder  to  me  than  thy  Tongue ;   • 
Speak,  Ipeak. 

Jmn.  What?  4 

Afe/.  That  little  Word  was  more  worth  all  the  Sounds 
That  ever  I  fhall  hear  again.     Difb.  O  Brother !. 
Here  lies  our  Sifter  flain ;  you  lofe  your  Self 
In  Sorrow  there.     Mel  Why,  Diphiks,  it  is 
A  thing  to  laugh  at  in  refpeft  of  this ; 
Here  was  my  Sifter,  Father,  Brother,  Son;        * 
All  that  I  had ;  fpeak  once  again ;  what  Youth 
Lies  flain  there  by  thee  ?     Amin.  'Tis  Afpatia. 
(77)  My  Laft  is  laid  5  let  me  give  up  my  Soul 
•  Into  thy  Bofom.  [Dies. 

Col.  What's  that?  What's  that?  Afpatia! 

Mil,  I  never  did  repent  the  Greatnefs  of 
My  Heart  till  now  •,  it  will  not  burft  at  need. 

Col.  My  Daughter  dead  here  too !  and  you  have  aH 
fine  new  Tricks  to  grieve  y  but  I  ne'er  knew  any  but  direft 
Crying. 

Mel.  I  am  a  Prader,  but  no  more. 

[Offers  to  kill himfelf. 

JDipb.  Hold,  Brother. 

Lyf.  Stop  him. 

Difb.  Fie ;  how  unmanly  was  this  Offer  in  you ! 
Does  this  become  our  Strain  ? 

Col.  I  know  not  what  the  Matter  is,  but.  I  am  grown 
very  kind,  and  am  Friends  with  you ;  you  have  given  me 
that  among  you  will  kill  me  quickly  •,  but  I'll  go  home, 
and  live  as  long  as  I  can. 

(77)  My  Seifes/ade,]  This  I  take  to  be  a  Sophiftication  of  the? 
Players,  who  are  fond  of  throwing  in  their  Poetical  Flowers  wher^ 
there  is  no  Occafion  for  them;  Amin tor's  Strength  was  certainly  fa-~ 
<ting ;  but  he  dies  in  found  Mind  and  Memory :  He  does  not  appear 
to  have  any  Wildnefs,  or  Delirium,  upon  him.  I  have  retriev'd  the 
Reading  of  the  two  eldeft  £>uarto%s ;  and  it  feems  to  me,  in  Amintofs 
Death,  that  our  Poets  had  a  Defire  of  imitating  that  of  Hamlet  itn 
Shakespeare. 

-  -^— —  ffe  has  my  dying  Voice f 
So  iell  him,  with  th*  Qc  currents  more  and  left 
Which  have  follicited.  - —  The  reft  is  Silwe, 

MeA 
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A/e7.  His  Spirit  is  but  poor,  that  can  be  kept 
From  Death  for  want  of  Weapons.  ■■ 
k  not  my  Hand  a  Weapon  good  enough 
To  Hop  my  Breath?  or,  if  you  tie  down  thofe, 
Ivow,  Amintor^  I  will  never  eat, 
Or  drink,  or  deep,  or  have  to  do  with  that 
That  may  preferve  Life  -,  this  I  fwear  to  keep.v 

Lyf.  Look  to  him  tho',  and  bear  thofe  Bodies  in. 
May  this  a  fair  Example  be  to  me, 
(78)  To  rule  with  Temper :  For  on  luftful  Kings 
Unlook'd-for,  Hidden,  Deaths  from  Heav'n  are  fent  5 
But  curft  is  He,  that  is  their  Inftrument.    [Exeunt  Omnts. 

(78) For  on  luftfull  Kings, ,]-  Mr.  Rhymer  has  very  juftly  re- 

mark'd  in  his  Criticifms  on  Tragedy,  that  as  the  Moral  is  a  Leflbn  on 
the  Dangers  attending  Incontinence,  the  Play  ought  to  take  its  Name 
from  the  King:  Whereas  the  whole  Diftrefs  or  the  Story  lying  on 
Afpatia  being  abandon'd,  and«the  grofs  Injury  done  to  Ant  in  tor,  the 
Moral,  that  we  have,  is  in  no  kind  to  the  Purpofe.  Amintor  is  every 
where,  indeed,  condemning  himfelf  for  his  Perfidy  to  his  betroth'd 
Miilrefs ;  and  inculcating,  that  the  Heavens  are  it  rift  in  punifhing 
him  for  that  Crime;  and  fo  we  have  another  Moral  in  the  Body  or 
the  fable. 
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Love  lies  a  Bleeding. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONA*. 


MEN. 

King  of  Sicily  and  Calabria,  an  Ufurper. 
Philafter,  rigbtftill  Heir1 to  the  Crowk. 
Pharamond,  Prince  of  Spain. 
Dion,  a  Lord. 

,     „,.     '  r  Noble  Gentlemen*  bis  Alfociates. 

Tfcfljdiline,  )  M 

• 

Arnold  Captain. 
Five  Citizens. 
A  Country  Fellow. 
"Two  Woodmen. 

The  King's  Guard  and  Train. 
9 

WOMEN.. 

Arethufa,  the  King's  Daughter. 

Galatea,  a  wife  modefi  Lady  attending  the  Princefs.     * 

Megra,  a  lafcivious  Lady.  , 

Another  Lady  attending  the  Princefs. 

Eufrafia,  Daughter  of  Dion,  but  difguifed  like  a  Page, 

*  and  call'd  Bcllario. 


SCENE,    S  I  C  I  L  r. 
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A   C   T   J.    SCENE     I. 


S  C  E  NE,  aw -Antechamber  in  the  Palate.* 

Enter  Dibn,  Cleremont,  and  Thrafiline. 
,  Cl  ere  m  oht, 
\  E  REV  nor. Lords,  nor  Ladies.: 

Dim.  Credit  me,  Gentlemen,  I  wonder  at  it, 
I  They  receiv'd  flrift  Charge  from  the  King 
i  to  attend  here:    (i)  Befides,   it  was  loudly 
E  publifh'd,  that  no  Officer  mould  forbid  any 
Gentlemen  that  deflred  to  attend  and  hear. 
Qe.  Can  you  guefs  the  Caufe? 
Dim.  Sir,  it  is  plain,  about  the  Spanijb  Prince;  that's 
come  to  marry  our  Kingdom's  Heir,  and  be  our  Sovereign. 
Thra.  Many,  that  will  feem  to  know' much,  fey,  fhe 
looks  not  on  him  like  a  Maid  in  Love, 

(i)  //  iaai  boldly  pub/i/P  J,]  This  Adverb  can  have  no  fort  of 
Propriety  here.  What  Bolintfi  is  there  in  publifhing  an  Order  from 
the  King,  that  no  Gentleman  or  Lady  (hould  be  refuted  Admittance? 
I  make  no  Doubt  bnt  it  is  an  Error  of  the  Prefr,  and  that  the  origi- 
nal Word  was  what  I  have  fubftituted  for  it.  Mr.  Seward. 

Dion. 
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Dion:  O  Sir,  the  Multitude  (that  feldom  know  any 
thing  but  their  own  Opinions)  (peak  That  they  would 
have ;  but  the  Prince,  before  his  own  Approach,  receiv'd 
fo  many  confident  Meffages  from  the  State,  that,  I  think, 
fhe's  refolv'd  to  be  rul'd. 

Cle.  Sir,  is  it  thought,  with  her  he  {hall  enjoy  boththefe 
Kingdoms  of  Sicily  and  Calabria  ? 

Dion.  Sir,  it  is,  without  Controverfy,  fo  meant.  But 
'twill  be  a  troublefome  Labour  for  him  to  enjoy  both  thefe 
Kingdoms,  with  Safety,  the  right  Heir  to  one  of  them 
living}  and  living  fo  virtuoufly ;  efpecially ,  the  People  ad- 
miring the  Bravery  of  his  Mind,  arid  lamenting  his  Injuries. 

Cle.  Who,  JPbilafter? 

Dion.  Yes,  whofe  Father,  we  all  know,  was  by  Our  late 
King  of  ^Calabria  unrighteoufly  depos'.d  from  his  fruitful 
Sicily.  My  felf  drew  fome  Blood  in  thofe  Wars,  which 
I  would  give  my  Hand  to  be  walh'd  from* 

Cle:  Sir,  my  Ignorance  in  State-Policy  will  not  let  me 
know,  why,  Philafter  being  Heir  to  one  of  thefe  King- 
doms, the  King  Should  fuffer  him .  to  walk  abrqad  with 
fuch  free  Liberty. 

D/V»..cSr,  te'ieems*  your  Nattifle  is  more  conftant  than 
to  enquire  after  State-news.  But  the  King,  of  late,  made  a 
Hazard  of  both  the  Kingdoms,  of  Sicily  and  his  own,  with 
offering  but  to  imprifcn  Philafter.  At  which  the  City  was  in 
Arms,  not  to  be  charrrtM  down  by  any  State-Order  or  Pro- 
clamation ;  'till  they  faw  Philafter  ride  through  the  Streets 
pleas'd,  and  without  a  Guard ;  at  whteh  they,  threw  tbefr 
Hats,  and  their  Arms  from  them ;  fome  to  make  Bonfires, 
fome  to  drink,  all  for  his  Deliverance;  Which,  wife  Men 
fay,  is  the  Caufe  the  King  labours  to  bring  in,  thfe  Power 
of,  a  Foreign  Nation  to  awe  his  owa  with. 

Enter  Galatea,  a  Lady^  and  Megra. 

fbra.  See,  the  Ladies ;  what's  the  firft  ?  [Princefs. 

Dion.  A  wife  and  modeft  Gentlewoman  that  attends  the 

Cle.  The  Second  ? 

Dion.  She  is  one  that  may  ftand  ftill  difcreedy  enough, 

and  iU-favour*dly  dance  her  Mcafure  ;  fimper  when  Ihe  is 

courted  by  her  Friend,  and  flight  her  Husband, 

Cle. 
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Cle.  Thelaft? 

Dion.  Marry,  I  think,  fhe  is  one  whom  the  State  keeps 
for  the  Agents  of  our  Confederate  Princes  •,  fhe'U  cog 
and  lye  witli  a:  whole  Army  before  the  League  fhall 
break :  Her  Name  is  common  through  the  Kingdom,  and 
the  Trophies  of  her  Diihonour  advane'd  beyond  Hercules- 
Pillars.  She  loves  to  try  the  fcveral  Conftitutions  of 
Men's  Bodies ;  and,  indeed,  has  deftroyed  the  Worth  of 
her  own  Body,  by  making  Experiment  upon  it,  for  the 
Good  of  the  Common-wealth. 

Cle.  She's  a  profitable  Member. 

(2)  Meg.  Peace,  if  you  love  me:  You  (hall  fee  thefe 
Gentlemen  ftand  their  Ground,  and  not  court  us.    • 

Gal  What  if  they  fliould  ?  Lady.  What  if  they  fhould  ? 

Meg.  Nay,  let  her  alone ;  what  if  they  fhould  ?  why, 
if  they,  ihould,  I  fey,  they  were  never  abroad ;  what 
Foreigner  wou'd  do  fo  ?  it  writes  them  diredUy  untra- 
vell'd. 

Gal.  Why,  what  if  they  be  ?    Lady.  What  if  they  be  ? 

Meg.  Good  Madam,  let  her  go  oh  ;  what  if  they  be  ? 
Why,  if  they  be,  I  will  juftify,  they  cannot  maintain  DiC 
courfe  with  a  judicious  Lady,  nor  make  a  Leg,  nor  lay, 
Excufe  me.     • 

(Sal.  Ha,  ha,  hi.      Meg.  Do  you  laugh,  Madam? 

Dion.  Your  Defires  upon  you,  Ladies ! 

(2)  Peace,  if  you  love  me\\  I  have  made  a  Tranfpofition  in  the 
Speakers,  here,  from  the  following  accurate  Criticifm  of  Mr.  Seward. 

"  The  Character  given  of  the  laft  of  thefe  three  Ladies  fo  exactly 
,f  (bits  Megra  f  and  all  the  Speeches  which  the  anonymous  Lady  fpeaks, 
"  her  exceffive  Fondnefs  for  the  Courtfkip  of  Men,  and  of  Foreign* 
**  ers  in  particular,  are  fo  entirely  in  her  Strain;  that  I  am  per- 
*<  fuaded,  fhe  has  Jbeen  unjuftly  deprived  of  them.  It  is  not  the 
•'  Cuftom  of  any  good  Writer  to  give  a  long  and  diftinguifhing 
<f  Character  of,  and  to  make  a  Perfon  the  chief  Speaker  in  any  Scene. 
"  who  is  a  mcer  Cypher  in  the  whole  Play  befides:  Particularly* 
M  when  there  is  another  in  the  fame  Scene,  to  whom  both  the  Char 
racter  and  the  Speeches  exactly  correfpond.  I  fhould  guefs  it  to 
have  been  fome  Jumble  of  the  Players ;  She>  who  acted  Megra, 
having  given  up  fo  much  of  her  Part  to  initiate  fome  younger 
'*  Actrels.     The  Entrance  ihould  have  been  thu*  regulated : 

Enter  Galatea,  a  Lady,  and  Megra. 

'*  And  all  the  Speeches  at  Ac  two  iatficr  tranfpotea\     Mr.  Seward. 

Meg. 
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Meg.  Then  ytm  muft  fit  befide  us. 

Dion.  I  lhall  fit  near  you  then,  Lady. 

Meg.  Near  me,  perhaps :  But  there's  a  Lady  indium 
no  Stranger  ;  and  to  me  you  appear  a  very  ftran^ 
Fellow. 

Lady.  Methinks,  he's  not  fo  ftrange,  he  would  quickly 
be  acquainted.        Tbra.  Peace,  the  King. 

Enter  King,  Pharamond,  Arethula,  and  Train. 

King.  To  give  a  ftronger  Teftimony  of  Love 
Than  fickly  Promifes  (which  commonly 
In  Princes  find  both  Birth  and  Burial 
In  one  Breath)  we  haw  drawn  you,  worthy  Sir, 
To  make  your  fair  Indearments  to  our  Daughter, 
And  worthy  Services  known  to  our  Subje&s, 
Now  lov'd  and  wonder'd  at :  Next,  our  Intent 
To  plant  you  deeply,  our  immediate  Hey*, 
Both  to  our  Blood  and  Kingdoms,     For  this  Lady, 
(The  beft  part  of  your  Life,  as  you  confirm  me, 
And  I  believe)  though  her  few  Years  and  Sex 
Yet  teach  her  nothing  but  her  Fears  and  Blulhes  * 
Defires  without  Defire,  Difcourfe  and  Knowledge 
Only  of  what  herfelf  is  to  herfelf, 
Make  her  feel  moderate  Health ;  and,  when  flie  fleeps* 
In  making  no  ill  Day,  know  no  ill  Dreams. 
Think  not,  dear  Sir,  thefe  undivided  Parts, 
That  muft  mould  up  a  Virgin,  are  put  on 
To  ftiew  her  lb,  as  borrow'd  Ornaments ; 
To  fpeak  her  perfedt  Love  to  you,  or  add 
An  artificial  Shadow  to  her  Nature: 
No,  Sir ;  I  boldly  dare  proclaim  her  yet  no  Woman. 
But  woo  her  ftill,  and  think  her  Modefty 
A  fweeter  Miftrefs  than  the  offer'd  Language 
-Of  any  Dame,  were  Ihe  a  Queen,  whole  Eye 
Speaks  common  Loves  and  Comforts  to  her  Servants. 
Laft \  noble  Son,  (for  fo  I  now  muft  call  you) 
What  I  have  done  thus  puhlick,  is  not  only 
To  add  a  Comfort  in  particular  ,  .  > 

To  you  or  me,  but  all ;  and  to  confirm 
The  Nobles,  and  the  Gentry  of  thefe  Kingdoms, 

.      By 
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By  Oath  to  your  Succeffion,  which  fhall  be 
Within  this  Month  at  moft. 

STtez.  This  will  be  hardly  done. 

Cle.  It  muft  be  ill  done,  if  it  be  done. 

Dion.  When  'tis  at  beft,  'twill  be  but  half  done,  whilft 
So  brave  a  Gentlemian's  wrong'd  and  flung  off.  * 

Thru.  I  fear.         Cle.  Who  does  not  ? 

Dion.  I  fear  not  for  myfelf,  and  yet  I  fear  too : 
Well,  we  fhall  fee,  we  fhall  fee :  No  more. 

Pba.  KifTmg  your  white  Hand,  Miftrefs,  I  take  Leave,' 
To  thank  your  Royal  Father ;  and  thus  far, 
To  be  my  own  free  Trumpet.     Underftand, 
Great  King,  and  thefe  your  Subjects,  mine  that  muft  be,' 
(For  fb  deferving  you  have  fboke  me,  Sir, 
And  fo  deferving  I  dare  fpeak  myfelf) 
To  what  a  Perfon,  of  what  Eminence, 
Ripe  Expectation  of  what  Faculties, 
Manners  and  Virtues  you  would  wed  your  Kingdoms : 
You  in  me  have  your  Wifhes.    (3)  Oh,  this  Country! 
By  more  than  all  my  Hopes,  I  hold  it  happy  j 

(3)     —  '  Oh  this  Country, 

*    By  more  than  all  my  Hopes  I  hold  it 

Happy,  in  their  dear  Memories  that  have  Been 

Kings  great  and  good,  happy  in  yours,  that -is 9 

And  from  you  (as  a  Qbronicle  to  keep 

Your  noble  Name  from  eating  Age)  do  I 

Opine  myfelf  moft  happy, .]  It  is  very  plain,  that  this  isdefign'd 
as  a  fet,  formal,  and  precompofed  Speech,  much  fuperior  in  Lan- 
guage to  any  thing  that  is  afterwards  put  into  the  Mouth  of  Phara* 
mond;  and  agreeing  with  the  reft  of  his  Character  in  Nothing  but 
its  (Mentation  and  Vain-glory.  In  fuch  a  Speech  it  is  not  probable 
that  the  Authors  left  the  firft  Verfe  above  fo  lame ;  efpecially,  as  the 
Word,  which  naturally  fupplies  it,  renders  the  formal  Flow  of  the 
Period  as  well  a?  the  Metre  more  beau ti full.  The  laft  Line  feems  to 
have  loft  its  Beauty,*  by  a  more  material  Omiflton,  which  totally 
alters  the  Senfe.  It.  is  really  no  unhandfome  Complement  to  the 
Xing,  to  tell  him  that  he  thinks  himfelf  happy  in  fucceeding  him  ; 
whom  he  (hail  fo  imitate  in  his  Government,  as  to  make  himfelf  a 
Chronicle  to  preferve  his  Memory.  This  by  no  means  agrees  with 
all  the  reft  of  his  Speech,  which  is  ftuff'd  with  the  vaineit  Self^Ap- 
plaufe.  He  certainly  therefore  in  the  Original  wound  up  the  Period 
with  the  fame  Arrogance;  which  the  flight  Addition,  that  I  have 
given,  will  make  him  do.  Mr.  Seward. 

Vol.  I.  H  Happy,' 
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Happy,  in  their  dear  Memories  that  have  been 
Kings  great  and  good ;  happy  in  yours,  that  is } 
And  from  you  (as  a  Chronicle  to  keep 
Your  noble  Name  from  eating  Age)  do  I 
Opine  it  in  myfelf  moll  happy.     Gentlemen, 
,  Believe  me  in  a  Word,  a  Prince's  Word, 
There  fhall  be  nothing  to  make  up  a  Kingdom 
Mighty,  and  flourifhing,  defenced,  fear'd, 
Equal  t<3  be  commanded  and  obey'd, 
But  through  the  Travels  of  my  Life  I'll  find  it, 
And  tie  it  to  this  Country.     And  I  vow, 
My  Reign  fhall  be  fo  eafy  to  the  Subjeft, 
That  ev'ry  Man  fhall  be  his  Prince  hlmfelf, 
And  his  own  Law :  (yet  I  his  Prince,  and  Law.) 
And  deareft  Lady,  to  your  deareft  felf 
(Dear*  in  the  Choice  of  him,  whofe  Name  and  Luftre- 
Muft  make  you  more  and  mightier)  let  me  fay, 
You  are  the  blefled'ft  living ;  for,  fweet  Princefs, 
You  fhall  enjoy  a  Man  of  Men  to  be 
Your  Servant ;  you  fhall  make  him  yours,  for  whom 
Great  Queens  muft  die.         Tbra.  Miraculous ! 

Cle.  This  Speech  calls  him  Spaniard,  being  nothing  but 
A  large  Inventory  of  his  own  Commendations. 

Enter  Philafter. 

(4)  Dion.  I  wonder  what's  his  Price  ?  For,  certainly, 
He'll  fell  himfelf,  he  has  fo  prais'd  his  Shape  : 
But  here  comes  one  more  worthy  thofe  large  Speeches, 
Than  the  large  Speaker  of  them. 
Let  me  be  fwallow'd  quick,  if  I  can  find, 
In  all  th'  Anatomy  of  yon  Man's  Virtues, 
One  Sinew  found  enough  to  promife  for  him, 
He  fhall  be  Conftable. 
Bytthis  Sun,  he'll  ne'er  make  King 
Uhlefs  it  be  of  Trifles,  in  my  poor  Judgment 

(4)   1  wonder,  nubafs  bis  Price?  For  certainty 

He' II  tell  bimfelf  be  has  fo  prais'd  bis  Shape ;]  Four  of  the 
old  $>uartors  have  it  rightly,  fell  bimfelf;  as  I  have  refornYd  the 
Text.  I  ought  in  juftice  to  acknowledge,  that  both  Mr.  Seward  and 
Mr.  Sympfon  concurred  in  darting  this  Emendation. 

Phi. 
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Phi.  Right  noble  Sir,  as  low  as  my  Obedience, 
And  with  a  Heart  as  loyal  as  my  Knee, 
I  beg  your  Favour. 

King.  Rife,  you  have  it,  Sir. 

Dion.  Mark  but  the  King,  how  pale  he  looks !  He  fears. 
(5)  Oh !  this  fame  whorfon  Confidence,  how  it  jades  us ! 

King .  Speak  your  Intents,  Sir. 

Phi.  Shall  I  freak  'em  freely  ?— 
Be  ftill  my  Royallfoyereign.     King.  As  a  Subject, 
"We  give  you  Freedom.      Dion.  Now  it  heats. 

Phi.  Then  thus  I  turn 
My  Language  to  you,  Prince ;  you*  Foreign  Man. 
Ne'er  ftare,  nor  put  on  Wonder,  for  you  muft 
Indure  me,  and  you  fhall.  (6)  This  Earth  you  tread  on 
(A  Dowry,  as  you  hope,  with  this  fair  Princefs,) 
By  my  dead  Father  (Oh !  I  had  a  Father, 
Whole  Memory  I  bow  to)  Was  not  left 
To  your  Inheritance,  and  I  up  and  living ; 
Havirtg  myfelf  about  me  and  my  Sword, 
The  Souls  of  all  my  Name,  and  Memories, 
Thefe  Arms  and  fome  few  Friends,  befides  the  Gods, 
To  part  ib  calmly  with  it,  and  fit  ftill, 

(5)  Oh!  this  fame  wborfon  Conference,  bow  it  jades  usf]  This 
Sentiment  Sbakefpeare  has  finely,  and  as  concifely,  exprefs'd  in  kit 
Hamlet* 

*Tis  Confcience,  that  makes  Cowards  of  \ss  all. 

(6)  ■■■  ■■  'This  Earth  you  tread  on 

[A  Dowrf,  as  you  hope,  <with  this  fair  Prineefs9 

Whofe  Memory  I  bow  to)  was  not  left 

By  my  dead  Father  (Ob,  I  bad  a  Father) 

To  your  Inheritance,  &c]  To  bow  to  the  Memory  of  a  Per- 
!bn  prefent,  is  certainly  not  Senle.  I  at  firft  alterM  it,  whofe  Merits 
X  do  how  to\  but  obferving  afterwards,  that  a  Tranfpofition  of  two 
Lines,  a  Miftake  very  common  to  Printers,  was  the  moll  probable 
Corruption,  I  have  replaced  them  in  their  natural  Order.  In  Con- 
irmation  of  this. Tranfpofition,  it  will  be  very  neceffary  to  otycrve 
hat  our  Authors  have  ufed  the  very  fame  Expreffion  at  the  beginning 
)f  their  Tragedy  call'd,  The  Falfe  One. 

She  being  by  her  Father's  Tefiament, 
Whofe  Memory  I  bow  to,  &c'.  Mr.  Seward. 

I  muft  do  Juftice  to  the  Sagacity  of  my  ingenious  Friend  Mr.  Sympjon, 
n  acknowledging  that  he  dictated  the  very  fome  Tranfpofition :  And, 
ndeed,  I  had  fome  Years  ago  made  the  Difcovery. 

H  2  And 
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And  fay,  J  might  have  been.    I  tell  thee,  Pharamond, 
When  thou  art  King,  look,  I  be  dead  and  rotten, 
And  my  Name  Afhes ;  For  hear  me,  Pharamondy 
This  very  Ground  thou  goeft  on,  this  fat  Earth, 
My  Father's  Friends  made  fertile  with  their  Faiths, 
Before  that  Day  of  Shame,  ihall  gape  and  fwallow 
Thee  and  thy  Nation,  like  a  hungry  Grave, 
Into  her  hidden  Bowels :  Prince,  it  fhall  •, 
By  NemeJtSj  it  fhalL .   Pha.  He's  mad  beyond  Cure,  mad. 

Dion.  Here  is  a  Fellow  has  fome  Fire  in's  Veins : 
Th*  Outlandifh  Prince  looks  like  a  Tooth-Drawer, 

Phi.  Sir,  Prince  of  Popping) ayes,  Til  make  it  well  appear 
To  you*  I  am  not  mad.     King.  You  do  difpleafe  us  : 
You  are  too  bold.     Phi.  No,  Sir,  I  am  too  tame, 
Too  much  a  Turtle,  a  Thing  bom  without  Paffion, 
A  faint  Shadow,  that  every  drunken  Cloud  fails  over, 
And  maketh  nothing.     King.  I  do  not  fancy  this  * 
Call  our  Phyficians ;  fure,  he  is  fomewhat  tainted. 
Thra.  1  do  not  think,  'twill  prove  fo. 
-  Dion.  H'as  giv'n  him  a  general  Purge  already,  for  all 
the  Right  he  has ;  and  now  he  means  to  let  him  Blood  : 
Be  conftant,  Gentlemen*,  by  thefe  hilts,  Pll  run  his  Hazard, 
although  I  run  my  Name  out  of  the  Kingdom. 
Cle.  Peace,,  we  are  one  Soul. 
Pha.  What  you  have  feen  in  me,  to  ftir  Offence, 
I  cannot  find;  unlefs  it  be  this  Lady 
Offered  into  mine  Arms,  with  the  Succeflion, 
Which  I  muft  keep,  though  it  hath  pleas'd  your  Fury 
To  mutiny  within  you ;  without  difputing 
Your  Genealogies^  or  taking  Knowledge 
Whofe  Branch  you  are.     The  King  will  leave  it  me  •, . 
And  I  dare  make  it  mine.     You  have  your  Anfwer. 
(7)  Phi.  If  thou  wert  fole  Inheritor  to  him 

(7)  If  thou  wert  fole  Inheritor  to  him 

Who  made  the  World  hisj]     i.  e.   Alexander  the  Great.      So 
Mr.  Lee  in  his  Tragedy  of  The  Rival  Queens . 

But  fee ',  the  Matter  of  the  .World  approaches. 
This  is  as  fine  an  Introduction,  as  poffibly  can  be,  to  the  fir  ft  Entrance 
of  that  Great  Conquerour ;  and  raifes  the  Expectation  of  the  Audience 
to  give  a  due  Attention  to  tvtry  Line  he  fpeaks. 

That 
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That  made  the  World  his,  and  cou'dft  fee  no  Sun    • 
Shine  upon  any  Thing  but  thine;  were  Pbaramond 
As  truly  valiant,  as  I  feel  him  cold, 
And  ring'd  among  the  choiceft  of  his  Friends, 
(Such  as  would  blufli  to  talk  fuch  ferious  Follies, 
Or  back  fuch  bellied  Commendations,) 

(8)  And  from  this  Prefence,  ipite  ot  all  thefe  Bugs, 
You  fhould  hear  further  from  me. 

King.  Sir,  you  wrong  the  Prince : 
I  gave  you  not  this  Freedom  to  brave  our  beft  Friends, 
You  do  deferve  our  Frown :  Go  to,  be  better  tempered. 

Phi.  It  muft  be,  Sir,  when  I  am  nobler  us*d. 

Gal.  Ladies, 

(9)  This  would  have  been  a  Pattern  of  Succeflion, 
Had  he  ne'er  met  this  Mifchief.     By  my  Life, 
He  is  the  worthieft  the  true  Name  of  Man 

This  Day  within  my  Knowledge.     Meg.  I  cannot  tell 
What  you  may  call  your  Knowledge,  but  th'  otheris 
The  Man  fet  in  mine  Eye ;  Oh !  *Tis  a  Prince 
Of  Wax.     Gal.  A  Dog  it  is.     King.  Pbilafter>  tell  me 
The  Injuries  you  aim  at,  in  your  Riddles. 

Phi.  If  you  had  my  Eyes,  Sir,  and  Sufferance, 
My  Griefs  upon  you,  and  my  broken  Fortunes, 
My  Wants  great,  and  now  nought  but  Hopes  and  Fears, 
My  Wrongs  would  make  ill  Riddles  to  be  laugh'd  at. 
Dare  you  be  (till  my  King,  and  right  me  not  ? 

King.  Give  me  your  Wrongs  in  private.  [Xbey  wbijper.. 

Phi.  Take  them  then, 
And  eafe  me  of  a  Load  would  bow  ftrong  Atlas. 

Ck.  He  dares  not  ftand  the  Shock. 

Dion.  I  cannot  blame  him,  there's  Danger  in*t.   Every 

(J)  And  from  this  prefent,]  The  old  Quartfi 'didtate,  Prefence,  as 
I  have  refornTd  the  Text.  The  ingenious  Mr.  Seward  likewife  pre- 
fcjib'd  this  Alteration. 

(9)  This  would  have  been  a  Pattern  of  Succeflion, 

Had  he  ne*er  met  this  Mifchief]  My  Friend  Mr.  Symp/bn 
chufes  to  fubftitute  Suhmiffion  for  Succeffion.  I  fubmit  his  Conjecture 
to  the  Readers,  tho'  I  have  not  ventured  to  difturb  the  Text;  becaufe 
►  the  Poets,  perhaps,  might  mean,  that  Philafter  might  have  been  a 
I  attern  to  fucceeding  Kings,  had  not  he  fall'n  under  the  Misfortune  of 
1  aving  his  Right  to  the  Kingdom  ufurp'd  upon* 

H  ?  Man 


-  Hy* 
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Maft  in  this  Age  has  not  a  Soul  of  Qyftal  for  all  Men 
to  read  their  Aftions  through :  Mens  Hearts  and  Faces 
are  fo  far  afunder,  that  they  hold  no  Intelligence.  Do  but 
view  yon  Stranger  well,  and  you  fhall  fee  a  Fever  through 
all  his  Bravery,  ( i o)  and  feel  him  fhake  like  a  true  Re- 
creant; if  he  give  not  back  his  Crown  again,  upon 
the  Report  of  an  Elder  Gun,  I  have  no  Augury. 

King.  Go  to  : 
Be  more  your  Self,  as  you  relpeft  our  Favour  •, 
You'll  ftir  us  elfe :  Sir,  I  tnuft  have  you  know, 
That  you're,  and  fhall  be,  at  ourPleafure,  what  Fafhionwe 
Will  put  upon  you :  Smooth  your  Brow,  or  by  the  Gods- 
Pi*.  I  am  dead,  Sir,  you're  my  Fate :  It  was  not  I 
(i  i)  Said,  I  was  wrong'd:  I  carry  all  about  me 
My  weak  Stars  led  me  to,  all  my  weak  Fortunes. 
Who  dares  in  all  this  Prefence  ipeak  (that  is 
But  Man  of  Flefh  and  may  be  mortal)  tell  me, 
I  do  not  moft  intirely  love  this  Prince, 
And  honour  his  full  Virtues !     King.  Sure,  he's  poffeft. 

Pbi.  Yes,  with  my  Father's  Spirit :  It's  here,  O  King] 
A  dangerous  Spirit ;  now  he  tells  me,  King, 
I  was  a  King's  Heir,  bids  me  be  a  King ; 
And  whifpers  to  me,  thefe  be  all  my  Subjedts. 
JTis  ftrange,  he  will  not  let  me  fleep,  but  dives 
Into  my  Fancy,  and  there  gives  me  Shapes 
That  kneel,  and  do  me  Service,  cry  me  King: 
But  I'll  fupprefs  him,  he's  a  fa&ious  Spirit, 
And  will  undo  me :  Noble  Sir,  your  Hand; 
I  am  your  Servant. 

(io)  and  feel  him  Jhake  like  a  true  Tenant  $]  This  is  as  errant 
Nonfenfe,  as  ever  the  Prefs  was  guilty  of.  Mr.  Seward  conjeclurei 
Truant ;  i.  e.  like  a  Boy  who  has  play 'el  Truant,  and  is  afraid  of  the 
Rod.  The  Word,  which  I  have  fubftituted,  and  which  does  not  de- 
part far  from  the  Traces  of  the  Text,  feems  authoriz'd  by  a  ftmilar 
raJTage  of  our  Authors,  in  their  Women  pleas" d. 
■  Here  IJhvear  to  ye, 

By  the  unvalued  Love  I  bear  this  Beauty, 
{And  ki/s  the  Book  too)  never  to  be  recreant,  & e. 
(z  i)  It  was  not  I  i 

Said  fr<was  not  wrong*  d:~\  The  Quarto  in  162  S  jaftly  throws 
out  this  Negative ;  both  the  Reafoning  and  the  Metre  prove  it  to  be  a 
Corruption  of  the  Text* 

'  King . 
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King.  Away,  I  do  not  like  this  : 
FU  make  you  tamer,  or  Til  difpoflefs  you 
Both  of  your  Life  and  Spirit :  For  this  time 
I  pardon  your  wild  Speech,  without  fb  much 
As  your  Imprifonment.  [Ex.  King,  Pha.  and  Are. 

•  Dion.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  you  dare  not  for  the  People. 
Gal.  Ladies,  what  think  you  now  of  this  brave  Fellow  ? 
Meg.  A  pretty  talking  Fellow,  hot  at  Hand ;  but  eye 

yon  Stranger,  is  not  he  a  fine  compleat  Gentleman  ?  O 
thefe  Strangers,  I  do  affeft  them  ftrangely :  They  do  the 
rareft  home  things,  and  pleafe  the  fulleft !  As  I  live,  I 
could  love  all  the  Nation  over  and  over  for  his  fake. 

Gal.  Gods  comfort  your  poor  Head-piece,  Lady :  *Tis 
a  weak  one,  and  had  need  of  a  Night-cap. 

Dion.  See,  how  his  Fancy  labours ;  has  he  not 
Spoke  home,  and  bravely  ?  What  a  dangerous  Train 
Did  he  give  fire  to!  How  he  Ihook  the  King, 
Made  his  Soul  melt  within  him,  and  his  Blood 
Run  into  Whey!  It  ftood  Upon  his  Brow, 
Like  a  cold  Winter  Dew.     Phi.  Gentlemen, 
You  have  no  Suit  to  me ?    (1 2)  I  am  no  Minion :, 
You  ftand,  niethinks, '  like  Men  that  would  be  Courtiers, 

•  If  yoit  could  well  be  flatter'd  at  a  Price, 

Not  to  undo  your  Children :  You're  all  honeft : 
Go  get  you  home  again,  and  make  your  Country 
A  virtuous  Court ;  to  which  your  Great  ones  may, 
In  their  difeafed  Age,  retire,  and  live  reclufe. 

Cle.  How  do  you,  worthy  Sir?     Phi.  Well,  very  wfell; 
And  fo  well,  that  if  the  King  pleafe,  I  find,   . 
I  may  live  many  Years.     Dion.  The  King  muft  pleafe, 
Whilft  we  know  what  you  are,  and  who  you  are, 
Your, Wrongs  and  Injuries:  Shrink  not^  worthy  Sir, 
But  add  your  Father  to  you:  (13)  In  whofe  Name, 

We'll 
•  *  * 

(12)  ■  I  am  no  Minion:]   i.  e.  No  Favourite  of  In- 

fluence enough  to  carry  any  Suits  at  Court.     The  Word  is  frequently 

ufed  by  Sbakefpeare. 

(13) ' ',  In  whofe  Name 

Weyll  waken  all  the  Gods,  and  conjure  up 
The  Rods  of  Vengeance-  the  abufed  People ;]     This t>u ts  me  in 
Mind  of  a  Pailage  in  Hejtod,  in  his  vRp^«6  x)  H//&£$w  v.  260. % 

H  4  ■  o^p* 
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We'll  waken  all  the  Gods,  and  conjure  up 

The  Rods  of  Vengeance,  the  abufed  People ; 

lWho,  like  to  raging  Torrents,  fhall  fwell  high, 

And  fo  begirt  the  Dens  of  thefe  Male-Dragons, 

That,  through  the  ftrongeft  Safety,  they  fhall  beg 

For  Mercy  at  your  Sword's  Point.    Phi.  (14)  Friends, 

no  more  •, 
Our  Ears  may  be  corrupted :  'Tis  an  Age. 
[We  dare  not  truft  our  Wills  to :  Do  you  love  me  ? 

fthra .  Do  we  love  Heav*n  and  Honour  ? 

Phi.  My  Lord  Dion, 
You  had  a  virtuous  Gentlewoman  call'd  you  Father ;  ' 
Is  (he  yet  alive  ?     Dion.  Moft  honoured  Sir,  fhe  is : 
And  for  the  Penance  but  of  an  idle  Dream, 
Has  undertook  a  tedious  Pilgrimage. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Phi.  Is  it  to  me,  or  any  of  thefe  Gentlemen  you  come  ? 
Lady.  To  you,  brave  Lord  \  the  Princefs  would  intrcat 
LYour  prefent  Company. 

Phi.  The  Princefs  fend  for  me !  You  are  miftaken. 

Lady.  If  you  be,caird  Philafter,  'tis  to  you. 

(15)  Phi.  Kifs  her  fair  Hand,  and  fay,  I  will  attend  her. 

Dion.  Do  you  know  what  you  do  ? 

Phi.  Yes,  go  to  fee  a  Woman. 


Of)  P*  tfVoTfVfl 


This  has  been  generally  underftood,  as  if  the  People  fhould  fuffer  for 
the  Faults  of  their  Prince ;  and  Horace  is  quoted  in  Support  of  this 
Opinion. 

Qui  c  quid  delirant  Reges,  pledluntur  Achivi. 
But  woufd  it  not  be  better  to  underftand  it  in  Fletcher'*  Words,  for 
the  People  to  be  rais'd  up  to  puniih  the  Crimes  and  Mifdemeanours  of 
the  Prince  ?  Mr.  Sjmpfin. 

(14)  ■  '        Friends,  no  more ;  • 

Our  Years  may  be  corrupted:  ]  This  is  certainly  a  typographi- 
cal Corruption.  The  Quarto's  in  1628,  and  1634,  have  it  rightly, 
£ars;  and  fo,  Mr.  Seward  faw,  the  Text  ought  to  be  reftored. 

(15)  Kifs  her  Hand,  and  fay,  I  will attend  her. .]  The  halting 
Metre  of  this  Verfe  plainly  fhews  an  Omiflion  of  a  Monofy  liable  at 
Prefs.  I  have  reftored  the  Epithet  from  the  Quarto  in  1628:  and 
Ml.  Seward  directed  the  Infertion  of  the  Word,  fair,  to  fupport  the 
Verfification. 

1       Ge. 
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Ge.  But  do  you  weigh  the  Danger  you  are  in  ? 

Phi.  Danger  in  a  fweet  Face  ? 
By  Jupiter •,  I  muft  not  fear  a  Woman. 

TJbra .  But  are  you  fure,  it  was  tjic  Princefe  fent  ? 
It  may  be  fome  foul  Train  to  catch  your  Life. 

Phi.  I  do  riot  think  it,  Gentlemen;  (he's  noble ; 
Jler  Eye  may  fhoot  me  dead,  or  thofe  true  red 
And  white  Friends  in  her  Face  may  Ileal  my  Soul  out : 
There's  all  the  Danger  in't :  But  be  what  may, 
(16)  Her  fingle  Name  hath  armed  me.  [Ex.  Phil. 

Dion.  Go  on : 
And  be  as  truly  happy  as  thou  art  fearlefs : 
Come,  Gentlemen,  let's  make  our  Friends  acquainted, 
Left  the  King  prove  falfe.  [Ex.  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Arethufa  and  a  Lady. 

Are .  Comes  he  not  ?    Lady.  Madam  ? 

Are.  Will  Pbikfter  come  ? 

Lady.  Dear  Madam,  you  were  wont 
To  credit  me  at  firft.  v 

Are.  But  didft  thou  tell  me  fo  ? 
I  am  forgetful,  and  my  Woman's  Strength 
Is  fb  o'ercharg'd  with  Danger  like  to  grow 
About  my  Marriage,  that  thefe  under  Things 
Dare  not  abide  in  fuch  a  troubled  Sea : 
How  look'd  he,  when  he  told  thee  he  would  come  ? 

Lady.  .Why,  well.     Are.  And  not  a  little  fearfull  ? 

Lady.  Fear,  Madam?  Sure,  he  knows  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  You  are  all  of  his  Faction ;  the  whole  Court 
Is  bold  in  Praife  of  him ;  whilft  I 
May  live  negle&ed,  and  do  noble  Things, 
As  Fools  in  Strife  throw  Gold  into  the  Sea, 
Drown' d  in  the  Doing :  But,  I  know,  he  fears. 

Lady,  Fear?  Madam,  methought,  his  Looks  Kid  more  - 
Gf  Love  than  Fear.  r 
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Are.  Of  Love  ?  To  whom  ?  to  you  ? 
Did  you  deliver  thole  plain  Words  I  fent 
With  fuch  a  winning  Gefture,  and  quick  Lookt 
That  you  have  caught  him  ? 

Lady.  Madam,  I  mean  to  you. 

Are.  Of  Love  to  me?  Alas!  thy  Ignorance 
Lets  thee  not  fee  the  Crofles  of  our  Births, 
Nature,  that  loves  not  to  be  queftion'd  why 
She  did  or  this,  or  that,  but  has  her  Ends, 
And  knows  fhe  does  well,  never  gave  the  World 
Two  things  fo  oppofite,  fo  contrary, 
As  He,  and  I  am:  If  a  Bowl  of  Blood, 
Drawn  from  this  Arm  of  mine,  would  poifon  thee, 
A  Draught  of  his  would  cure  thee.     Of  Love  to  me  ? 

Lady.  Madam,  I  think,  I  hear  him.  Are.  Bring  him  in: 
You  Gods,  that  would  not  have  your  Dooms  withftood, 
Whofe  hbly  Wifdoms  at  this  time  it  is, 
To  make  the  Paffion  of  a  feeble  Maid 
The  Way  unto  your  Juftice,  I  obey. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Lady.  Here  is  my  Lord  Philafter.    Are.  Oh !  'tis  well : 
Withdraw  yourfelf.     Phi.  Madam,  your  Meffenger 
Made  me  believe,  you  wifli'd  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Are.  'Tis  true,  Philafter ',  but  the  Words  are  fuch 
I  have  to  fay,  and  do  fo  ill  befeem 
The  Mouth  of  Woman,  that  I  wifh  them  faid, 
And  yet  am  loth  to  (peak  them.    Haver  you  known* 
That  I  have  aught  detrafted  from  your  Worth  ? 
Have  I  in  Perlbn  wrong'd  you  ?  Or  have  let 
My  bafer  Inftruments  to  throw  Difgrace 
Upon  your  Virtues  ?     Phi.  Never,  Madam,  you. 

Are.  Why  then  fhould  you,  in  fuch  a  publick  Place, 
Injure  a  Princefs,  and  a  Scandal  lay  ? 

Upon  my  Fortunes,  fam'd  to  be  fo  great : 
Calling  a  great  Part  of  my  Dowry  in  Queftion  ? 

Phi.  Madam,  this  Truth,  which  I  fhall  fpeak,  will  be 
Foolilh :  But  for  your  fair  and  virtuous  Self, 
I  could  afford  myfelf  to  have  no  Right 
To  any  thing  you  wifh'd.     Are.  Philafter ',  know, 

I  muft 
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I  muft  enjoy  thefe  Kingdoms.     Phi.  Madam,  Both  ? 

Ate.  Both,  or  I  die :  By  Fate,  I  die,  Pbilafter> 
If  I  not  calmly  may  enjoy  them  Both. 

Phi.  I  would  do  much  to  fave  that  noble  Life : 
Yet  wotild  be  loth  to  have  Pofterity 
Find  in  our  Stories,  that  Philafter  gave 
His  Right  unto  a  Scepter,  ^nd  a  Crown, 
To  fave  a  Lady's  Longing.     Are.  Nay,  then  hear: 
I  muft,  and  will  have  them,  end  more. 

Phi.  What  more  ? 

Are.  Or  iofe  that  little  Life  the  Gods  prepar'd 
To  trouble  this  poor  Piece  of  Earth  withal. 

Phi.  Madam,  what  more?  , 

Axe.  Turn  then  away  thy  Face. 

Phi.  No.    Are.  Do. 

Phi.  I  can't  endure  it :  Turn  away  my  Face  ? 
(1 7)  I  never  yet  faw  Enemy  that  looked 
So  dreadfully,  but  that  I  thought  myfelf 
As  great  a  Bafilisk  as  he ;  or  fpake 
So  horribly,  but  that  I  thought  my  Tongue 
Bore  Thunder  underneath,  as  much  as  jjis : 
Nor  Beaft  that  I  could  turn  fromi  Shall  I  then 
Begin  to  fear  fweet  Sounds  ?  A  Lady's  Voice, 
Whom  I  do  love  ?    Say,  you  would  have  my  Life ; 
Why,  I  will  give  it  you ;  for  it  is  of  me 
A  Thing  fo  loath'd,  and  unto  you  that  ask 
Of  fo  poor  Ufe,  that  I  fhall  make  no  Price 
If  you  intreat,  I  will  unmov*dly  hear. 

Are.  Yet  for  my  fake  a  little  bend  thy  Looks. 

Phi.  I  do.  Are.  Then  know  I  muft  have  them,  and  thee. 

Phi.  And  me? 

Are.  Thy  Love;  without  which,  all  the  Land, 
Dilcover'd  yet,  will  ferve  me  for  no  Ufe, 
But  to  be  buried  in.     Phi.  Is't  poffible  ? 

mAre.  With  it,  it  were  too  little  to  beftow 

(17)  I  never  yet  fasw  Enemy  that  looked 

So  dreadfull,  but  that  I  thought  myfelf]  The  fecond  Verfehere 
is  lame,  and  wants  Crutches.  The  'Quarto's  in  1628.  1634,  and 
1652,  fupport  the  Metre  by  turning  the  Adjcclive  into  an  Adverb,  as 
I  have  reform'd  the  Text. 

On 
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On  thee:  Now,  though  thy  Breath  doth  ftrikc  me  dead, 
(Which,  know,  \  may)  I  have  unript  my  Breaft. 

Phi.  Madam,  you  are  too  full  of  noble  Thoughts, 
To  lay  a  Train  for  this  contemned  Life, 
Which  you  may  have  for  asking ;  to  lufpeft 
Were  bafe,  where  I  deferve  no  111 :  Love  you ! 
By  all  my  Hopes,  I  do,  above  my  Life : 
But  how  this  raffion  ftiould  proceed  from  you 
So  violently,  would  amaze  «a  Man, 
That  would  be  jealous. 

Art.  Another  Soul,  into  my  Body  fhot, 
Could  not  have  fill'd  me  with  more  Strength  and  Spirit, 
Than  this  thy  Breath :  But  Ipend  not  hafty  Time, 
In  feeking  how  I  came  thus :  'tis  the  Gods, 
The  Gods,  that  make  me  fo ;  and,  fure,  our  Love 
WiH  be  the  nobler,  and  the  better  bleft, 
In  that  the  fecret  Juftice  of  the  Gods 
Is  mingled  with  it.     Let  us  leave  and  kifs; 
Left  fome  unwelcome  Gueft  fhould  fall  betwixt  us, 
And  we  fhould  part  without  it.     Phi.  'Twill  be  ill, 
3  fhould  abide  here  long.     Are.  'Tis  true,  and  worfe, 
You  fhould  come  often :  How  lhall  we  devife 
To  hold  Intelligence,  (i  8)  that  our  true  Loves, 
On  any  new  Occafion  m£y  agree, 
What  Path  is  beft  to  tread  ?     Phi.  I  have  a  Boy 
Sent  by  the  Gods,  1  hope,  to  this  Intent, 
Not  yet  feen  in  the  Court.    Hunting  the  Buck, 
I  found  him  fitting  by  a  Fountain-fide, 
Of  which  he  borrow'd  fome  to  quench  his  Thirft, 
And  paid  the  Nymph  again  as  much  in  Tears ; 
A  Garland  lay  by  him,  made  by  himfelf, 
Of  many  feveral  Flowers,  bred  in  the  Bay, 
Stuck  in  that  myftick  Order,  that  the  Rarenefs 
Delighted  me :  But  ever  tf hen  he  turned 
His  tender  Eyes  upon  'em,  he  would  weep, 
As  if  he  meant  to  make  'em  grow  again.    , 

(ig)  r"i  That  our  true  Lovers 

On  any  new  Occafion  may  agrie^\  Here  again  the  old  Quarto's 
come  in  to  our  Afliftance,  and  clear  us  from  the  Nonfenfe  of  Lovers 
inftead  of  Loves. 

1  -        ■    Seeing 
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Seeing  Tuch  pretty  helplefs  Innocence 

Dwell  in  his  Face,  I  ask'd  him  all  his  Story ; 

He  told  me,  that  his  Parents  gentle  dy'd, 

Leaving  him  to  the  Mercy  of  the  Fields, 

Which  gave  him  Roots ;  and  of  the  cryftal  Springs, 

Which  did  not  flop  their  Courfes ;  and  the  Sun, 

Which  ftill,  he  thank'd  him,  yielded  him  his  Light  * 

Then  took  he  up  his  Garland,  and  did  ftiew, 

What  every  Flower,  as* Country  People  hold, 

Did  fignify ;  and  how  all,  ordered  thus, 

Expreft  his  Grief;  and  to  my  Thoughts  did  read 

The  prettieft  Le&ure,  of  his  Country  Art 

That  cou'd  be  wifh'd :  So  that,  methought,  I  cou*d 

Have  ftudied  it.     (19)  I  gladly  entertain'd  him, 

Who  was  as  glad  to  follow ;  and  have  got 

The  truftieft,  loving'ft,  and  the  gentleft  Boy, 

That  ever  Mafter  kept :  Him  will  I  fend 

To  wait  on  you,  and  bear  our  hidden  Love. 

Enter  Lady. 

Are.  'Tis  well,  no  more. 

Lady.  Madam,  the  Prince  is  come  to  do  his  Service. 

Are.  What  will  you  do,  Pbilafier^  with  yourfelf  ? 

Phi.  Why,  that  which  all  the  Gods  have  appointed  out 
for  me. 

Are.  Dear,  hide  thyfelf.     Bring  in  the  Prince. 

Phi.  Hide  me  from  Pbarampnd! 
When  Thunder  ipeaks,  which  is  the  Voice  of  Jove, 
Though  I  do  Reverence,  yet  I  hide  me  not ; 
And  fhall  a  Arranger  Prince  have  Leave  to  brag 
Unto  a  Foreign  Nation,  that  he  made 

(19)  ■    "■  J  gladly  entertain*  d  him. 

Who  was  glad  to  follow,]  Here  again  the  Verfe  halts  for  want 
of  an  innocent  Monofy liable,  which  I  have  reftored ,  and  which 
Mr.  Seward  like  wife  pointed  out  to  me.  So  our  Authors  in  their  Co- 
xnedy,  calPd,  The  Women  pleas  d: 

I/hall  Joon  waken,  andasfoon  be  with  him. 
I  am  forry,  I  have  Occafion  fo  often  to  trouble  the  Readers  with  thefe 
Minutia  Litterarum :  I  am  very  far  from  pleading  any  Merit  in  it ; 
but  it  is  the  dull  Duty  of  an  Editor  to  {hew,  at  leaft,  his  Induftry  in  a 
faithful  Collation  of  the  old  Copies, 

Pbilajter 
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Pbilafter  hide  himfelf  ? 

Are.  He  cannot  know  it. 

Phi.  Though  it  fhould  fleep  for  ever  to  the  World, 
It  is  a  fimple  Sin  to  hide  myfelf, 
Which  will  for  ever  on  my  Confidence  lie. 

Are.  Then,  good  Pbilafter ,  give  him  Scope  and  Way 
In  what  he  fays ;  for  he  is  apt  to  fpeak 
What  yoy  are  loth  to  hear:  For  my  lake  do.     PbL  I  will. 

Enter  Pharamond. 

Pba.  My  Princely  Miftrds,  as  true  Lovers  ought, 
I  come  to  kifs  thefe  fair  Hands  ;  and  to  fhew, 
In  outward  Ceremonies,  the  dear  Love 
Writ  in  my  Heart. 

Phi.  If  I  fhall  have  an  Anfwer  no  dire&lier, 
I  um'gone.     Pba.  To  what  would  he  have  an  Anfwer  ? 

Are.  To  his  Claim  unto  the  Kingdom. 

Pba.  Sirrah,  I  forbare  you  before  the  King. 

Phi.  Good  Sir,  do  fo  ftill,  I  would  not  talk  with  you. 

Pba.  But  now  the  Time  is  fitter,  do  but  offer 
To  make  mention  of  your  Right  to  any  Kingdom, 
Though  it  be  fcarce  habitable,  — Phi.  Good  Sir,  let  me  go. 

Pba.  And  by  my  Sword, 


Phi.  Peace,  Pbaramond\  if  thou 


Are.  Leave  us,  PMlafter.    Phi.  I  have  done. 

Pba.  You  are  gone ;  by  Heav'n,  I'll  fetch  you  back. 
%  Phi.  You  fhall  not  need.     Pba.  What  now? 

Phi.  Know,  Pbaramond, 
I  loath  to  brawl  with  fuch  a  Blaft  as  thou, 
Who  art  nQught  but  a  valiant  Voice :  But  if 
Thou  Ihalt  provoke  me  further,  Men  fhall  fay, 
Thou  wert,  and  not  lament  it. 

Pba.  Do  you  flight 
My  Greatnefs  fo,  and  in  the  Chamber  of  the  Princefe! 

Phi.  It  is  a  Place,  to  which,  I  muft  confefs, 

I  owe  a  Reverence :  But  were't  the  Church, 

Ay,  at  the  Altar,  there's  no  Place  fb  fafe, 

Where  thou  dar'ft  injure  me,  but  I  dare  kill  thee : 

And  for  your  (jreatnefs,  know,  Sir,  Icangrafp 

You,  and  your  Greatnefs  thus,  thus  into  nothing : 

Give 
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Give  not  a  Word,  not  a  Word  back :  Farewel. 

.    {Exit  Philaften 

P£*.  'Tis  an  odd  Fellow;  Madam,  we  muft  ftop 
His  Mouth  with  fome  Office,  when  we  are  married. 

-Are.  You  were  beft  make  him  your  Controuler.  * 

Pba.  I  think,  he  would  difcharge  it  well.  But,  Madam, 
I  hope,  our  Hearts  are  knit ;  and  yet  fo  flow 
The  Ceremonies  of  State  are,  that  'twill  be  long 
Before  our  Hands  be  fo ;  If  then  you  pleafe, 
Being  agreed  in  Heart,  (20)  let  us  not  wait        # 
For  dreaming  Forme,  but  take  a  little  ftoln 
Delights,  and  fo  prevent  our  Joys  to  come. 

Are.  If  you  dare  fpeak  fuch  Thoughts, 
I  muft  withdraw  in  Honour.  [£*#  Are. 

Pba.  The  Conftitution  of  my  Body  will  never  hold  out 
till  the  Wedding ;  I  muft  feek  elfewhere.         [Exit.  Pfta. 
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Enter  Philafter,  and  Bellario, 

Phi.  AND  thou  Jthalt  find  her  honourable,  Boy. 
-**•  Full  of  Regard  unto  thy  tender  Youthy 
For  thine  own  Modefty ;  and  for  my  fake, 
Apter  to  give,  than  thou  wilt  be  to  ask, 
Ay,  or  deferve.      Bel.  Sir,  you  did  take  me  up 
When  I  was  nothing ;  ^and  only  yet  am  lbmething, 
By  being  yours ;  You  trufted  me  unknown ; 
And  that  which  you  are  apt  to  conftrue  now 
A  fimple  Innocence  in  me,  perhaps, 
Might  have  been  Craft ;  the  Cunning  of  a  Boy 
Hardened  in  Lies  and  Theft  ;  yet  ventur'd  You 
To  part  my  Miferies  and  me:  for  which, 

(20)  ■     ■  '  let  us. not  wait 

For  dreaming  for  me,]  Whatever  Pbaramond  might  prefume, 
the  Princefs  had  no  fuch  Fondnefs  as  to  engage  her  to  dream  for  him. 
Bat  the  Corruption  is  to  be  laid  to  the  Prefs,  and  Senfe  to  be  reftored 
.  to  the  Authors  as  their  undoubted  Right. 

I  never 
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I  never  can  expeft  to  ferve  a  Lady^ 

That  bears  more  Honour  in  her  Breaft  than  You. 

Pbi.  But,  Boy,  it  will  prefer  thee ;  thou  art  youngy 
And  bear'ft  a  ichildifh  overflowing  Love 
To  them  that  clap  thy  Cheeks,  and  fpeajc  thee  fair  yet : 
But  when  thy  Judgment  comes  to  rule  thofe  Paflions, 
Thou  wilt  remember  beft  thofe  careful  Friends, 
That  plac'd  thee  in  the  nobleft  way  of  Life.     . 
She  is  a  Princels  I  prefer  thee  to. 

Bel.  la  that  fmall  tim$  that  I  have  feen  the  World, 
I  never  knew  a  Man  hafty  to  part  with 
A  Servant  he  thought  trufty ;  I  remember, 
My  Father  would  prefer  the  Boys  he  kept 
To  greater  Men  than  he  j  but  did  it  not, 
Till  they  were  grown  too  fawcy  for  himfelf. 

Pbi.  Why,  gentle  Boy,  I  find  no  Fault  at  all 
In  thy  Behaviour.     Bel.  Sir,  if  I  have  made ' 
A  Fault  of  Ignorance,  inftruft  my  YjDuth ; 
I  fhall  be  willing,  if  not  apt,  to  learn  ; 
Age  and  Experience  will  adorn  my  Mind 
With  larger  Knowledge :  And  if  I  have  done 
A  wilful  Fault,  think  me  not  paft  all  hope 
For  once.    What  Maftef  holds  fo  ftri&  a  Hand 
Over  his. Boy,  that  he  will  part  with  him 
Without  one  Warning  ?  Let  me  be  corredted, 
To  break  my  Stubbornnefs,  if  it  be  fo, 
Rather  than  turn  me  off,  and  I  fhall  mend. 

Pbi.  Thy  Love  doth  plead  fo  prettily  to  ftay, 
That,  truft  me,  I  could  weep  to  part  with  thee. 
Alas !  I  do  not  turn  thee  off;  thou  know'ft, 
It  is  my  Bufinefs  that  doth  call  thee  hence  ; 
And,  when  thou  art  with  her,  thou  dwell'ft  with  me : 
Think  fo,  and  'tis  fo ;  and  when  time  is  full, 
That  thou  haft  well  difcharg'd  this  heavy  Truft, 
L&id  on  fo  weak  a  one,  I  will  again 
With  Joy  receive  thee ;  as  I  live,  I  will. 
Nay,  weep  not,  gende  Boy ;  'tis  more  than  time 
Thou  didft  attend  the  Princefs.     Bel.  I  am  gonfe ; 
But  fincc  I  am  to  part  with  you,  my  Lord, 
And  none  knows  whether  I  fhall  live  to  do 
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• 

More  Service  for  you  5  take  this  little  Prayer. 
Heav'n  blefs  your  Loves,  your  Fights,  all  your  Defigns ! 
May  fick  Men,  if  they  have  your  Wifh,  be  well 5 
And  Heav'n  hate  thofe  you  curfe,  though  I  be  one ! 

[Exit. 
Phi.  The  Love  of  Boys  ynto  their  Lords  is  ftrange, 
I  have  read  Wonders  of  it  j  yet  this  Boy 
For  my  fake  (if  a  Man  may  judge  by  Looks, 
And  Speech)  would  out-do  Story.     I  may  fee 
A  Day  to  pay  him  for  his  Loyalty.  [ExitPbi. 

Enter  Pharamond. 

Pba.  Why  fhould  thefe  Ladies  flay  Co  long?  They  muft 
come  this  way,  I  know,  the  Queen  employs /em  not; 
for  the  reverend  Mother  fent  me  Word,  they  would  all 
be  for  the  Garden.  If  they  fhould  all  prove  honeft  now, 
I  were  in  a  fair  Taking ;  I  was  never  fb  long  without 
Sport  in  my  Life,*  and,  in  my  Confcience,  'tis  not  my  •■ 
Fault :  Oh,  for  our  Country  Ladies !  Here's  one  boultqd, 
I'll  hound  at  her. 

Enter  Galatea. 

Gal.  Your  Grace !      Pba.  Shall  I  not  be  a  Trouble  ? 

Gal.  Not  to  me,  Sir. 

Pba.  Nay,  nay,  you  are  too  quick ;  by  this  fwect 
Hand,-*— — 

Gal.  You'll  be  forfworn,  Sir,  'tis  but  an  old  Glove, 
If  you  will  talk  at  diftance,  I  am  for  you  ; 
But,  good  Prince,  be  not  bawdy,  nor  do  not  brag ; 
Thefe  two  I  bar ; 

And  then,  I  think,  I  fhall  have  Scnfe  enough 
To  anfwer  all  the  weighty  Apothegmes 
(21)  Your  Royal  Blood  fhall  manage. 

Pba.  Dear  Lady,  can  you  love  ? 

Gal.  Dear,  Prince,  how  dear!  I  ne'er  coft  you  a 
Coach  yet,  nor  put  you  to  the  dear  Repentance  of  a  Ban- 

(21)  Your  Royal  Blood  Jball  manage.]  This  Word  is  ufed  as  the 
Trench  do  their  mefnager ;  and  the  Italians,  mantggiare.  So  we 
likewife  have  adopted  it,  and  fay,  manage  [or,  handle)  a  Difpute  or 
Argument. 

Vol.  I.  I  quctj 
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quet;  here's  no  Scarlet,  Sir,  to  blufli  the  Sin  out  it  was 
given  for:  This  Wire  mine  own  Hair  covers;  and  this 
Face  has  been  fo  fef  from  being  dear  to  arty  *  that  it  ne'er 
cofl  Penny  painting :  Aftd  for  the  reft  of  my  poor  Ward- 
robe, fuch  as  you  fee,  it  leaves  no  Hand  behind  it,  to 
majce  the  jealotis  MerCef's  Wife  curie  our  good  Doings. 

Pba.  You  miftake  me,  Lady. 

Gal.  Lord,  I  do  fo ;  'would,  you  or  I  could  help  it ! 

Pba.  Do  Ladies  of  this  Country  ufe  to  give 
No  more  Rtfpect  to  Men  of  my  full  Being? 

Gal.  Full  Being!  I  underftand  you  not,  unlefs  your 
Grace  means  growing  to  Fatnefs ;  and  then  your  only 
Remedy  (upon  my  Knowledge,  Prince)  is  in  a  Morning 
a  Cup  of  neat  White-wine  brew'd  with  Carduus  •,  then 
faft  till  Supper,  about  eight  you  may  eat ;  ufe  Exercife, 
and  keep  a  Sparrow-hawk,  (22)  you  can  fhoot  in  a  Tiller; 
but,  of  all,  your  Grace  muft  fly  Phlebotomy^  frefh  Pork, 
Conger,  and  clarified  Whey :  They  are  all  Dullers  of  the 
vital  Spirits* 

Pba.  Lady,  you  talk  of  nothing  all  this  while. 

Gal.  'Tis  very  true,  Sir,  I  talk  of  you. 

Pba.  This  is  a  crafty  Wench,  I  like  her  Wit  well ; 
5twiltt)e  fate  to  ftir  up  a  leaden  Appetite-,  flie^  a  Dande, 
and  muft  be  courted  in  a  Show'r  of  Gold.  Madam,  look 
here,  all  thefe,  and  mote,  than—- 

Gal.  What  have  you  there,  my  Lord  ?  Gold  ?  Now, 
as  I  live,  'tte  faif  Gold ;  you  would  have  Silver  for  it  to 
play  with  the  Pages ;  you  could  not  have  taken  me  in 
a  worfe  time ;  but  if  you  have  prefent  Ufe,  my  Lord, 
I'll  fend  my  Man  with  Silver,  and  keep  yofcr  Gold  for 

you. 

Pba.  Lady,  Lady. 

Gal.  She's  coming,  Sir,  behind,  will  take  white  Money. 
Yet  for  all  this-  I'll  match  ye. 

[Exit  Gal.  behind  the  Hangings. 

(22)  you  cattjboot  in  a  Tdhr\\  i.  e.  a  Stand;  a  fmall  Tree  left  in 
in  a  Wood  for  Growth,  till  k  is  fellable:  Or  it  may  mean  rather,  in 
a  Steel-bow ;  quafi  dicas,  a  Steeler :  #.  e.  Arcus  cbalybeatus,  as 
Skinner  fays  in  his  Etymologicum. 

Pba. 
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Pba.  If  there  be  but  two  fuch  more  in  this  Kingdom, 
and  near  the  Court,  we  may  even  hang  up  our  Harps. 
Ten  fuch  Camphire  Conftitutions,  as  this,  would  call  the 
Golden  Age  again  in  Queftion ;  and  teach  the  old  way 
for  every  ill-fac'd  Husband  to  get  his  own  Children ;  and 
what  a  Mifchicf  that  will  breed,  let  all  confider ! 

Enter  Megra. 

Here's  another-,  if  fhe  be  of  the  lame  Laft,  the  Devil 
fhall  pluck  her  on.     Many  fair  Mornings,  Lady. 

Meg.  As  many  Mornings  bring  as  many  Days, 
Fair,  fweet,  and  hopeful  to  your  Grace. 
Pba.  She  gives  good  Words   yet;  fure,  this  Wench 
is  free.  • 

If  your  more  ferious  Bufinefs  do  not  call  you,  • 
Let  me  hold  Quarter  with  you,  we'll  talk  an  Hour 
Out  quickly.     Meg.  What  would  your  Grace  talk  of? 

Pba.  Of  fome  fuch  pretty  Subjedt  as  yotirfelf. 
I'll  go  no  further  than  your  Eye,  or  Lip  ; 
There's  Theme  enough  for  one  Man  for  an  Age. 

Meg.  Sir,  they  ftand  right,  and  my  Lips  are  yet  even, 
Smooth,  young  enough,  ripe  enough,  red  enough, 
Or  my  Glafs  wrongs  me. 

Pba.  O,  they  are  two  twinn'd  Cherries  dyed  in  Bluflies, 
Which  thofe  fair  Suns  above  with  their  bright  Beams 
Reflect  upon  and  ripen.     Sweeteft  Beauty, 
Bow  down  thofe  Branches,  that  the  longing  Tafte 
Of  the  faint  Looker-on  may  meet  thofe  Bleffings, 
And  tafte  and  live.     Meg.  O  delicate  fweet  Prince ! 
She  that  hath  Snow  enough  about  her  Heart,         ' 
To  take  the  wanton  Spring  of  ten  fuch  Lines  off, 
May  be  a  Nun  without  Probation. 
Sir,  you've,  in  fuch  neat  Poetry,  gathered  a  kifs, 
That  if  I  had  but  five  Lines  of  that  Number, 
Such  pretty  begging  Blanks,  I  fhould  commend 
Your  Fore-head,  or  your  Cheeks,  and  kifs  you  too. 
Pba.  Do  it  in  Profe ;  you  cannot  mifs  it,  Madam. 
Meg.  I  fhall,  I  fhall.     Pba.  By  my  Life,  you  fhall  not.' 
1*11  prompt  you  firft  :  Can  you  do  it  now? 

Meg.  Methinks,  'tis  eafy,  now  I  ha*  don't  before  * 

I  2  ?ut 
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But  yet  I  fhould  ftick  at  it.     Pba.  Stick  till  To-morrow  \ 
Pll  ne'er  part  you,  Sweeteft.     But  we  lofe  time, 
Can  you  'love  me  ? 

Meg.  Love  you,  my  Lord  ?  How  would  you  have  me 

love  you  ? 
Pba.  Pll  teach  you  in  a  fhort  Sentence,  'caufe  I  will 
not  load  your  Memory ;  this  is  all,  Love  me,  and  lie 
with  me. 

Meg.  Was  it  lie  with  you,  that  you  faid?  'Tis  im- 
poflible. 

Pba.  Not  to  a  willing  Mind,  that  will  endeavour  •,  if 
I  do  not  teach  you  to  do  it  as  eafily  in  one  Night,  as 
you'll  go  to  Bed,  I'll  lofe  my  Royal  Blood  for't. 

Meg.  Why,  Prince,  you  'have  a  Lady  of  your  own, 
that  yet  wants  teaching. 

Pba.  Pll  fooner  teach  a  Mare  the  old  Meafures,  than 
teach  her  any  thing  belonging  to  the  Funftion-,  fhe's 
afraid  to  lie  with  herfelf  if  ftie  have  but  any  mafculine 
Imaginations  about  her ;  I  know,  when  we  are  married, 
I  muft  ravifh  her. 

Meg.  By  my  Honour,  that's  a  foul  Fault,  indeed;  but 
Time  and  your  good  Help  will  wear  it  out,  Sir. 

Pba.  And  for  any  other  I  fee,  excepting  your  dear 
Self,  deareft  Lady,  I  had  rather  be  Sir  Tim  the  School- 
mafter,  and  leap  a  Dairy-maid. 

Meg.  Has  your  Grace  feen  the  Court-ftar.  Galatea  ? 

Pba.  Out  upon  her !  She's  as  cold  of  her  Favour  as* 
an  Apoplex :  She  faiTd  by  but  now. 

Meg.  And  how  do  you  hold  her  Wit,  Sir  ? 

Pba.  I  hold  her  Wit?  The  Strength  of  all  the  Guard 
cannot  hold  it,  if  they  were  tied  to  it  -,  fhe  would  blow  - 
'em  out  of  the  Kingdom ;  they  talk  of  Jupiter,  he's  but 
a  Squib-cracker  to  her :  Look  well  about  you,  and  you 
%  may  find  a  Tongue-bolt.  But  fpeak,  fweet  Lady,  fhall 
I  be  freely  welcome  ? 

Meg.  Whither? 

Pba.  To  your  Bed  •,  if  you  miftruft  my  Faith,  you  do 
me  the  unnobleft  Wrong. 

Meg.  I  dare  not,  Prince,  I  dare  not. 

Pba.  Make  your  own  Conditions,  my  Purfe  ffi&U  feal 

'cm; 
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fem  ;  and  what  you  dare  imagine  you  can  want,  I'll  fur- 
nifh  you  withal :  Give  two  Hours  to  your  Thoughts  every 
Morning  about  it.  Come,  I  know,  you  are  baflifiil ; 
fpeak  in  my  Ear,  will  you  be  mine  ?  Keep  this,  and  with 
it  me :  Soon  I  will  vifit  you. 

Meg.  My  Lord,  my  Chamber's  moft  unfafe ;  but  when 
*tis  Night,  I'll  find  fome  means  to  flip  into  your  Lodging:  N 
till  when- 

Pba.  Till  when,  this,  and  my  Heart  go  with  thee! 

'., ;,  [Exeunt  fever al  ways. 

Enter  Galatea  from  behind  the  Hangings. 

Gal.  Oh,  thou  pernicious  PetticoatrPrince!  Are  thefe 
your  Virtues  ?  Well,  if  I  do  not  lay  a  Train  to  blow  your 
Sport  up,  I  am  no  Woman:  (23)  And,  Lady  Dowfabel, 
I'll  fit  you  fort.  [Exit. 

Enter  Arethufa  and  a  Lady. 

Are.  Where's  the  Boy  ?       Lady.  Within,  Mad^nu 

Are.  Gave  you  him  Gold  to  buy  him  Cloaths  ? 
.   Lady.  I  did.      Are.  And  has  he  don't  i 

Lady.  Yes,  Madam. 

Are.  *Tis  a  pretty  fad-talking  Boy,  is  it  not? 
Ask'd  you  his  Name?    Lady.  No,.  Madam* 

Enter  Galatea. 

Are.  O,  you  are  welcome ;  what  good  Nfews  ? 

Gal.  As  good  as  any  one  can  tell  your  Grace, 
That  fays,  (he  hath  done  that  you  would  have  wifh'd. 

Are.  Haft  thou  difcover'd  ? 

Gal.  I  have  ftrain'd  a  Point  of  Modefty  for  you. 

Are.  I  prithee,  how  ? 

Gal.  In  lift'ning  after  Bawdry ;  I  fee,  let  a  Lady  live 
never  fo  modeftly,  Ihe  {hall  be  fure  to  find  a  lawful  time 

(23)  and,  LadyTovikht\$'Plljityoufortt.']  There's  no  fuchWofd 
as  Tvwfabel,  that  I  know,  or  that  is  acknowledged  by  any  of  the 
Dictionaries.  I  think,  by  the  Change  of  a  fingle  Letter,  I  have  re- 
trieved the  genuine  Word  of  our  Poets,  Dowfabel.  This  is  of  French 
Extra&jon,  Douce  et  belie  ;  i.  e.  Sweet,  and  fair;  Buo»it  is  here  inten- 
ded ironically,  and  in  Derifion. 

I  3  to 
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to  hearken  after  Bawdry  •,  your  Prince,  bnrve  PharamonJl, 
was  fo  hot  an't.      Are.  With  whom  ? 

Gal  Why,  with  the  Lady  I  fulpe&ed :  I  tan  tell  the 
Time  and  Place. 

Are.  O  when,  and  where  ? 

Gal.  To  Night,-  his  Lodging. 

Are.  Run  thyfelf  into  the  Prefence,  mingle  there  again 
With  other  Ladies  •,  leave  the  reft  to  me  : 
If  Deftiny  (to  whom  we.  dare  not  fay, 
Why  did  ft  thou  this?)  have  not  decreed  it  fo 
In  lading  Leaves  (whofe  fmalleft  Charafters 
Were  never  altered  j)  yet,  this  Match  (hall  break, 
Where's  the  Boy?     Lady.  Here,  Madam. 

Enter  Bellario. 

'    Ar&  Sir,  you  are  fad  to  change  your  Service,  is*t  not  fo? 

Bel.  Madam,  I  have  not  xiang'd  ;  I  wait  on  you, 
To  do  him  Service.  Are.  Thou  difclaim'ft  in  me ; 
Tell  me  thy  Name.       Bel.  Bellario. 

Are.  Thou  can'ft  fing,  and  play  ? 

Bel.  If  Grief  will  give  me  Leave,  Madam,  I  can. 

Are.  Alas !  What  kind  of  Grief  can  thy  Years  know  ? 
Had5  ft  tfcou  a  curft  Mafter  when  thou  went'ft  to  School? 
Thou  art  not  capable  of  other  Grief ; 
Thy  Brows  and  Cheeks  are  fraooth  as  Waters  be, 
When  no  Breath  troubles  them  :  Believe  me,  Boy, 
Care  feeks  out  wrinkled  Brows  and  hollow  Eyes, 
And  builds  hiryifclf  Caves  to  abide  in  them. 
Come,  Sir,  tell  me  truly,  does  your  Lord  love  me  ? 

Bel.  Love,  Madam?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  Can'ft  thou  know  Grief,  and  never  yet  knew'ft 
Love? 
Thou  art  deceived,  Boy ;  does  he  foeak  of  me, 
As  if  he  wifti'd  me  well  ?      Bel.  It  it  be  Love, 
To  forget  all  Refpeft  of  l^is  own  Friends, 
Iri  thinking  on  your  Face ;  if  it  be  Love, 
To  fit  crofs-arm'd,  and  figh  away  the  Day, 
Mingled  with  Starts,  crying  your  Name  as  loud 
And  haftily,  as  Men  i*  th'  Streets  do  Fire  : 
If  it  be  Love,  to  weep  himfelf  away, 

When 
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When  he  but  hears  of  any  Lady  dead,  % 

Or  kilPd,  becaufe  it  miglk  have  been  your  Chance  j 
If,  when  he  goes  to  Reft  (which  will  not  be) 
'Twixt  ev'iy  Prayer  he  feyj;  hp  names  you  once 
As  others  drop  a  Bead,  be  to  jbe  in  Lpve  ; 
Then,  Madarji^  I  dare  f\yqgr  he  loves  ypu.     Are.  O ! 
You  are  a  cunning  Boy,  and  taught  to  lie, 
For  your  Lord's  Credit ;  but  thou  knoweft,  a  Lye, 
That  bears  this  Sound, :  is  welcomer  to  me. 
Than  any  Truth,  that  fays,  he  loves  me  not.    / 
Lead  the  Way,  Boy :  Do  you  attend  me  too ; 
'Tis  thy  Lord's  Bufinefs  haftes  me  thus*  Away. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Dion,  Cleremont,-  Thrafilinc,  Megra,  and 

Galatea. 

Dion.  Come,  Ladies,  fhall  we  talk  a  Round  ?  As  Men 
Do  walk  a  Mile,  Women  fhould  talk  an  Hour 
After  Supper:  *Tis  their  Exercife.     Gal.  *Tis  late. 

Meg.  *Tjis  all 
My  Eyes  will  do  to  lead  me  to  my  Bed. 

Gal.  I  fear,  they  are  fo  heavy,  you'll  fcarce  find 
The  Way  to  your  Lodging  witii  'em  tp  Night. 

Enter  Phawroond. 

Tbra.  The  Prince  ■ 

Pba.  Not  3-bed,  Ladies?  You're  good  Setters  up ; 
What  think  you  of  a  pleafant  Dream  to  laft 
Till  Morning  ?  [it; 

Meg.  I  Ihould  chufe,  my  Lord,  a  pleafing  Wake  before 

Enter  Arethufa  and  BeUario. 

Are.  'Tiswell,  my  Lord,  you're  courting  of  the  Ladies, 
Is't  not  late,  Gentlemen  ? 

Cle.  Yes,  Madam.  '      '  ■  ♦ 

Are.  Wait  you  there.  [Exit  Arethufa. 

Meg.  She's  jealous,  as  I  live*,  look  you,  pyLord, 
The  Princefs  has  a  Hilas-  an  Adonis. 

Pba.  His  Form  is  Angel-Eke. 

Meg.  Why,  this  is  he  nuft,  when  you  once  are  wed, 

I  4  Sit 
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Sit  byvour  Pillow,  like  young  Apollo,  with 

His  Hand  and  Voice,  binding  your  Thoughts  in  Sleep ; 

The  Princefs  does  provide  him  for  you,  and  for  herfelf. 

Pba.  I  find  no  Mufick  in  thefe  Boys.     Meg ,  Nor  I. 
They  can  do  little,  and  that  finall  they  do, 
They  have  not  Wit  to  hide. 

Dion.  Serves  he  the  Princefs  ?     Tbr a.  Yes. 

Dion.  'Tis  a  fweet  Boy,  how  brave  fhe  keeps  him ! 

Pba.  Ladies  all,  good  Reft ;  I  mean  to  kill  a  Buck 
To-moiTow  Morning,  ere  youVe  done  your  Dreams. 

[£*/7Phar. 

Meg.  All  Happinefs  attend  your  Grace !     Gentlemen, 
good  Reft ; 
Come,  ihall  we  to  Bed  ? 

Gal.  Yes,  all  good  Night.  [Ex.  Gal.  and  Meg. 

Dion.  May  your  Dreams  be  true  to  you ; 
What  fhall  we  do,  Gallants?     'Tislate,  the  King 
Is  up  ftill,  fee,  he  comes,  a  Guard  along 
With  him. 

Enter  King,  Ai-ethufa  and  Guard. 

King.  Look,  your  Intelligence  be  true. 

Are.  Upon  my  Life,  it  is :  And  I  do  hope, 
Your  Highnefs  will  not  tie  me  to  a  Man, 
That  in  the  Heat  of  Wooing  throws  me  off, 
And  takes  another.     Dion.  What  fhould  this  mean  ? 

King.  If  it  be  true, 
That  Lady  had  much  better  have  embrac'd 
Curelefs  Difeafes ;  get  you  to  your  Reft.  Ex.  Arc.  and  Bel, 
You  fhall  be  righted :  Gentlemen,  draw  near, 
We  fhall  imploy  you :  Is  young  Pbaramond 
Come  to  his  Lodging  ?     Dion.  I  faw'  Kirn  enter  there. 

King.  Hafte,  fome  of  you,  and  cunningly  difcover 
If  Megra  be  in  her  Lodging.     Cle.  Sir, 
She  parted  hence  but  now  with  other  Ladies. 

King.  If  fhe  be  there,  we  fhall  not  need  to  make 
A  vain  Difcovery  of  our  Suspicion. 
You  Gods,  I  fee,  that  who  unrighteoufly 
H9lds  Wealth,  or  State  from  others,  fhall  be  curft 
Jn  that,  which  meaner  Men  are  bleft  withal : 
Ages  to  come  fhall  know  no  Male  of  him  Left 
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Left  to  inherit  •,  and,  his  Name  fhall  be 
Blotted  from  the  Earth :  If  he  have  any  Child, 
It  fhall  be  crofsly  match'd;  the' Gods  themfelves 
Shall  fow  wild  Strife  betwixt  her  Lord  and  her. 
Yet,  if  it  be  your  Wills,  forgive  the  Sin 
I  have  committed ;  let  it  not  fall 
Upon  this  understanding  Child  of  mine ; 
She  has  not  broke  your  Laws ;  (24)  but  how  can  I 
Look  to  be  heard  of  Gods,  that  muft  be  juft, 
Praying  upon  the  Ground  I  hold  by  Wrong? 

Enter  Dion. 

Dion.  Sir,  I  have  asked,  and  her  Women  (wear,  flic  is 
within ;  but  they,  I  think,  are  Bawds ;  I  told  'em,  f  muft 
fpeak  with  her:  They  laugh'd,  -  and  faid,  their  Lady  lay 
Ipeechlefs.  I  faid,  my  Bufinefs  was  important ;  they  faid, 
their  Lady  was  about  it:  I  grew  hot,  and  cried,  my  Bufi- 
nefs was  a  matter  that  concern'd  Life  and  Death ;  they 
anfwer'd,  fo  was  Sleeping,  at  which  their  Lady  was ;  1 
urg'd  again,  fhe  had  fcarce  tirpe  to  be  fo  fince  lad:  I  faw 
her;  they  frnii'd  again,  and  i^in'd  to  inftruft  me,  that 
Sleeping  was  nothing  but  lying  down  aid  winking :  An- 
lwers  more  dired  I  could  not  get :  Jn  (hort,  Sir,  I  think, 
lhe  is  not  there. 

King.  'Tis  then  no  time  to  dally :  You  o'th*  Guard, 
Wait  at  the  Back-door  of  the  Prince's  Lodging ; 
And  fee  that  none  pais  thence,  upon  your  Lives. 
Knock,  Gentlemen:    Knock  louder:  louder  yet: 
What,  has  their  Pleafure  taken  off  their  Hearing  ? 
I'll  break  your  Meditations.     Knock  again : 


mA»... 


(24)  —7-  "—  •  hut  how  can  I 

Look  to  be  beard  of  Gods,  that  muft  be  juft*. 

Praying  upon  the  Ground  I  hold  by  Wrong?]  In  this  Sentiment 
our  Authors  feem  to  be  copying  S bah/fear  ey  in  a  noble  Pafiage  of  his 
Hamlet, 

s   '"■         Forgive  me  my  foul  Murtber! 

7bat  cannot  be,  fince  1  am  ftill  pqflefs'd 

Of  tbofe  EffeSs  for  which  1  did  the  Murtber  % 

my  Crown,  my  own  Ambition,  and  my  Queen. 

May  one  be  pardon* d>  and  retain  tby  Offence?  Sec. 

Not 
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Not  yet  ?  I  do  not  think,  he  fleeps,  having  this 

Lamm  by  him ;  once  more;  Pbaramond^  Prince. 
« 

Pharamond  above. 

Pba.  What  fawcy  Groom  knocks  at  this  Dead  of  Night? 
Where  be  our  Waiters?  By  my  vexed  Soul, 
He  meets  his  Death,  that  meets  me,  for  this  Boldnefs. 

King.  Prince,  you  do  wrong  your  Thoughts,  we  arc 
your  Friends; 
Comedown*     Pba,  The  King? 

King.  The  fame,*  Sir,  come  down, 
We  have  Caufe  of  prefent  Counfcl  with  you. 

*  Pba.  If  your  Grace  pleafc  to  ufe  me,  Pll  attend  you 
To  your  Chamber.  [Pha.  below. 

King.  No,  'tis  too  late,  Prince,  Pll  make  bold  with  yours. 

*  Pba.  I  have  fome  private  Reafons  to  myfelf, 
Make  me  unmannerly,  and  fay,  you  cannot  \ 
"Nay,  prefe  not  forward,  Gentlemen,  he  muft 
Come  through  my  Life,  that  comes  here.  [Enters. 

*  King.  Sir,  be  refolv'd, 
I  muft  and  will  come. 

Pba.  Pll  not  be  difhonourM ; 
He  that  enters  here,  enters  upon  his  Death. 
Sir,  'tis  a  Sign  you  make  no  Stranger  of  me, 
To  bring  thefe  Renegadoes  to  my  Chamber, 
At  thefe  unfeafon'd  Hours.     King.  Why  do  you 
Cfiafe  yourfelf  fo  ?  You  are  not  wrong'd,  nor  fhall  be ; 
Only  Til  fearch  your  Lodging,  for  fome  Caufe 
To  ourfclf  known :  Enter,  I  fay. « 

Pba.  I  fay,  no.  -  [Meg.  above. 

Meg.  Let  'em  enter,  Prince,  let  'em  enter, 
I  am  up,  and  ready ;  I  do  know  their  Bufinefs,  • 
*Tis  the  poor  breaking  of  a  Lady's  Honour, 
They  hunt  fo  hotly  after ;  let  'em  enjoy  it. 
You  have  youf  Byfinefs,  Gentlemen,  I  lay  here. 
My  Lord  the  King,  this  is  not  noble  in  you 
To  make  publick  the  Weaknefs  of  a  Woman. 

King.  Come  down.  [Clamors, 

Meg.  I  dare,  my  Lord;  your  Whootings  and  your 

Your 
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{25)  Your  private  WhMpers,  and  your  broader  Fleerings, 
Can  no  more  vex  my  Soul,  than  this  bale  Carriage  5 
But  I  have- Vengeance  yet  in  Store  for  fome, 
Shall,  in  the  mod  Contempt  you  carfliave  of  me, 
Be  Joy  and  Nourifhment. 

King.  Will  you  come  down  ? 

(26)  Meg.  Yes,  to  laugh  at  your  Worft:    But  I  fhfSl 
wring  you, 
If  my  Skill  fail  me  not. 

King,  Sir,  I  muft  dearly  chide  you  for  this  Looienefe, 
You  have  wrong'd  a  worthy  Lady  •,  but,  no  more, 
Conduft  him  to  my  Lodging,  and  to  Bed. 

Cle.  Get  him  toother  Wench,  and  you  bring  him  to 
Bed  indeed. 

(25)  Tour  private  Whi/j>ers  and  your  broad  Fleerings^  This  is  no 
Verfe,  however  it  has  currently  pafs'd  the  Ears  of  all  the  Editors. 
The  Addition,  which  I  have  made,  of  a  fingle  Syllable  both  improvts 
the  Senfe  and  retrieves  the  Metre,     * 

(26)  Yes,  to  laugh  at  your  worft ;  hut  IJhall  wrong  you,']  Megra  de- 
fign'd  to  accufe  the  Princefs  of  a  Fa&,  which  ihe  had  a  Itrong  Sufpi- 
cion  of  her  being  really  guilty  of.  She  had  mentioned  it  before  to  the 
Prince ;  and  there  Wre  Circumftances  enough  to  make  a  Woman, 
who  was  bad  herfeif,  believe  the  Princefs  fo.  How  then  could  (he 
fay,  {he  would  wrong  the  King,  when  (he  believ'd  what  me  was  to 
fpeak  ?  Befides,  it  is  not  a  true  icolding  Word.  I  would  fubftitutc, 
*worft}  which  differs  hut  in  two  Letters,  and  As  an  excellent  one  lor 
the  purpofe.  The  Jingle  and  Reduplication  of  the  fame  Word  is  fre- 
quently pra&is'd  by  our  Poets.  So  in  Rule  a  Wife,  and  have  a 
Wife. 

I  find  thee  a  wifc  young  Wife.    Efti.  Til  wife  yew 
Worjhip.  Mr.  Seward. 

Notwithftandiag  this  ingenious  Conje&une,  I  am  pretty  certain  that 
the  Word,  which  I  have  infer  ted,  is  the  true  Reading :  becauie  it 
has  the  Authority  of  the  ^uartoh  in  1628,  and  1634;  and  is  likewise 
ufed  in  the  fame  Senfe  by  our  Poets  m  other  Parages.  So,  in  the 
Elder  Brother; 

for  r*ve  the  Doucets  of  his  Gravity 

Taft  in  a  Stringy  and  will  fo  pi nch  and  wring  him. 
And  the  Humourous  Lieutenant  \ 

Will  Nothing  wring  you,  then,  d'ye  think  ? 
And  fo  in  Women  pleas  d; 

Wringing  and  hiding  up  to  thy  Ears  in  Lovt  yonder, 
tec.  Sec. 

Dion. 
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Dion.  (27)  'Tisftrange,  a  Man  ean't  ride  a  Stage  ortwc 
To  breathe  himfelf,*  without  a  Warrant  for't : 
If  this  Geer  hold,  that  Lodgings  be  fearch'd  thus, 
Pray  Heav'n,  we  may  lie  with  our  own  Wives  in  Safety, 
That  they  be  not  by  forhe  Trick  of  State  miftaken. 

Enter  Megra. 

King.  Now,  Lady  of  Honour,  where's  your  Honour  new 
No  Man  can  fit  your  Palate,  but  the  Prince. 
Thou  moft  ill-fhrowded  Rottennefs ;  thou  Piece 
Made  by  a  Painter  and  a  'Pothecary  5 
Thou  troubled  Sea  of  Lult  •,  thou  Wildernefs, 
Inhabited  by  wild  Thoughts ;  thou  fwoln  Cloud  of 
Infe&ion ;  thou  ripe  Mine  of  all  Difeafes ; 
Thou  all  Sin,  all  Hell,  laft,  all  Devils,  tell  me, 
Had  you  none  to  pull  on  with  your  Courtefies, 
But  he  that  muft  be  mine,  and  wrong  my  Daughter? 
By  all  the  Gods,  all  thefe,  and  all  the  Pages, 
And  all  the  Court,  fhall  hoot  thee  through  the  Court   ; 
Fling  rotten  Oranges,  make  ribald  Rhymes, 
And  fear  thy  Name  with  Candles  upon  Walls : 
Do  you  laugh,  Lady  Venus  ? 

Meg.  'Faith,  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  me ; 
I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  fee  you  merry. 
If  you  do  this,  O  King;  nay,  if  you  dare  do  it; 
By  all  thofe  Gods  you  fwore  by,  and  as  many 
More  of  my  own;  I  will  have  Fellows,  and 
Such  Fellows  in  it,  as  fhall  make  notye  Mirth, 
The  Princefs,  your  dear  Daughter,  fhall  ftancj  by  me 
On  Walls,  and  fung  in  Ballads,  any  thing : 
Urge  me  no  more,  I  know  1ier  and  Jier  Haunts, 
Her  Layes,  Leaps,  and  Outlays,  and  will  difcover  all ; 
Nay,  will  difhonour  her,     I  know  the  Boy 

(27)  *Tis  firangi  a  *Man  cannot  ride  a  Stag]  'Tis  very  onufualj 
believe,  to  ride  a  Stag :  Nor  is  the  Expreffion  ever  ufed,  that  I  kno 
to  ride  a  Stag,  meaning,  to  ride  after*  or  bunt  down  one  My  i 
teration  reftores  the  true  Reading  of  the  Poets.  So,  in  the  fame  Sen 
in  the  Cuftom  of  the  Country ; 

Five  Dames  to  Day ;  this  was  but  a  f mall  Stage. 
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She  keeps,  a  handfome  Boy  •,  about  eighteen •• 
Know  what  fhe  does  with  him,  and  where,  and  when. 
Come,  Sir,  you  put  me  to  a  Woman's  Madnefs, 
The  Glory  of  a  Fury ;  and  if  1  do  not 
-Do  it  to  the  height  — 

King.  What  Boy  is  this  fhe  raves  at  ?  [things  ? 

Meg.  Alas !  good-  minded  Prince,  you  know  not  thefe 
I  am  loth  to  reveal  'em.     keep  this  Fault, 
As  you  would  keep  your  Health,  from  the  hot  Air 
Of  the  corrupted  People ;  or,  by  Heav'n, 
1  will  not  fall  alone :  What  I  have  known, 
Shall  be  as  publick  as  a  Print ;  all  Tongues 
Shall  fpeak  it,  as  they  do  the  Language  they 
Are  born  in,  free  and  commonly,  I'll  fet  it 
Like  a  prodigious  Star  for  all  to  gaze  at, 
So  high  and  glowing,  that  Kingdoms  far  and  foreign 
Shall  read  it  there,  nay,  travel  with  it,  'till  they  find 
No  Tongue  to  make  it  more,  nor  no  more  People  ; 
And  then  behold  the  Fall  of  your  fair  Princeis. 

King.  Has  (he  a  Boy  ? 

Cle.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  I  have  feen  a  Boy  wait 
On  her,  a  fair  Boy. 

King.  Go,  get  you  to  your  Quarter : 
For  this  time  I'll  ltudy  to  forget  you. 

Meg.  Do  you  ftudy  to  forget  me,  and  PU  ftudy 
To  forget  you.  [Ex.  King,  Meg.  and  Guard. 

Cle.  Why,  tare's  a  Male  Spirit  for  Hercules ;  if  ever 
there  be  nine  Worthies  .of  Women,  this  Wench  fhall  ride 
aftride,  and  be  their  Captain. 

Dion.  Sure,  Ihe  has  a  Garrifon  of  Devils  in  her  Tongue, 
fhe  uttereth  fuch  Balls  of  W  ild-fire.  She  has  fo  nettled  the 
King,  that  all  the  Doctors  in  the  Country  will  fcarce  cure 
him.  That  Boy  wa9  a  ftrange-found-out  Antidote  to  cure 
her  Infeftion:  that  Boy,  that  Princefs*  Boy;  that  brave, 
chafte, '  virtuous  Lady's  Boy;  and  a  fair  Boy,  a  well  Ipo- 
ken  Boy :  All  thefe  confider'd,  can  make  nothing  elfe  — 
But  there  I  leave  you,  Gentlemen. 

Tbra.  Nay,  we'll  go  wander  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Cleremont,  Dion,  and  Thrafiline, 

Ck.  ^T  A  Y,  doubtlefs,  'tis  true. 
1 .  X  *  Dion.  Ay,  and  'tis  the  Gods, 
That  rais'd  this  PunHhment  to  fcourge  the  King 
With  his  own  Iflue :  Is  it  not  a  Shame 
For  us,  that  fhould  write  Noble  in  the  Land, 
For  us,  that  fhould  be  Freemen,  to  behold 
A  Man,  that  is  the  Bravery  of  his  Age,         1 
Pbilafter ,  preft  down  from  his  Royal  Right, 
By  this  regardlefs  King?  and  only  look, 
And  fee  the  Scepter  ready  to  be  caft 
Into  the  Hands  of  that  lafcivious  Lady, 
That  lives  in  Luft  with  a  fmooth  Boy,  now  to  be 
Married  to  yon  ftrange  Prince,  who,  but  that  People 
Pleafe  to  let  him  be  a  Prince,  is  born  a  Slave 
In  that  which  fhould  be  his  moft  Noble  Part, 
His  Mind  ?  Tbra.  That  Man,  that  would  not  ftir  with  you, 
To  aid  Pbilafter  ^  let  the  Gods  forget 
That  fuch  a  Creature  walks  upon  the  Earth. 
Cle.  Pbilafter  is  too  backward  in*t  himfelf ; 
The  Gentry  do  await  it,  (28)  and  the  People, 
Againft  their  Nature,  are  all  bent  for  him, 
And  like  a  Field  of  ftanding  Corn,  that's  mov'd 
With  a  ftiff  Gale,  their  Heads  bow  all  one  way. 

•Dion.  The  only  Caufe,  that  draws  Pbilafter  back 
From  this  Attempt,  is  the  fair  Princefs*  Love, 
Which  he  admires,  and  we  can  now  confute. 

(28)  „- ■ and  the  People, 

Againft  their  Nature t  are  all  hent  for  him.']  This  feeras,  at 
firft  View,  an  odd  PafTage.  How  are  the  People  againft  their  Natures 
for  PhilafterP  What,  was  there  never  any  People  unanimous  in  their 
Choice  of  a  Governor  ?  I  take  it,  he  muft  be  underftood,  as  mean- 
ing, the  People  (whofe  Nature  for  the  moft  part  is  unconftant,  giddy, 
and  wavering)  are  now  fo  well  affared  of  PhilafterJs  Worth,  and 
Right  to  the  Crown,  join'd  to  his  prefent  ill  Ufage,  that  they  are  re- 
iblv'd  and  fteady  to  do  him  Juflice.  This  is  properly  ftyled,  againft 
their  Nature,  or  Cuftoin.  Mr.  Sympfru. 

"Tbra. 
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Tbra:  Perhaps,  he'll  not  belieVe  it* 

Dion\  Why,  Gentlemen, 
'Tis  without  queftion  fo;     Cle.  Ay,  'tis  paft  Speech, 
She  lives  difhoneftly.     But  how  fhall  we, 
[f  he  be  curious,  work  upon  his  Faith  ? 

Tbra.  We  all  are  fatished  within  ourfelves; 

Dion.  Since  it  is  true,  and  tends  to  his, own  Good, 
[*11  make  this  new  Report  to  be  my  Knowledge, 
I'll  fay,  I  know  it;  nay,  Til  fwear,  I  faw  it. 

Cle.  It  will  be  beft.     Tbra.  'Twill  move  him. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Dion.  Here  he  comes. 
Good-morrow  to  your  Honour,  we  have  fpent 
Some  time  in  feeking  you.     Phi.  My  worthy  Friends, 
You  that  can  keep  your  Memories  to  know 
Your  Friend  in  Mileries,  and  cannot  frown 
On  Men  difgrac'd  for  Virtue,  a  good  Day 
Attend  you  all.     What  Service  may  I  do 
Worthy  your  Acceptation  ?     Dion,  my  good  Lord, 
We  come  to  Urge  that  Virtue,  which  we  know 
Lives  in  your  Breaft,  forth  •,  rife,  and  make  a  Head  j 
The  Nobles  and  the  People  are  all  dull'd 
With  this  ufurping  King ;  and  not  a  Man, 
That  ever  heard  the  World,  or  knew  fuch  Thing 
As  Virtue,  but  will  fecond  your  Attempts; 

Phi.  How  honourable  is  this  Love  in  you 
To -ine,  that  have  deferv'd  none  ?     Know,  my  Friends, 
( You*  that  were  born  to  fhame  your  poor  Philafter 
With  too  much  Courtefy)  I  cou'd  afford 
To  melt  myfelf  in  Thanks  •,  but  my  Defigns 
Are  not  yet  ripe ;  fuffice  it,  that  ere  long 
I  (hall  imploy  your  Loves :  but  yet  the  Time 
Is  fhort  of  what  I  wou'd. 

Dion.  The  Time  is  fuller,  Sir,  than  you  expeft; 
That  which  hereafter  will  not,  perhaps,  be  reach'd 
By  Violence,  may  now  be  caught.     As  for  the  King, 
You  know,  the  Peopfe  have  long  hatjed  him ; 
But  now  the  Princefs,  whom  they  lov'd.  — — . 

Phi.  Why,  what  of  her  ? 

Dion. 
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Dion.  Is  loath'd  as  much  as  he. 

Phi.  By  what  ftrange  Means  ? 

Dion.  She's  known  a  Whore.     Phi.  Thou  lyeft. 

Dion.  My  Lord — 

Phi.  Thou  lyeft,  [Offers  to  draw,  and  is  held. 

And  thou  fhalt  feel  it  ;  I  had  thought,  thy  Mind 
Had  been  of  Honour.     Thus  to  rob  a  Lady 
Of  her  good,Name,  is  an  infedtious  Sin, 
Not  to  be  pardon'd ;  be  it  falfe  as  Hell, 
'Twill  never  be  redeem'd,  if  it  be  fown 
Amongft  the  People,  fruitful  to  increafe 
All  Evil  they  fhall  hear.     Let  me  alone, 
That  I  may  cut  off  Falfhood,  whilft  it  fprings. 
Set  Hills  on  Hills  betwixt  me  and  the  Man 
That  utters  this,  and  I  will  fcale  them  all, 
And  from  the  utmoft  Top  fell  on  his  Neck, 
Like  Thunder  from  a  Cloud.   Dion.  This  is  moft  ftrange; 
Sure,  he  does  love  her.     Phi.  I  do  love  fair  Truth  : 
She  is  my  Miftrefs,  and  who  injures  her, 
Draws  yengeance  from  me.     Sirs,  let  go  my  Arms. 

Tbra.  "Nay,  good  my  Lord,  be  patient. 

Cle.  Sir,  remember 
This  is  your  honour'd  Friend,  that  comes  to  do 
His  Service,  and  will  fhew  you  why  he  utter'd  this. 

Phil.  I  ask  you  pardon,  Sir,  my  Zeal  to  Truth 
Made  me  unmannerly :  Should  I  have  heard 
Difhonour  fooke  of  you,  behind  your  Back 
Untruly,  I  had  been  as  much  diftemper'd, 
Enrag'd,  as  now.     Dion.  But  this,  my  Lord,  is  Truth. 

Phi.  O,  fay  not  fo ;  good  Sir,  forbear  to  fay  fo ; 
(29)  'Tis  Truth  then,  that  all  Womankind  is  falfe ; 
Urge  it  no  more,  it  is  impoflible ; 
Why  fhould  you  think  the  Princefs  light? 
Dion.  Why,  fhe  was  taken  at  it. 

Phi.  'Tis  falfe;  byHeav'n,  'tis  falfe;  it  cannot  be, 
Can  it  ?  Speak,  Gentlemen ;  for  Love  of  Truth,  fpeak ; 

(29)  'Tis  the  Truth  that  all  Womankind  is  falfe ;  ]  There  is  here 
very  little  Remains  of  either  Senfe,  or  Meafure.  The  Addition  of  one 
Letter  will  reftore  the  Former,  and  the  Tranfpofition  of  two  Words 
the  Latter.  This  Emendation  is  author iz'd  by  the  belt  old  £>uarto%s. 

Mr.  Srward. 

Is't 
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h't  poffible?  can  Women  all  be  damn'd? 

Dion.  Why,  no,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Why,  then  it  cannot  be. 

Dion.  And  (he  was  taken  with  her  Boy. 

Phi.  What  Boy? 

Dion.  A  Page,  a  Boy  that  ferves  her. 

Phi.  O  good  Gods, 
A  little  Boy  ~ 

Dion.  Ay,  know  you  him,  my  Lord  ? 

Phi.  Hell  and  Sin  know  him !  Sir,  you  are  deceived  \ 
Til  reafon  it  a  litde  coldly  with  you ; 
If  (he  were  luftful,  would  fhe  take  a  Boy, 
That  knows  not  yet  Defire  ?  fhe  would  have  One 
Should  meet  her  Thoughts,  and  know  the  Sin  he  a£ts>  . 
Which  is  the  great  Delight  of  Wickednefs ; 
You  are  abus'd,  and  fo  is  fhe,  and  I. 

Dion.  How  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Phi.  Why,  all  the  World's  abus'd 
In  an  unjuft  Report.     Dion.  Oh,  noble  Sir,  your  Virtues 
Cannot  look  into  the  fubde  Thoughts  of  Woman. 
In  fhort,  my  Lord,  I  took  them :  I  myfelf. 

Phi.  Now,  all  the  Devils,  thou  didft;  fly  from  my  Rage : 
'Would,  thou  hadft  ta'en  Devils  ingendring  Plagues, 
When  thou  didft  take  them  5  hide  thee  from  my  Eyes, 
*Would,  thou  hadfb  taken  Thunder  on  thy  Breaft, 
When  thou  didft  take  them ;  or  been  ftrucken  dumb 
For  ever ;  that  this  foul  Deed  might  have  flept 
In  Silence.     Tbra.  Have  you  known  him  fo  ill-temperM  ? 

Of,  Never  before.     Phi.  The  Winds,  that  are  let  loofc 
From  the  four  feveral  Comers  of  the  Earth, 
And  fpread  themfelves  all  over  Sea  and  Land, 
Kifs  not  a  chafte  one.     What  Friend  bears  a  Sword 
To  run  me  througji  ? 
Dion.  Why,  my  Lord,  are  you  fo  mov'd  at  this  ? 
Phi.  When  any  falls  from  Virtue,  I  am  diftradted  j 
I  have  an  Intereft  in't. 

Dion.  But,  good  my  Lord,  recall  yourfelf, 
And  think,  what's  beft  to  be  done. 
Phi.  I  thank  you,  I  will  do  it ; 
Pleafe  you  to  leave  me,  Til  confidef  of  it  i 
Vol,  I.  K  To 
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To  morrow  I  will  find  your  Lodging  forth, 
(30)  And  give  you  Anfwer. 

Dion.  All  the  Gods  diredt  you 
The  readied  Way ! 

Tbra.  He  was  extream  impatient. 

Ck.  It  was  his  Virtue,  and  his  nobfe  Mind. 

[Exeunt  Dion,  Cleo.  and  Thra. 

Phi.  I  had  forgot  to  ask  him,  where  lie  took  them  j 

I'll  follow  him. O,  that  I  had  a  Sea 

Within  my  Bfeaft,  to  quench  the  Fire  I  feel ! 
More  Circumftances  will  but  fan  this  Fire  -, 
It  more  afflifts  fne  now,  to  know  by  whom 
This  Deed  is  done,  than  limply  that  'tis  done : 
Arid  he,  that  tells  me  this,  is  honourable, 
As  far  from  Lies,  as  fhe  is  far  from  Truth. 
O,  that  like  Beafts,  we  could  not  grieve  ourfelves, 
With  that  we  fee  not !  Bulls  and  Rams  will  fight, 
To  keep  their  Females  Handing  in  their  Sight ; 
But  take  'em  from  them,  and  you  take  at  once 
Their  Spleens  away  -,,  and  they  will  fall  again 
Unto  their  Paftures,  growing  frefh  and  rat ; 
And  tafte  the  Water  of  the  Springs  as  fweet 
As  *twas  before,  finding  no  Start  in  Sleep. 
But  miferable  Man ■  See,  fee,  you  Gods,  „ 

Enttr  Bellario, 

4 

•  V 

He  walks  ftill ;  and  the  Face,  you  let  him  wear 

When  he  was  innocent,  is  ftill  the  fame," 

Kot  blaftcd;  Is  this  Juftice?    Do  you  mean 

To  intrap  Mortality,  that  you  allow 

Treafon  fb  finooth  a  Brow  ?     I  cannot  ftow 

Think,  heisguflty.    Bel.  Heakhtoyou,  itiyLord! 

The  Princefs  doth  commend  her  LoVe,  her  Ltfe^ 

And  this  unto  you.     Phi.  Oh  BeSartOj 

Now  I  perceive  fhe  loves  me,  fhe  <5oes  fliew  it 

(30)  And gtwe you  Anfimr. 

The  readUft  Way.  Dion.  All the  Gods  direS  you.]  This  is 
the  nonfenfical  Collocation  of  all  the  printed.  Copies.  The  Tranfpo- 
fition,  which  I  have  made,  is  fclf-cvident,  and  deferves  no  farther 
Proof.  •        v     •        - 

In 
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In  loving  thee,  my  Boy;  fh'as  made  thee  brave, 

Bsl.  K|ly  Lord,  fhe  has  attired  me  paft  my  Wifli, 
Paft  my  Defert ;  more  fit  for  her  Attendant,  .. 
Though  (ar. unfit  for  me,  who  do  attend. 

Phi.  Thou  art  grown  courtly,  Boy.    O,  let  all  Women, 
That  love  black  Deeds,  learn  to  cjiffemble  here ! 
Here,  by  this  Paper  fhe  does  write  to  me, 
As  if  her  Heart  were  Mines  of  Adamant 
To  all  the  World  befides ;  but,  unto  me, 
A  Maiden-fhow  that  melted  with  my  Looks. 
Tell  me,  my  Boy,  how%doth  the  Princefs  ufe  thee? 
For  I  Ihall  guefs  her  Love  to  me  by  that. 

Bel.  Scarce  like  her  Servant,  but  as  if  I  were 
Something  ally'd  to  her;  or  had  preferv'd 
Her  Life  three  times  by  my  Fidelity. 
As  Mothers  fond  do  ufe  their  only  Sons ; 
As  I'd  ufe  one,  that's  left  unto  my  Truft, 
For  whom  my  Life  fhould  pay,  if  he  met  Harm, 
So  fhe  does  ufe  me.    Phi.  Why,  this  is  wondrous  well : 
But  what  kind  Language  does  fhe  feed  thee  with  ? 

Bel.  Why,  (he  does  tell  me,  lhe  will  truft  my  Youth 
With  all  her  loving  Secrets;  and  does  call  me 
Her  pretty  Servant,  bids  me  weep  no  more 
For  leaving  you ;  fhe'U  fee  my  Services 
Regarded ;  and  fuch  Words  of  that  foft  Strain, 
That  J  am  nearer  weeping  when  fhe  ends 
Than  e'er  fhe  fpake.     phi.  This  is  much  better  ftffl, 

Bel.  Are  you  not  ill,  my  Lord? 

Phi.  Ill  ?  No,  Bellario. 

Bel.  Methiiks,  your  Word* 
Fall  not  from  ©ff  your  Tongue  io  evenly, 
Nor  is  there  in  your  Looks  that  Quietnigte, 
That- 1  *was  wont  to  fee. >— 

Phi.  Thou  art  deceived,  Boy : 
And  fhe  ftroaks  thy  Head  ? 

Bel.  Yes.*  Phi.  And  does  clap  thy  Cheeks? 

Bel.  She  does,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  And  fhe  does  kifs  thee,  Boy?  ha! 

Bel.  How,  my  Lord? 

Ka  «* 
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Phi.  She  kiffes  thee  ?     Bel.  Never,   my  Lord,   bf 

Phi.  Come,  come,  I  know  fhe  does.  [Heav'n. 

Bel.  No,  by  my  Life. 

Phi.  Why,  then,  fhe  does  not  love  me;  come,  fhe  does, 
I  bad  her  do  it ;  I  charg'd  her  by  all  Charms 
Of  Love  between  us,  by  the  Hope  of  Peace 
We  fliould  enjoy,  to  yield  thee  all  Delights 
Naked,  as  to  her  Bed :  I  took  her  Oath, 
Thou  fliould'ft  enjoy  her :  Tell  me,  gende  Boy, 
Is  fhe  not  paralleled  ?  Is  not  her  Breath 
Sweet. as  Arabian  Winds,  when  Fruits  are  ripe? 
Are  not  her  Breafts  two  liquid  Ivory  Balls  ? 
Is  fhe  not  all  a  lading  Mine  of  Joy  ? 

Bel.  Ay,  now  I  fee,  why  my  difturbed  Thoughts   , 
Were  fb  perplext.     When  firft  I  went  to  her, 
My  Heart  held  Augury ;  you  are  abus'd, 
Some  Villain  has  abus'd  you ;  I  do  fee, 
Whereto  you  tend ;  Fall  Rocks  upon  his  Head, 
That  put  this  to  you !  'tis  fome  fubde  Train, 
To  bring  that  noble  Frame  of  yours  to  nought. 

Phi.  Thou  think'ft,  I  will  be  angry  with  thee ;  Come, 
Thou  fhalt  know  all  my  Drift ;  I  hate  her  mpre, 
Than  I  love  Happinefs ;  and  plac'd  thee  there, 
To  pry  with  nto-ow  Eyes  into  her  Deeds. 
Haft  thou  difcover'd  ?    Is  fhe  fain  to  Luft, 
As  I  would  wifh  her  ?    Speak  fofne  Comfort  to  me. 

Bel.  My  Lord,  you  did  miftake  the  Boy  you  fent : 
Had  fhe  the  Luft  of  Sparrows,  or  of  Goats ; 
Had  fhe  a  Sin  that  way,  hid  from  the  World,   , 
Beyond  the  Name  of  Luft,  I  would  not  aid 
Her  bafe  Defires ;  but  what  I  came  to  know 
As  Servant  to  her,  I  would  not  reveal, 
To  make  my  Life  laft  Ages.    Phi.  Oh,  my  Heart ! 
This  is  a  Salve  worfe  than  the  main  Difeafe. 
Tell  me  thy  Thoughts ;  for  I  will  know  the  leaft 
That  dwells,  within  thee,  or  will  rip  thy  Heart 
To  know  it ;  I  will  fee  thy  Thoughts  as  plain 
As  I  do  now  thy  Face.     Bel.  Why,  fo  you  do. 
She  is  (for  aught  I  know)  by  all  the  Gods, 

As 
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As  chafre  as  Ice ;  but  were  fhe  foul  as  Hell,  * 
And  I  did  know  it,  thus  5  the  Breath  of  Kings, 
The  Points  of  Swords,  Tortures,  nor  Bulls  of  Brafi, 
Shpuld  draw  it  from  me.     Phi.  Then  it  is  no  time 
To  dally  with  thee ;  I  will  take  thy  Life, 
For  I  do  hate  thee ;  I  cou'd  curie  thee  now. 

Bel.  If  you  do  hate,  you  could  not  curfe  me  worfc ; 
The  Gods  have  not  a  Punifhment  in  Store 
Greater  for  me,  than  is  your  Hate.     Phi.  Fie,  fie ! 
So  young  and  fo  diffembling !  Tell  me  when 
And  where  thou  didft  enjoy  her,  or  let  Plagues 
Fall  on  me  ftrait,  if  I  deftroy  thee  not ! 

Bel.  Heav'n  knows,  I  never  did :  and  when  I  lie 
To  fave  my  Life,  may  I  live  long  and  loath'd ! 
Hew  me  afunder,  and,  whilft  I  can  think, 
I'll  love  thofe  Pieces  you  have  cut  away, 
Better  than  thofe  that  grow j  and  kifs  thofe  Limbs, 
Becaufe  you  made  'em  fo. 

Phi.  Fear'ft  thou  not  Death  ? 
Can  Boys  contemn  that  ?    Bel.  Oh,  what  Boy  is  he 
Can  be  content  to  live  to  be  a  Man, 
That  fees  the  beft  of  Men  thus  paflionate, 
Thus,  without  Reafon  ? 

Phi.  Oh,  but  thou  doft  not  know 
What  'tis  to  die. 

Bel:  Yes,  I  do  know*  my  Lord; 
"Hs  left  than  to  be  bom ;  a  lafting  Sleep, 
A  quiet  Reftihg  from  all  Jealoufy ; 
A  Thing  we  all  purfue;  I  know,  befides, 
It  is  but  giving  over  of  a  Game 
That  muft  be  loft. 

Phi.  But  there  are  Pains,  falfe  Bov, 
For  perjur'd  Souls*  think  but  on  thefe,  and  then 
Thy  Heart  will  melt,  and  thou  wilt  utter  all. 

Bet.  May  they  fall  all  upon  me  whilft  I  live. 
If  I  be  perjur'd,  or  have  ever  thought 
Of  that  you  charge  me  with !  If  I  be  falfe, 
Send  me  to  fuflfer  in  thofe  Punifhments 
You  fpeak  of;  kill  me. 

Phi.  Oh,  what  fhoii'd  I  do  ? 

K  3  Why, 
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Why,  who  can  but  believe  him  ?  He  doer  fwear 

So  earneftly,  that  if  it  were  not  truey 

The  Gods  would  not  endure  him.    Rife,  BeUarhi 

Thy  Proteftations  are  fb  deep,  and  thou 

Doft  look  fo  truly/  when  thou  uttereft  them, 

That  though  I  know  'em  falfe,  as  tore  my  Hopes^ 

I  cannot  urge  thee  farther ;  but  thoti  wett 

To  blame  to  injure  me,  for  I  muft  love 

Thy  Roneft  Looks,  and  take  no  Vengeance  on 

Thy  tender  Youth :  A  Love  from  me  to  thee 

Is  firm  whatever  thou  doft :  h  troubles  me, 

That  I  have  calTd  the  Blood  out  of  thy  Cheeks, 

That  did  fo  well  become  thee :  But,  good  Boy, 

Let  me  not  fee  thee  more ;  Something  is  done, 

That  will  diftrad:  me,  that  will  make  me  mad* 

If  I  behold  thee ;  if  thou  tendef'ft  me, 

Let  me  hot  fee  thee.     Bel.  I  will  fly  as  far 

As  thefe  is  Morning,  e'er  I  give  Diftafte 

To  that  moft  honour'd  Mind.  But  through  thefe  Tears, 

Shed  at  rfty  hopfelefs  Parting,  I  can  fee 

A  World  of  Treafon  pfa&is'd  upon  you, 

And  Her,  and  Me.     Faf efcrel,  for  everitiore  f 

If  you  fhall  hear,  that  Sorrow  ftfuck  mc  dead, 

And  after  find  me  ltfyal,  let  there  be 

A  Tear  fhed  from  you  in  my  Memory* 

And  I  fhall  reft  at  Peace.  £E**/BeL 

Pbi.  Bleffing  tte  with  thee,- 
Whatever  thou  deferv'ft !  Oh,  wfcere  fliaH  1 
Go  bathe  this  Body?  Natuf£,-  too  unkind, 
That  made  no  Medicine  for  a  froubfed  Mind ! 

Enter  Arethyfa. 

Are.  I  marvel,  my  Boy  conies  not  back  again. 
But  that,  I  knofWy  my  Love  will  qufcftion  him 
Over  and  over ;  htrw  I  flept,  wak'd,  talked  \ 
How  I  remembred  him  tfhen  Ms  dear  Name 
Was  laft  fpoke,  and  how,  when  I  figh'd,  wept,  fang* 
And  ten  Thoufand  fuch  -,  I  fhould  be  arigr^  at  bk  Stay. 

Enter 
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Enter  King. 

(3 1 )  King.  What,  at  your  Meditations  ?  Who  attends 
you? 

Are.  None  but  my  fingle  Sei£>  I  need  no  Guard  ; 
I  do  no  Wrong,  nor  fear  none. 

King.  Tell  me :  Have  you  not  a  Boy  ?    Are.  Yes,  Sir. 

King ,  What  kind  of  Boy  ? 

Are.  A  Page,  a  waiting  Boy. 

King.  A  handfome  Boy  ?  . 

Are.  I  think,  he  be  not  ugly : 
Well  qualified,  and  dutiful,  I  know  him  ; 
I  took  him  not  for  Beauty. 

King.  He  ipeaks,  and  fings,  and  plays  ? 

Are.  Yes*  Sir.     King.  About  Eighteen  ?     '  N 
-    Are.  I  never  ask'd  his  Age.     King.  Is  he  full  of  Service? 

Are.  By  your  Pardon,  why  do  you  ask  ? 

King.  Put  him  away.     Are.  Sir  ? 

King.  Put  him  away,  ha*s  done  you  that  good  Service, 
Shames  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Are.  Good  Sir,  let  me  underftand  you.   King.  If  you  fear 
Shew  it  in  Duty  ;  put  away  that  Boy.  [me, 

Are.  Let  me  have  Reafon  for  it,  Sir,  and  then 
Your  Will  is  my  Command. 

King.  Do  not  you  blulh  to  a§k  it  ?  Caft  him  off, 
Or  I  fhall  do  the  fame  to  you.     You're  one 
Shame  with  me,  and  fo  near  unto  myfelf,  - 
That  by  my  Life,  I  dare  not  tell  myfelf. 
What  you,  myfelf,  have  done. 

Are.  What  have  I  done,  my  Lord  ? 
King.  'Tis  a  new  Language,  that  all  love  to  learn,. 
The  common  People  fpeak  it  well  already, 
They  need  no  Grammar  5  underftand  me  well, 
There  be  foul  Whifpers  dining  •,  caft  him  off  j 
And  iuddenly  do  it:  Farewel.  [Exit  King. 

Are.  Where  may  a  Maiden  live  fecurely  free, 
Keeping  her  Honour  fafe  ?  Not  with  the  Living, 
They  feed  upon  Opinions,  Errors,  Dreams, 

.  (y)  What  are  your-Meditations?]  I  have  reftor'd  tKe  Reading  of 
tfee  elder  Quarto's  here,  becaufe  I  take  it  to  be  the  righteft. 

K  4  And 
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And  make  'em  Truths :  They  draw  a  Nouriftiment 
Out  of  Defamings,  grow  upon  Difgraces, 
And  when  they  fee  a  Virtue  fortified 
Strongly  above  the  Battery  of  their  Tongues  j 
Oh,  how  they  caft  to  fink  it ;  and  defeated 
(Soul-fick  with  Poifon)  ftrike  the  Monuments 
Where  noble  Names  he  fleeping;  till  they  fweat,. 
And  the  cold  Marble  melt. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Pbi.  Peace  to  your   faireft  Thoughts,   my  dcareft 
Miftrefs ! 

Are.  Oh,  my  deareft  Servant,  I  have  a  War  within  me. 

Pbi.  He  muft  be  more  than  Man,  that  makes  thefe 
Run  into  Rivers ;  fweeteft  Fair,  the  Caufe  5         [Cryftals 
And  as  I  am  your  Slave,  ty'd  to  your  Goodnds, 
*  Your  Creature  made  again  from  what  I  was, 
And  newjy  Spirited,  Til  right  your  Honours. 
,  Are.  Oh,  mybeft  Love*  that  Boy  J    Pbi.  What  Boy? 

Are.  The  pretty  Boy  you  gave  me,—  Pbi.  What  of 

Are.  Muft  be  no  more  mine,     Pbi.  Why?  [him? 

Are,  They  are  jealous  of  him.     Pbi.  Jealous,  who? 

Are.  The  King,     Pbi.  Oh,  my  Fortune ! 
Then  'tis  no  idle  Jealoufy,    Let  him  go. 

Are.  Oh  cruel,  ' 

Are  you  hard-hearted  too  ?  Who  fhall  now  tell  you, 

How  much  I  lpv'd  you  ?  Who  fhall  fwear  it  to  you, 

And  weep  the  Tears  I  fend  ?  Who  fhall  now  bring  you 

Letters,  Kings,  Bracelets,  lofe  his  Health  in  Service  ? 

Wake  tedious  Nights  in  Stories  of  your  Praife  ? 

Who  now  fhall  fing  your  crying  Elegpes  ? 

And  ftrikp  a  fad  Soul  into  fenfelefs  Pictures, 

And  make  them  mourn  ?  Who  fhall  take  up  his  Lute, 

And  touch  it,  till  he  crown  a  filent  Sleep 

Upon  my  Eyelid,  making  me  dream  and  cry, 

Oh  my  dear*  dear  Pbikfter.    Pbi,  Oh  my  Heart ! 

Wpyld  he  h?d  broken  fhee,  that  made  thee  know 

This  L?dy  was  not  Loyal !  Miftrefs,  forget 

The  Boy,  FU  get  thee  a  far  better  one, 

Are,  Oh  never,  never,  fuch  a  Boy  again. 

As 
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1 

As  my  Betlario. 

Phi.  *Tis  but  your  fond  Affeftipn. 

Are..  With  thee,  my  Boy,  farewefr  for  ever 
AJ1  Secrecy  in  Servants :  Farewel  Faith, 
And  all  Defire  to  do  well  for  itfelf : 
Let  all  that  fhall  fucceed  thee,  for  thy  Wropgs, 
Sell  and  betray  chaft  Love  ! 

Phi:  And  all  this  Paflion  for  a  Boy  ? 

Are.  He  was  your  Boy,  you  put  him  to  me,  and 
The  Lofs  of  fuch  muft  have  a  Mourning  for. 

Phi.  O  thou  forgetful  Woman !    Are.  How,  my  Lord  ? 
^Phi.  Falfe  Arethufa! 
Haft  thou  a  Medicine  to  reftore  my  Wits, 
When  I  have  loft  'em  ?  If  not,  leave  to  talk, 
And  to  do  thus.    Are.  Do  what,  Sir?  Would  you  deep? 

Phi.  For  ever,  Arethufa.     Oh  you  Gods, 
Give  me  a  worthy  Patience ;  Have  I  ftood 
Naked,  alone,  the  Shock  of  many  Fortunes  ? 
Have  I  feen  Mifchiefe  numberlefs,  and  mighty* 
Grow  like  a  Sea  upon  me  ?  Have  I  taken 
Danger  as  ftern  as  Death  into  my  Bofom, 
And  laugh' d  upon  it,  made  it  but  a  Mirth, 
And  flung  it  by  ?  Do  I  live  now  like  him, 
Under  this  Tyrant  King,  that  languifhing 
Hears  his  fad  Bell,  and  fees  his  Mourners  ?  Do  I 
Bear  all  this  bravely,  and  muft  fink  at  length 
Under  a  Woman's  Fallhood  ?  Oh  that  Boy, 
The  curfed  Boyl  None  but  a  villain  Boy, 
To  eafc  your  Luft  ?    Are.  Nay,  then  I  am  betray'd, 
I  feel  the  Plot  caft  for  my  Overthrow  ; ' 
Oh,  I  am  wretched. 

Phi.  Now  you  may  take  that  little  Right  I  have 
To  this  poor  Kingdom  ;  give  it  to  your  Joy, 
For  I  have  no  Joy  in  it.     Some  far  Place, 
Where  never  Womankind  durft  fet  her  Foot, 
For  burfting  with  her  Poifons,  muft  I  feek, 
And  live  to  curfe  you : 

There  dig  a  Cave,  and  preach  to  Birds  and  Beads* 
What  Woman  is,  and  help  to  fave  them  from  you. 
How  Heav'n  is  in  your  Eyes,  but,  in  your  Hearts, 

More 
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More  Hell  than  Hell  has ;   how  your  Tongues,  liko 

Scorpions, 
Both  heal  and  poifbn ;  how  your  Thoughts  are  woven 
With  thoufand  Changes  in  one  fubtle  Web, 
And  worn  fo  by  you.    How  that  foolifh  Man, 
That  read*  the  Story  of  a  Woman's  Face, 
And,  dies  believing  it,  is  loft  for  ever. 
How  all  the  Good  you  have,  is  but  a  Shadow, 
Tth*  Morning  with  you,  and  at  Nig^ht  behind  you, 
Paft  and  forgotten.    How  your  Vows  are  Frofts, 
Paft  for  a  Night,  and  with  the  next  Sun  gone. 
How  you  .are,  being  taken  all  together, 
A  meer  Confofion,  afld  fb  dead  a  Chaos* 
That  Love  cannot  diftinguifli.    Thefe  lad  Texts, 
-Till  my  laft  Hour,  I  am  bound  to  utter  of  you. 
So  farewel  all  my  Woe,  all  my  Delight !  [Exit  Phi. 

Are.  Be  merciful,  ye  Gods,  and  ftrike  me  dead ; 
What  way  have  I  delerv'd  this  ?  Make  my  Breaft 
Tranfparent  as  pure  Cryftal,  that  the  World, 
Jealous  of  me,  may  fee  the  fouleft  Thought 
My  Heart  holds.  Where  fhall  a  Woman  turn  her  Eyes, 
(32)  To  find  out  Conftancy  ?  Save  me,  how  black, 

Enter  Bellario. 

And  guiltily,  methinks,  that  Boy  looks  now  ? 
Oh  thou  Diflembler,  that,  before  thou  fpak'ft, 
Wert  in  thy  Cradle  falfe !  Sent  to  make  Lyes, 
And  betray  Innocents ;  thy  Lord  and  thou, 
May  glory  in  the  Afhes  of  a  Maid 
Fool'd  by  her  Paffion  j  but  the  Conqueft  is 
k  Nothing  fo  great  as  wicked.     Fly  away, 
Let  my  Command  force  thee  to  that,  which  Shame 
Would  do  without  it.     If  thou  underftoodft 
The  loathed  Office  thou  haft  undergone,  . 
Why,  thou  wouldft  hide  thee  under  heaps  of  Hills, 

(32)  Save  me,  bow  black 

And  guilty,  methinks ,  that  Boy  looks  no*wf\  Nothing  betray* 
a  Corruption  fo  evidently  at  the  firft  Glance,  as  a  Lameneis  in  the 
Metre.  The  Epithet  here  muft  neceffarily  be  turn'd  into  an  Advtrh, 
and  (hat  fupports  the  Verification* 

■     .  ■  Left 
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Left  Men  fhould  dig  and  find  thee,    Bet.  Oh  what  Godt 
Angfy  with  Men,  hath  fent  this  ftttuige  Difeaft . 
Into  the  nobleft  Minds  ?  Madam,  this  Grief 
You  add  unto  me  is  no  fliore  than  Drops 
To  Seas,  for  which  they  are  not  feen  taNfiwdl^ 
My  Lord  hath  ftruck  his  Anger  through  my  Heart, 
And  let  out  $k\  the  Hope  of  fatuft  Joys: 
You  need  not  bid  me  fly,  I  caifie  to  part, 
To  take  my  lateft  LeaVe  *  Farewel  for  etef  * 
I  durft  not  run  away  in  Honefty, 
Ffom  &ch  a  Lady,  kke  a  Boy  that  ftofe, 
Or  made  fome  grievous  Fatdf ;  the  Pow*r  of  Gods 
Aflift  you  in  your  Suff  'rings !  haifty  Time 
Reveal  the  T ruth  to  your  abufed  Lord, 
And  mine ;  that  he  may  know  your  Worth!  WhSft  I 
Go  feek  <mt  foftfc  forgotten  PlaeA  to  die.         [Exit  BeL 
Are.  Peace  guide  thee,'  thou  haft  overthrown  me  cncet 
(33)  Yet  if  I  hid  Another  Troy  to  lofe, 
Thou*  of  mother  Villain,  with  thy  Looks, 
Might  talk  me  out  of  it,  and  fend  me  naked, 
My  Hdir  dHhevePd  through  the  fiery  Streets. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  Madam,  the  King  would  hiint,  and  calls  for  yon 
With  Earneftnefs.      Are.  I  am  in  tune  to  hunt  I 
Diana,  if  thou  canft  rage  With  a  Maid* 
As  irith  a  Man,  let  me  difcdvef  thee 
Bathing,  and  turn  me  to  a  fearful  Hind, 
That  I  may  die  purfu'd  by  cruel  Hounds  % 
And  have  my  Story  written  in  my  Wounds.     [Exeunt. 

(33)  ret  lf  *  ****  another  Troy  H  lofe,  &c]  The  Image  fcens 
here  plainly  to  be  fhadow'd  from  the  Pi&ure  of  Hecuba,  drawn  by 
SMAKBSPEARsinhis  Hamlet,  as  running  about  the  Streets  of  trey 
in  the  midft  of  the  Flames. 

But  tvho,  oh,  tvho  had  feen  the  mohled  Queen, 
Man  hare-foot  up  and  down,  threatning  the  flames 
With  biffon  Rheum ;  a  Clout  upon  that  Bead 
Where  late  the  Diadem  flood,  *c. 
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A  C  T    IV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  King,  Pharamond,  Arethufa,  Galatea,  Megra, 
Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiline,  and  Attendants. 

King.  VK7H  AT,  are  the  Hounds. before,  and  all  the 

VV  Woodmen? 

Our  Horlcs  ready,  and  our  Bows  bent  ? 

Dion.  All,  Sir.  [gotten 

King.  You're  cloudy,  Sir;  come,  come,  we  havefor- 
Yoyr  venial  Trefpafs,  let  not  that  fit  heavy 
Upon  your  Spirit ;  none  dare  utter  it. 

Dion.  He  lool^s  like  an  old  forfeited  Stallion  after  his 
•  Leaping,  dull  as  a  Dormoufe :  See  how  he  finks ;  the 
Wench  has  fhot  him  betwixt  Wind  and  Water,  and,  I 
hope,  fprung  a  Leak.        •        • 

Tbra.  He  needs  no  teaching,  he  ftrikes  fure  enough ; 
his  greateft  Fault  is,  he  hunts  too  much  in  the  Purlues  * 
9 would,  he' would  leave  off  Poaching ! 

Dion.  And  for  his  Horn,  h'asjeft  it  at  the  Lodge 

where  he  lay  late ;  Oh,  he's  a  precious  Lime-hound ;  turn 

him  loofe  upon  the  Purfuit  of  a  Lady,  and  if  he  lofe 

,her,  hang  him  up  i'th*  Slip.  When  my  Fox-bitch  Beauty 

grows  proud,  I'll  borrow  him. 

King.  Is  your  Boy  turn'd  away  ? 

Are.  You  did  command  it,  Sir,  and  I  obey'd  you. 

King.  *Tis  well  done :  Hark  ye  further. 

Cle.  Is't  poflible,  this  Fellow  fhould  repent  ?  Methinks, 
that  were  not  noble  in  him ;  (34)  and  yet  he  looks  like  a 
mortified  Member,  as  if  he  had  a  fick  Man's  Slaver  in*s 
Mouth.  If  a  worfe  Man  had  done  this  Fault  now,  fbme 
Phyfical  Juftice  or  other,  would  prefently  (without  the 
help  of  an  Almanack)  have  opened  the  Obftrudlions  of 
his  Liver,  and  let  him  blood  with  a  Dog-whip. 

Dion.  See,  fee,  how  modeftly  yon  Lady  looks,  as  if 

(34)  And  yet  be  looks  like'  a  mortified  Member »,  as  if  be  bad  a  fick 
Man's  Slave  in  bis  Moutb.]  We  mull,  furely,  read  Slaver.  Every 
Body  muft,  I  think,  affent  to  this;  and  therefore  it  needs  no  Note  in 
Confirmation.  Mr.  Seward. 

fhe 
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fhe  came  from  Churching  with  her  Neighbour ;  why, 
what  a  Devil  can  a  Man  lee  in  her  Face,  but  that  (he's 
honeft?  . 

(35)  Tbra.  Troth,  no  great  matter  to  Ipeak  of,  a  foolifli 
twinkling  with  the  Eye,  that  lpoils  her  Coat  5  but  he 
mull  be  a  cunning  Herald,  that  finds  it. 

Dion.  See  how  they  mufter  one  another'  O  there's  a 
rank  Regiment  where  the  Devil  carries  the  Colours,  and 
his  Dam  is  Drum-major.  Now  the  World  and  the  Fkfh 
come  behind  with  the  Carriage. 

Cle.  Sure,  this  Lady  has  a  good  Turn  done  her  againft 
her  Will :  Before,  fhe  was  common  talk ;  now  none  dare 
lay,  Cantharides  can  ftir  her  •,  her  Face  looks  like  a  War«? 
rant,  willing  and  commanding  all  Tongues,  as  they  will 
arifwer  it,  to  be  tied  up,  and  bolted  when  this  Lady  means 
to  let  herfelf  loofe.  As  I  live,  fhe  has  gQt  her  a  goodly 
Protection,  and  a  gracious;  and  m$y  ufe  her  Body  dif- 
treetly,  for  her  Health's  fake,  ontee  a  Week,  excepting 
Lent  and  Dog-days:  Oh,  if  they  were  to  be  got  for 
Money,  what  a  great  Sum  would  come  out  of  the  City 
for  thefc  Licences  ? 

King.  To  Horfe,  to  Horfe,  we  lofe  the  Morning, 
Gentlemen.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Woodmen. 

1  Wood.  What,  have  you  lodg'd  the  Deer? 

2  Wood.  Yes,  they  are  ready  for  the  Bow. 

1  Wood.  Who  Ihoots  ? 

2  Wood.  The  Princefs. 

1  Wood.  No,  lhe'11  hunt. 

2  Wood.  She'll  take  a  Stand,  I  lay. 

1  Wood.  Whoelfe? 

2  Wood.  Why,  the  young  ftranger  Prince. 

(35)  Pha.  Troth,  no  great  Matter  to  /peak  df,  &c]  How  comes 
Pharamond  to  interpofc  in  this  Argument,  and  reply  to  what  Dion, 
Cleremont,  and  thofe  whom  he  knew  to  be  of  Phi/after's  Party,  are 
talking  of,  and  that,  under  the  Rofe.  as  we  fay  ?  The  Speech  muft 
certainly  be  placed  to  Tbrajiline.  Pha.  and  Tbra.  (The  Abbrevia- 
tion oif  the  Characters  fpeaking)  might  eafily  be  niiitaken  at  Prefs. 

i  Wood. 
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1  Wood.  He  fliall  fhoot  in  a  Stane-bow  for  mb.  (36)  I 
never  lov'd  his  beyond-fea-fhip,  fince  he  forifodk  the  Say, 
for  paying  Ten  Shillings :  He  was  there  at  the  Fall  of  a 
Deer,  and  would  needs  (out  of  his  Mightinefe)  give  Ten 
Groats  for  the  ©owcefcs ;  (37)  many,  the  Steward  would 
have  had  the  Velvet-Head  into  the  bargain,  to  tuft  his 
Hat  withal :  I  think,  he  ftioukl  love  Veneiy ;  he  is  an 
fcld  Sir  tfriftram  \  for  if  you  be  remember 'd^( $$}  he  for* 
fook  the  Stag  once  to  ftrike  a  Rafcal  mitching  in  a  Mea- 
dow, and  her  he  killed  in  the  Eye.  Who  ftioots  dfe£ 
-   ^  Wood.  The  Lady  Galatea. 

1  Wood.  That's  a  good  Weneh,  an  Ihe  would  flot 
chide  us  -for  tumbling  of  her  Women  in  the  Brakes. 
She's  liberal,  and,  by  my  Bowv  they  fay,  fhtfs  honeft; 
and  whether  that  be  a  Fault,  I  have  nothing  to  do. 
There's  all?     . 

iWoed.  $To,  one  more*  Megra, 

1  Wood.  That's  a  firker,  V  faith,  Boy ;  there's  a  Wend 
will  ride  her  Haunocs  as  hard  after  a  Kennel  of -Mounds, 
as  a  Hunting^faddle-j  -aftd  tfhen  lhe  comes  ^home,  get  ?em 
dapt,  and  all  is  well  again*  I  have  known  hfer  Jofe  herfeff 
three  times  in  one  Afternoon  (if  the  Woods^have  been 
anfwerablc)  and  it  has  been  Work  enough  forgone  Man 

(36  /  never  Md  his  beyondfeafhip,  fince  be  for  fook  the  Say,  fir 
faying  Ten  Shillings?}  When.a  Deer  is  hunted  down,  andtwbecat 
up,  it  is  a  Ceremony  for  the  Keeper  to  offer  his  Knife  to  a  TMan  of 
the  firft  Diftinftion  in  the  Field,  that  he  may  rip  up  the  Belly,  and 
take  an  Affay  of  the  Plight  and  Fatnefs^f  the  Game.  But  this, 
as  the  Woodman  fays,  Pbaramond  declined,  to  (ave  the  ctfftonarjr 
Fee  of  Ten  Shillings. 

(37)  marry  f  the  Steward  would  have  had  the  Velvet- Head  into 
the  Bargain  to  turf  his  Hat  withal  ?\  What  Gonfonancy  is  there  be- 
twixt velvet  and  Turf?  The  original  Word  mud  certainly  have  been, 
tuft;  which  correfpondswith  the  feft  Pik  of  the  Velvet.  :%ehth 
tufted,  as  the  French  Dictionaries  explain  it  to  us. 


sj  (38)    he  forfook  ihf  Stag  once   to  ftrike  a  Rafcal .  milking  in  a 

1        Meadow,  and  Jier  he  kilVd  in  the  Eye.]  A  Rafcal  is  a  lean  Deer, 


Sarcafm  on  Pbaramond  as  a  bad  Shooter;  for  all  jgood  Ones  levttt 
at  the  Heart.  ^ 

v  ;    .J  \S  . 
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to  find  hei^  and  h?  has  fweat  for  it.     She  rides  well*  aBd 
fliepaysweH.    Haft,  let's  go.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Phi.  Oh,  that  I  had  been  nourifh^d  in  thefe  Woods 
With  Milk  of  <Joats,  and  Acorns,  and  not  known 
The  Right  of  Crowns,  nor  die  diflemfaling  Urains 
Of  Womens*  Looks ;  but  dig'd  myfelf  a  Cave, 
Where  I,  my  Fire,  my  Cattel,  and  my  Bed, 
Might  have  been  fhut  together  in  one  Shed ; 
And  then  had  taken  me  fome  mountain  Girl, 
Beaten  with  Winds,  chaft  as  the  harden'd  Rocks 
Whereon  ihe  dwells ;  that  might  have  ftrew'd  my  Bed 
With  Leaves,  and  Reeds,  and  with  the  Skins  of  Beafts 
Our  Neighbours ;  and  have  borne  at  her  big  Breafts 
My  large  coarfe  Iflue,     This  had  been  a  Life 
Free  from  Vexation. , 

Enter  Bellario, 

(39)  Bel  Oh  wicked  Men ! 
An  Innocent  may  walk  fafe  among  Beafts, 
Nothing  ,affaults  me  here.     See,  my  griev'd  Lord 
Sits  as  his  Soul  were  fearching  out  the  way 
To  leave  his  Body.    Pardon  me,  that  muft 
Break  thro*  thy  laft  Command ;  for  I  muft  Ipeak; 
You,  that  are  grievM,  can  pity ;  hear,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Is  there  a  Creature  yet  fo  miferable, 
That  I  can  pity?    Bel.  Oh,  my  noMe  Lord, 
VieWTny  mange  Fortune,  and  beftow  on  me, 
According  to  your  Bounty  (if  my  Service 
Can'  fnerit  nothing)  fo  much  as  may  ferve 
To  keep  that  little  Piece  I  hold  or  Life 
F*om  Cold  and  Hunger.     Phi.  Is  it  thou  ?  Be  gone : 
Go,  fell  thofe  misbefeenring  Cloaths  thou  wear*ft, 

(39)  ®&  wicked  Men  ! 

An  innocent  Man  may  watt  fafe  among  Beafts^  But  Bella- 
rio, who  fpeaks  this,  was  no  Man.  It  is  a  Fault  of  the  modern  Edi- 
tions. Man  is  miftakerily  repeated,  from  Men  occurring  in  the  prece- 
dent line.  I  have  regulated  the  Text  by  the  Authority  of  the  beft 
Quarto's. 

And 
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And  feed  thyfelf  with  them. 


Bel  Alas !  my  Lord,  I  can  get  nothing  for  them : 
The  filly  Country  People  think,  'tis  Treafon 
To  touch  fuch  gay  Things, 

Phi.  Now,  by  my  Life,  this  is 
Unkindly  done,  to  vex  me  with  thy  Sight, 
Thou'rt  fain  again  to  thy  diffembling  Trade : 
How  (houldft  thou  think  to  cozen  me  again  ? 
Remains  there  yet  a  Plague  untry'd  for  me  ? 
(40)  Even  fo  thou  wept'ft,  and  look'd'ft,  and  fpok'ft, 

when  firft 
I  took  thee  up ;  Curfe  on  the  Time !     If  thy 
Commanding  Tears  can  work  on  any  other,  ^ 
Ufe  thy  old  Art,  Til  not  betray  it.     Which 
Way  wilt  thou  take,  that  I  may  fhun  thee ;  for 
Thine  Eyes  are  Poifon  unto  mine ;  and  I 
Am  loth  to  grow  in  Rage.     This  way,  or  that  way? 

Bel.  Any  will  ferve.     But  I  will  chufe  to  have 
That  Path  in  Chafe  that  leads  unto  my  Grave. 

[Exeunt  Phil,  and  Bel.  feveraSj. 

Enter  Dion  and  the  Woodmen. 

Dion.   This  is  the  ftrangeft  fudden  Chance!      You, 
Woodman, 


1  Wood.  My  Lord  Dion> 


mm 


(4 1)  Dion.  Saw  you  a  Lady  come  this  way  on  a  fable 
Horfe  ftudded  with  Stars  of  white  ? 

2  Wood.  Was  fhe  not  young  and  tall  ? 
,    Dion.  Yes;  Rode  fhe  to  the  Wood,  or  to  the  Plain? 

2  Wood.  Faith,  my  Lord,  we  law  none. 

[Exeunt Wood.  * 

Enter  Cleremont. 

Dion.  Pox  of  your  Queffions  then!  What,  is  fhe 
found?  *      "  ^ 

(40)  EvyfetbouwpfJlyandfpoVJ!,<whenfirfi]  This  Vcrfc  is  de- 
feftive  m  a  whole  Foot.  I  have  fill'd  up  the  Chafm  by  the  Authority 
•of  the  old  Quarto  in  1628. 

•  (41)  Saw  you  a  Lady  come  this  <way  on  a  fable  Horfe  flubbed  with 
Start  of  white?  ]  Stubbed,™  I  apprehend,  is  Nonfenfej  Studded  I 
have  rcftored  from  the  bed  £>uarto*&. 

•■  -  ■  »  vde» 
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Of.  Nor  will  be,  I  think- 

D/00.  Let  him  feek  his  Daughter  himfelf;  fhe  cannot 
ftray  about  a  little  neceffaiy  natural  Bufinefs,  but  the  whole 
Court  muft  be  in  Arms ;  when  fhe  has  done,  we  fhall 
have  Peace. 

Cle..  There's  already  a  thoufand  fatherlefi  Tales  amongft 
us  5  fome  fay,  her  Horfe  run  away  ^ith  her;  fome  a  Wolf 
purfued  her ;  others,  it  was  a  Plot  to  kill  her ;  and  that 
armed  Men  were  feen  in  the  Wood :  but,  queftionlefe*  flic 
rode  away  willingly. 

Enter  King,  and  Thraflline. 

King.  Where  is  fhe?     Cle.  Sir*  I  cannot  tell. 

King.  How  is  that  ?  Anfwer  me  fb  again. 

Cle.  Sir,  fhallllye? 

King.  Yes,  lye  and  <fctfTOV  rather  than  tell  me  that  1 
I  fay  again,  where  is  lhe  ?  Mutter  not ; 
Sir,  (peak  you  where  is  lhe  ?    Dion.  Sir,  I  do  not  know. 

King.  Speak  that  again  fo  boldly,  and,  hy  Heav'n, 
Itisthylaft.     You  Fellows,  anlwer  me; 
Where  is  lhe  ?  Mark  me  all,  I  am  your  King., 
I  wifh  to  fee  my  Daughter,  lhew  her  me; . 
I  do  command  you  all,  as  you  are  Subjects, 
To  lhew  her  me :  What,  am  I  not  your  King? 
(42)  If,  ay;  then  am  I  not  to  be  obeyed? 

Dion.  Yes,  if  you  command  things  poffible  and  honefk 

King .  Things  poffible,  and  honeft !  Hear  me,  thou, 
Thou  Traitor,  that  dar'ft  confine  thy  King  to  things 
Poffible  and  honeft ;  lhew  her  me, 
Or  let  me  perilh,  if  I  cover  not 
All  Sicify  with  Blood. 

Dion.  Indeed  I  cannot,  unlefs  you  tell  me  where  lhe  is. 

King.  You  have  betray'd  me,  /have  let  me  lofc 
The  Jewel  of  my  Life ;  go,  bring  her  me, 
And  let  her  here  before  me;  'tis  the  King 

(42)  If  I,  then  am  not  1  to  be  obtfd¥\  The  Repetition  of  the  two 
P&,  here,  is  very  abfurd.  But,  as  I  have  remark'd  in  my  Notes  upon 
Shakespeare,  it  was  frequent,  at  that  time  of  Day,  to  exprefs  the 
Particle  Ay  by  the  Vowel  /. 

Vol.  I.  L  Wyi, 
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Wiirhavc  it  fo,  whofe  Breath  ^an  ftill  the  Winds, 
Uncloud  the  Sun,  charm  down  the  fwelling  Sea, 
And  ftop  the  Floods  of  Heav'n-  (peak,  can  it  not  ? 
Dion.  No.     King,  No !  cannot  the  Breath  of  Kings 
do  this?  *  * 

^Dion.  No  j  nor  fmell  fweet  itfelf,  if  once  the  Lungs 
Be  but  corrupted.    KtHg.  Isitfo?  Take  Heed. 

Dim.  Sir,  take  y6u  Heed  \  how  you  do  dare  the  Pow*rs 
That  muft  be  juft.     King.  Alas !  what  are  we  Kings  ? 
Why  do  you,  Gods,  place  us  above  the  reft  -9 
To  be  ferv'd,  flatter'd*  -and  ador'd,  till  we 
Believe,  we  hold  within  our  Hands  your  Thunder ; 
And  when  We  come  to  try  the  Pow'r  we  have, 
There's  not  a  Leaf  (hakes  at  our  Threatnings. 
I  have/in'd,  'tis  true,  and  here  ftand  to  be  punifh'd  •, 
Yet  #6uM  not  th«*  be  purflh*d ;  kt  me  chufe 
My  way,  andlaykofc. 

•*fflw*.:fle  articles  with  the  Gods ;  Vould,  fame  body 
wouftT'Sraw  Bonds,  for  the  Performance  of  Covenants  be- 
twixt them !       -     » 

•  *■■*■■ 

Enter  Pharamond,  Galatea,  and  Megra, 

King.  ^hat*  is  fhe  found  ? 
Pha.  Nb,  We  have  ta?en  her  Horfe. 
[e  gajlop'd. empty  by :    There  is  fome  Treafoi* ;  ; 

fiw;  'OaMea^  tode  with  her  into  the  .Wood  \  why  left 

yoffher?  - .,     ■  ' 

Gdfc  She  did  command  m&. 

King.  Command !  you  fliould  not. 

Gal.  9T would  ill  become  my  Fortunes  and  my  Birth 
To  difobey  the  Daughter  of  my  King. 
"King,:  ~Yoli*re.aH  cunning  to  obey  us  for  our  Hurt, 
But  I  will  have  her.     Pba.  If  I  have  her  not^ 
By  this  Hand,  there  ihall  be  no  more  Sicify. 

Dion.  What,  will  he  carry  it  to  Spain  in*s  Pocket  ?  - 

Pha.  I  will  not  le^ve  one  Man  alive,  but  the  King, 
A  Cook  and  a  Tailor.     (43)  Dion.  Yet  you  may  do  well 

To 

(43)  Yet  you  may  do  <ue/I  to  flare  your  Lady's  Bedfellow,  and  her 
joumay  keep  for  a  Sfazuner."}    The  Addition  of  a  finglc  Letter  has 

xaade 
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To  ipare  your  Lady-Bedfellow,  and  her 
You  may  keep  for  a  Spawner. 

King.  I  fee,  the  Injuries  Lhave  done  muft  be  reveng'd. 

Dion.  Sir,  this  is  not  the  way  to  find  her  out. 

King.  Run  all,    difperfc  your  felves:    the  Man  that 
finds  her, 
Or  (if  fhe  be  kill'd)  the  Traitcpr;  Til  make  him  great. 

Dion.  I  know  fome  would  give  five  thoufand  Pounds 
to  find  her. 

Pba.  Cofrie,  let  us  feek. 

King.  Each  Man  a  feveral  Way,  here  I  myfelf. 

Dion.  Come,  Gentlemen,  we  here. 

Cle.  Lady,  you  muft  go  fearch  too. 

Meg.  I  had  rather  be  fearch'd  iftyfelf.      {Exeunt  omnes. 

» 

Enter  Arethuia. 

Are.  Where  am  I  now?  Feet,  find  me  out  a  Way, 
Without  the  Counfel  of  my  troubled  Head ; 
I'll  follow  you  boldly  about  thefe  Woods, 
O'er  Mountains,  thorbw  Brambles,  Pits,  and  Floods : 
Heaven,  I  hope,  will  cafe  me.     I  am  fick. 

K  Enter  Bdlario. 

Bel.  Yoncfcr**  my  Lady  •,  Heaven  knows,  I  want  nothlhg,' 
Becaufe  I  do  riot  with  to  five,  yet  I 
Will  try  her  Charity.    O  hear,  you  that  have  Plenty, 
And  from  that  flowing  Store,  drop  fome  on  dry  Ground ;  fee, 
The  lively  Red  is  gone  to  guard  her  Heart ; 
I  fear,  (he  faints.     Madam,  look-up;  fhe  breathes  not ; 
Open  once  more  thofe  rofy  Twins,  and  fend 

made  fad  Nonfenfe  of  this.  His  Lady's  Bedfellow  can  mean  none 
but  Bellario  $  whom  Dion,  indeed,  believ'd  to  be  the  Princefs's  Gal- 
lant, and  therefore  might  fpeak  tauntingly  of  both  of  them.  But,  as 
he  thought  him  a  Man,  how  would  he  have  him  kept  for  a  Spawner  ? 
It  mould  be; 

■  You  may  do  welt 

¥0  /part your  Lady  Bedfellow,  and  her 

Ton  may  keep  for  a  Spawner. 
Meaning,  Megra.  Mr.  Seward. 

This  Emendation  is  authoriz'd  by  the  old  Quarto  in  1 628,  and  feve- 
ral others  of  the  beft  Quarto's 

L  2  Unto 
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Unto  my  Lord,  your  lateft  Farewell ;  Oh,  fhe  ftirs : 
How  is  it,  Madam  ?  Speak  Comfort. 

Are.  'Tis  not  gently  done, 
To  put  me  in  a  miferable  Life, 
And  hold  me  there ;  I  pray  thee,  let  me  go, 
I  fhall  do  beft  without  thee ;  I  am  well. 

£»/*r-Philafter. 

Phi.  I  am  to  blame  to  be  fo  much  in  Rage, 
Til  tell  her  cooly,  when,  and  where,  I  heard 
This  killing  Truth.     I  will  be  temperate 
In  Ipeaking,  and  as  juft  in  hearing  it. 
Oh  monftrous !  Tempt  me  not,  ye  Gods !  good  Gods, 
Tempt  not  a  frail  Man !  what's  he,  that  has  a  Heart, 
But  he  muft  eafe  it  here  ? 

Bel.  My  Lord,  help  the  Princefs. 

Are.  I  am  well,  forbear. 

(44)  Phi.  Let  me  love  Lightning,  let  me  be  cmbracM 
And  kifs'd  by  Scorpions,  or  adore  the  Eyes 
Of  Bafilisks,  rather  than  truft  the  Tongues, 
Of  Hell-bred  Women :  Some  good  Gods*  look  down, 
And  fhrink  thefe  Veins  up ;  ftick  me  here  a  Stone, 
Lading  to  Ages  in  the  Memory 
*  Of  this  damn'd  Aft.    Hear  me,  ybu  wicked  Ones ; 
You  have  put  Hills  of  Fire  into  this  Breaft, 
Not  to  be  cJUench'd  with  Tears ;  for  which  may  Guilt 
Sit  on  your  Bofbms !  at  your  Meals,  and  Beds, 
Defbair  await  you !     What,  before  my  Face  ? 
Poifon  of  Alps  between  your  Lips !  Difeafes 
Be  your  beft  Iflbes !  Nature  make  a  Curie, 
And  throw  it  on  you !     Are.  Dear  Pbilafter>  leave 
To  be  enragM,  and  hear  me.     Phi.  I  have  done ; 

(44)  Let  me  fave  Lightning,  let  me  be  embraced 

And  kifs'd  by  Scorpions,  or  adore  the  Eyes 

Of  Bafilisksy  rather  than  truft  to  Tongues 

Andjhrink  thefe  Veins  up\\  But  how  would  trufting  to  Tongue* 
fhrink  Philafter's  Veins up?  This  is  abfolute  Nonfenfe;  and  never 
could  have  been  remedied  but  by  the  Afliflance  of  the  old  Quarto** 
which  are  worth  their  Weight  in  Gold,  and  from  which  T  have 
reftored  the  Line  funk  by  the  Negligence  of  the  more  modern  Editors. 

Forgiv« 
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Forgive  my  Paffion.  Not  the  calmed  Sea, 

When  /Eolus  locks  up  his  windy  Brood, 

Is  lefc  difturb'd  than  I ;  1*11  make  you  know  it. 

Dear  Aretbufa,  do  but  take  this  Sword, ' 

And  fearch  how  temperate  a  Heart  I  have ; 

Then  you,  and  this  your  Boy,  may  live  and  reign 

In  Luft,  without  Controul.     Wilt  thou,  Bellario  ? 

I  prithee,  kill  me  5  thou  art  poor,  and  may'ft 

Nourifh  ambitious  Thoughts,  when  I  am  dead  : 

This  Way  were  freer ;  Am  I  raging  now  ? 

If  I  were  mad,  I  fhould  defire  to  live ; 

Sirs,  feel  my  Pulfe ;  where  ever  have  you  known 

A  Man  in  a  more  equal  Tune  to  die  ? 

Bel.  Alas,  my  Lord,  your  Pulfe  keeps  Madman's  time, 
So  does  your  Tongue.    Phi.  You  will  not  kill  me  then  ? 

Are.  Kill  you  ?    Bel  Not  for  a  World. 

Phi.  I  blame  not  thee,   . 
Bellario ;  thou  haft  done  but  that,  which  Gods 
Would  have  transform'd  themfelves  to  do;  be  gone,* 
Leave  me  without  Reply ;  this  is  the  laft 
Of  all  our  Meeting.    Kill  me  with  this  Sword  ; 
Be  wife,  or  worfe  will  follow :  we  are  Two 
Earth  cannot  bear  at  once.     Refblve  to  do,  or  fufler. 

Are.  If  my  Fortunes  be  fo  good  to  let  me  fall 
Upon  thy  Hand,  I  fhall  have  Peace  in  Death. 
Yet  tell  me  this,  will  there  be  no  Slanders, 
No  Jealoufies  in  the  other  World,  no  111  there? 

Phi.  No. 

Are.  Shew  me  then  the  way.    Phi.  Then  guide 
My  feeble  Hand,  you  that  have  Pow'r  to  do  it, 
For  I  muft  perform  a  piece  of  Juftice.    If  your  Youth 
Have  any  way  offended  Heav^i,  let  Pray'rs 
Short  and  effeftual  reconcile  you  to  it. 

Are.  I  am  prepar'd. 

Enter  a  Country  Fellow. 

Coun.  Til  fee  the  King  if  he  be  in  the  Foreft,  I  have 
hunted  him  thefe  two  Hours ;  if  I  fhould  come  home  and 
not  fee  him,  my  Sifters  would  laugh  at  me ;  I  can  fee  no- 
thing but  People  better  hors'd  than  myfelf,  that  out- 
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ride  me ;  I  can  hear  nothing  but  Shouting.  Thefe  King* 
had  need  of  good  Brains,  this  Whooping  is  able  to  put 
a  mean  Man  out  of  his  Wits.  There's  a  Courtier  with 
his  Sword  drawn;  by  this  Hand,  upon  a  Woman,  I 
think. 

Phi.  Are  you  at  Peace  ? 

Are.  With  Heavens  and  Earth. 

Phi.  May  they  divide  thy  Soul  and  Body ! 

Court.  Hold,  Daftard,  ftrike  a  Woman !  thou'rt  a 
a  Craven,  I  warrant  thee;  (45)  thou  would'ft  be  loth  to 
play  half  a  Dozen  of  Venies  at  Waiters  with  a  good  Fel- 
low for  a  broken  Head. 

Phi.  Leave  us,  good  Friend. 

Are.  What  ill-bred  Man  art  thou,  to  intrude  thyfelf 
Upon  our  private  Sports,  our  Recreations  ? 

Cowl  Gad  *uds  me,  I  underftand  you  not;  but,  I 
know,  the  Rogue  has  hurt  you. 

Phi.  Purfue  thy  own  Affairs  :    It  will  be  ill 
To' multiply  Blood  upon  my  Head ;  which  thou  wilt  force 
me  to. 

Coun.  I  know  not  your  Rhetorick ;  but  I  can  lay  it  on, 
if  you  touch  the  Woman.  \$hey  fight. 

Phi.  Slavey  take  what  thou  deferv'ft. 

Are.  Heavens  guard  my  Lord ! 

Coun.  Oh,  do  you  breathe  ? 

Phi.  I  hear  the  Tread  of  People :  I  am  hurt. 
The  Gods  take  part  againft  me*  cou'd  this  Boor 
Have  held  me  thus  elfe  ?     I  muft  fhift  for  Life, 
Though  I  do  loath  it.     I  would  find  a  Courfe 
To  lofe  it  rather  by  my  Will,  than  Force.         {Exit  Phi. 

(45)  Thou  would* ft  he  loth  to  play  half  a  Dozen  of  Venies  at 
Wallers]  /.  e.  Cudgels.  Mi n shew,  in  his  Dictionary  of  Eleven 
Languages,  has  given  us  a  moft  ridiculous  Reafon  for  the  Etymology 
of  this  Word :  that  Cudgels  were  cali'd  Wafters,  beeaufe,  in  frequent- 
ly clalhing  againft  each  other,  they  fplinter'd  and  nvafted.  Vil  ven- 
ture to  advance  a  more  probable  Conjecture.  We  find  in  our  old  Law- 
Books,  that  the  Statute  of  Weftminfter  (5*  Edwardi  tertii,  cap.  14  ) 
was  mad-e  againft  Night-walkers,  and  fuffneSed  Perfons  caltd  Ro- 
herdefmen,  Waftours,  and  Draw- latches.  Thefe  Waftours,  or  Plun- 
derers, deriyed  their  Name  from  the  Latine  Terme,  Vaftatores ;  and 
thence  the  mifchievous  Weapons,  or  Bludgeons,  with  which  they 
went  armM,  were  cali'd  Wafttrs ;  i.  e.   Deftroyers, 

Coun. 
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Conn;  I  cannot  follow  the  Rogue.  I  pray  thci,  Weiich, 

come  and  kifs  me  now.  . .    fc 

•- 

v„.    Enter  Pharamond,  Dion*  Cleremont,  TJi»filine*\ 

and  JVoodmen. 

Pba.  What  art  thou? 

Coun.  Almoft  killed  I  am  for  a  foolifli  Woman ;  a  Knave 
has  hurt  her.  ".  -  [M&teiTi? 

Pba.  The  Prineefs,  Gendemen !  Where's  the  WoUnd, 
Is  it  dangerous  ?     Are.  He  has  not  hurt  me. 

Coun.  F  faith,  fhe  lyes;  h'as  hurt  her  in  the  Breaft, 
look  elfe. 

Pba:  O  facred  Spring  of  innocent  Blood ! 

Dion.  '  Tis  above  Wonder ! ,  Who  fhould  dare  do  this  ? 

Are.  I  felt  it  not. 

Pba.  Speak,  Villain,  who  has  hurt  the  Prineefs  ? 

Coun.  Is  it  the  Prineefs  ?     Dion.  Ay. 

Com.  Then  I  have  feen  Something  yet. 

Pba%  But  who  has  hurt  her? 

Coun.   I  told  you,   a  Rogue;  I  ne'er  faw  him  be- 
fore, I. 

Pba.  Madam,  who  did  it  ? 

Are.  Some  diflioneft  Wretch  ; 
Alas !  I  know  him  not,  and  do  forgive  him. 

Coun.  He's  hurt  too,  he  cannot  go  far;  I  ntede  my  Fa- 
ther's old  Fox  fly  about  his  Eare. 
.   Pba.  How  wUl  you  have  me  kill  him  ? 

Are.  Not  at  all* 
'Tis  fome  diftra&ed  Fellow.     Pba.  By  this  Hand* 
I'll  lqave  ne'er  a  Piece  of  him  bigger  than  a  Nut, 
And  bring  him  all  in  my  Hat  to  you.  r 

Are.  Nay,  good  Sir ; 
If  you  do  take  him,  bring  him  quick  to  me, 
And  I  will  ftudy  for  a  Punifhment, 
Great  as  his  Fault.     Pba.  I  will.     Are.  But  (Wear. ' 

Pba.  By  all  my  Love,  „  I  will :  Woodmen*  condudl 
the  Prineefs  to  the  King,  and  bear  that  wounded  Fel- 
low to  Dreffing:  Come,  Gendemen,  we'll  follow  did 
Chafe  clofe.  i,     >' 

[Ex.  Are.  Pha.  Dion,  Ole.-Thra.  and  i  Woodman. 
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Com.  I  pray  you,  Friend,  let  me  fee  the  King; 
%  Wood.  That  you  fhall,  and  receive  Thanks. 

[  Exeunt. 
Com.  IF  I  get  dear  of  this,  I'll  go  fee  no  more  gay 
Sights. 

Enter  Bellario. 

Bel.  A  Heavinefi  near  Death  fits  on  my  Brow, 
And  I  muft  fleep :  Bear  me,  thou  gentle  Bank, 
For  ever,  if  thou  volt :  You  fweet  Ones  all, 
Let  me  unworthy  prefs  you :  I  cou'd  wifh, 
I  rather  were  a  Cone  ftrew'd  o'er  with  you, 
Than  quick  above  you*    Dulnefs  fhuts  mine  Eyes, 
And  I  am  giddy.     Oh !  that  I  could  take 
So  found  a  Sleep,  that  I  might  never  wake. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Phi.  I  have  done  ill,  my  Confcience  calls  me  falfe, 
To  ftrike  at  her,  that  would  not  ftrike  at  me. 
When  I  did  fight,  methought,  I  heard  her  pray 
The  Gods  to  guard  me.     She  may  be  abus'd, 
And  I  a  loathed  Villain :    If  ihe  be, 
She  will  conceal  who  hurt  her  5  He  has  Wounds, 
And  cannot  follow,  neither  knows  he  me. 
Who's  this  ?  Bellario  fleeping  ?    If  thou  beeft 
Guilty,  there  is  no  Juftice  that  thy  Sleep        [Cry  within. 
Should  be  fb  found ;  and  mine,  wnom  thou  haft  wrong*d, 
So  broken.    Hark !  I  am  purfued.     You  Gods, 
I'll  take  this  offer'd  Means  of  my  Efcape : 
They  have  no  Mark  to  know  me,  but  my  Wounds, 
If  fhe  be  true ;  if  falfe,  let  Mifchief  light 
On  all  the  World  at  once !  Sword,  print  my  Wounds, 
Upon  this  fleeping  Boy :  I  ha*  none,  I  think, 
Are  mortal,  nor  would  I  lay  greater  on  thee.  [Wounds  him. 

Bel.  Oh!  Death,  Ihope,  is  come;  bleft  be  the  Hand ! 
It  meant  me  well ;  again,  for  Pity's  fake. 

Phi.  I  have  caught  myfelf,  [Phi.  falls. 

The  Lofs  of  Blood  nath  ftayed  my  Flight.    Here,  here, 
Is  he  that  ftruck  thee :  Take  thy  full  Revenge, 
UTe  me,  as  I  did  mean  thee,  worfe  than  Death : 

HI 
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I'll  teach  thee  to  revenge :  Thislucklefs  Hand 
Wounded  the  Prineefe ;  (46)  tell  niy  Followers, 
Thou  didft  receive  thefe  Hurts  in  ftaying  me, 
And  I  will  fecond  thee :  Get  a  Reward. 

BeL  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord,  and  lave  yourfelf. 

Phi.  How's  this?—— 
Wouldft  thou,  I  fhould  be  fafc  ?    BeL  Elfe  it  were  vain 
For  me  to  live.    Thefe  little  Wounds,  Ihave^ 
Ha'  not  hied  much,  reach  me  that  noble  Hand, 
Fll/help  to  cover  you.    Phi.  Art  thou  true  to  me  ?     , 

BeL  Or  let  me  perifh  loathM !  Come,  my  good  Lord, 
Creep  in  amongft  thofe  Bufhes :  Who  does  know, 
But  that  the  Gods  may  fave  your  much-lov'd  Breath? 

Phi.  Then  I  (hall  die  for  Grief,  if  not  for  this, 
That  I  have  wounded  thee :  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

BeL  Shift  for  myfelf  well :  Peace!  I  hear 'em  come. 

Within.  Follow,  follow,  follow;  that  way  they  went. 

BeL  With  my  own  Wounds  I  *U  bloody,  my  own  Sword. 
I  need  not  counterfeit  to  fall ;  H^av'n  knows, 
That  I  can  Hand  no  longer. 

Enier  Pharamond,  Dion,  Cleremont  and  Thrafiline. 

Pba.  To  this  Place  we  have  track'd  him  by  his  Blood.  , 

Cle.  Yonder,  my  Lord,  creeps  one  away. 

Dion.  Stay,  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Bel.  A  wretched  Creature  wounded  in  thefe  Woods 
By  Beafts ;  relieve  me,  if  your  Names  be  Men,   . 
Or  I  ihall  periih.    Dim.  This  is  he,  njy  Lord, 
Upon  my  Soul,  that  hurt  her ;  'tis  the  Boy, 
That  wicked  Boy  that  ferv'd  her. 

Pba.  O  thou  damn'd 
In  thy  Creation !  What  Caufe  could'ft  thou  fhape 
To  hurt  the  Princefi  ?    BeL  Then  I  am  betray'd. 

Dion.  Betray'd !  no,  apprehended.    BeL  I  confefi  * 
Urge  it  no  more,  that,  big  with  evil  Thoughts, 

(46)  ■    "  till  my  Followers]  We  are  not  to  under* 

ftand  this  Word  here  for  his  Retinue,  his  Fiends,  or  thofe  that  fol- 
lowed him  as  Servants ;  but  his  Purfuers, 
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I  fet  upon  her,  and  did  make  my  Aim 

Her  Death.     For  Charity,  let  fell  at  once 

The  Punifhment  you  mean,  and  do  not  load 

This  weary  Flefh  with  Tortures.  :  Pba.  I  will  know. 

Who  hir'd  thee  to  this  Deed.     Bel.  Mine  own  Revenge. 

Pba.  Revenge,  for  what  ?         :         ?       \       ■ 

Bel.  It  pleas' d  her  to  receive 
Me  as  her  Page,  and,  when  my  Fortunes  ebb'd, 
(47)  That  Men  ftrid  o'er  them  carelefs,  (he  did  fhower 
Her  welcome  Graces  on  me,  and  did  fwell 
My  Fortunes,  'till  they  overflowed  their  Banks, 
Threatning  the  Men  that  croft  'em ;  when,  as  fwift 
As  Storms  arife  at  Sea,  fhe  turn'd  her  Eyes 
To  burning  Suns  upon  me,  and  did  dry 
The  Streams  (he  had  beftow'd ;  leaving  me  worfe, 
And  more  contemn' d  than  other  little  Brooks, 
Becaufe  I  had  been  great :  In  fhort,  I  knew 
I  eould  not  live,  and  therefore  did  defire 
To  die  reveng'd.     Pba.  If  Tortures  can  be  found, 
Long  as  thy  natural  Life,  refolve  to  feel 
The  utmoft  Rigour.  [Philafter  creeps  out  of  a  Bujb. 

t  Cle.  Help  toiead  him  hence. 

Pbi.  Turn  back,  you  Ravifhers  of  Innocence, 
Know  ye  the  Price  of  that  you  bear  away 
So  redely? 

Pba.  Who's  that?     Dion.  *Tis  the  Lord  Philajltr. 

Phi:  *Tis  not  the  Trealure  of  aU  Kings  in  one, 
The  Wealth  of  Tagus,  nor  the  Rocks  of  Pearl 
That  pave  the  Court  of  Neptuner  can  weigh  down 
That  Virtue.     It  was  I,  that  hurt  the  Princefs. 
Place  me,  fome  God,  upon  a  Piramis,  v 

Higher  than  Hills  of  Earth,  and  lend  a  Voice 
Loud  as  your  Thunder  to  me,  that  from  thence 
I  niay  difcourfc  to  all  the  Under-world 
The  Worth  that  dwells  in  him.    Pba .  How's  this  ? 

• 

(47)  That  Me*  ftridfer  them  curtltfty 9Jbe  didfiontfr)  The  old 
Quarto  in  1628,  to  the  Improvement  of  the  Metre,  has  it,  canhfi' 
by  the  Authority  of  which  I  have  rcform'd  the  Text. 
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•    Btl.  My  Lord,  forne  Man 

Weary  of  Life,  that  would  be  gJad  to  die. 

Phi.  Leave  thefe  untimely  Courtefies,  Bellarh. 

Bel.  Alas !  he's  mad  •,  come,  will  you  lead  me  on  ? 

Phi.  By  all  the'  Oaths  that  Men  ought  moft  to  keep, 
And  Gods  do  punifli  moft,  when  Men  do  break* 
He  touchM  her  not.     Take  heed,  Bellario, 
How  thou  <jloft  drown  the  Virtues,  thou  haft  fhown, 
With  Perjury.     By  all  that's  good,  'twas  I : 
You  know,  ike  flood  betwixt  me  and  my  Right. 

Pha.  Thy  own  Tongue  be  thy  Judge. 

Cle.  It  was  Pbilafter.     Dion.  Is't  not  a  brave  Boy  ? 
Well,  Sirs,  I  fear  me,  we  are  all  deceiv'd. 

Phi.  Have  I  no  Friend  here  ?    Dion.  Yes. 

Phi.  Then  fhew  it  j  fome 
Good  Body  lend  a  Hand  to  draw  us  nearer. 
Would  you  have  Tears  (hed  for  you  when  you  die  ? 
Then  lay  me  gently  on  his  Neck,  that  there 
I  may  weep  Floods,  and  breathe  out  my  Spirit : 
*Tis  not  the  Wealth  of  Plum,  nor  the  Gold 
Lock'd  in  the  Heart  of  Earth  can  buy  away 
This  Arm-fall  from  me ;  this  had  been  a  Ranfom 
To  have  redeem'd  the  great  Augujtus  Gefar9 
Had  he  been  taken :  You  fiard-hearted  Men,  t 

iMore  ftony  than  thefe  Mountains,  can  you  fee 
Such  clear  pure  Blood  drop,  and  not  cut  your  Flefh 
(48 )  To  flop  his  Life  ?     To  bind  whofe  bitter  Wounds, 
Queens  ought  to  tear  their  Hair,  and  with  their  Tears, 
Bath -'em.     Forgive  me,  thou  that  art  the  Wealth 
Of  poor  Pbilafter. 

Enter  King,  Arethufa,  and  a  Guard. 

King.  Is  the  Villain  ta'en  ? 

Pha.  Sir,  here  be  two  confeft  the  Deed  5  but  lay  it  was 
Pbilafter. 

Phi.  Queftion  it  no  more,  it  was. 

(4S)  ' To  bi*4  whofe  better  Wounds 

Queens  ought  to  tear  their  Hair,]  Better  than  what  ?  than  the 
Hair  of  Queens?  But,  here  again,  the  old  Quarto  of  1628  comes  in 
to  our  AMance,  and  refcues  the  Text  from  this  Nonienfe. 

King. 
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King.  The  Fellow,  that  did  fight  with  him,  will  tell  us. 

Are.  Ay  me !  I  know,  he  will. 

King.  Did  not  you  know  him  ? 

Are.  No,  Sir ;  if  it  was  he,  he  was  difguifed. 

Phi.  I  was  fo.  Oh  my  Stars!  that  I  fhould  live  1H1L 

King.  Thou  ambitious  Fool ! 
Thou,  that  haft  laid  a  Train  for  thy  own  life  ; 
Now  I  do  mean  to  do,  I'll  leave  to  talk* 
Bear  him  to  Prifon. 

Are.  Sir,  they  did  plot  together  to  take  hence 
This  harmlefs  Life ;  fhould  it  pais  unreveng'd, 
\  fhould  to  £arth  go  weeping :  Grant  me  then 
(By  all  the  Love  a  Father  bears  his  Child) 
Their  Cuftodies,  and  that  I  may  appoint 
Their  Tortures,  and  their  Death. 

Dion.  Death?  fbft!  our  Law 
Will,  not  reach  that,  for  this  Fault. 

King.  'Tis  granted,  take .  'em  to  you,  with  a  Guard. 
Come,  Princely  Pbaramond,  this  Bufinefs  paft, 
We  may  with  more  Security  go  on 
To  your  intended  Match. 

Oe.  I  pray,  that  this  A&ion  lofe  not  Pbilafter  the  Hearts 
of  the  People. 

Dipn.  Fear  it  not,  their  overwife  Heads  will  think  it 
but  a  Trick.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    V.    S   C   E   N  E    I. 

Enter  Dion,  Clercmont  and  Thrafiline.  \ 

fbra.  TJT  AS  the  King  fent  for  him  to  Death  ? 

-"■    Dion.  Yes,  but  the  King  muft  know,  'tis  not 
in  his  Pow'r  to  war  with  Heav'n.  \ 

Ck.  We  linger  Time ;  the  King  fent  for  Pbilafter  and 
die  Headfman  an  Hour  ago.  j 

Tbra.  Are  all  his  Wounds  well  ? 
Dim.  All,  they  were  but  Scratches;  but  the  Lofs  of 
Blood  made  him  faint.     Ck.  We  dally,  Gentlemen. 

"Tbra. 
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Tbra.  Away.     ' 

Dim.  We'll  fcuffle  hard  before  he  perifh.      [Exeunt. 

Enter  Philafter,  Arethufa  and  Bellario. 

Are.  Nay,  dear  Pbilafler,  grieve  not ;  we  are  well. 
Bel.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  forbear  s  we  are  wondrous 

well. 
Phi.  Oh  Arethufa!  O  Bellario!  leave  to  be  kind: 
I  (hall  be  (hot  from  Heav'n,  as  now  from  Earth, 
If  you  continue  fo  5  I  am  a  Man, 
Falfe  to  a  Pair  of  the  moft  trufty  ones 
That  ever  Earth  bore ;  can  it  bear  us  all  ? 
Forgive  and  leave  me,  but  the  King  hath  lent 
To  call  me  to  my  Death,  Oh  fhew  it  me, 
And  then  forget  me :  And  fo»  thee,  my  Boy, 
I  {hall  deliver  Words  will  mollify 
The  Hearts  of  Beafts,  to  fpare  thy  Innocence. 
Bel.  Alas,  my  Lord,  my  Life  is  not  a  thing 
Worthy  your  noble  Thoughts ;  'tis  not  a  Life, 
'Tis  but  a  Piece  of  Childhood  thrown  away : 
Should  I  out-live  you,  I  fhould  then  out-live 
Virtue  and  Honour :  and,  when  that  Day  comes, 
If  ever  I  (hall  clofe  thefe  Eyes  but  once, 
May  I  live  fpotted  for  my  Perjury, 
And  wafte  my  Limbs  to  nothing  ! 

Are.  And  I  (the  wofuTft  Maid  that  ever  was, 
Forc'd  with  my  Hands  to  bring  my  Lord  to  Death) 
Do  by  the  Honour  of  a  Virgin  fwear, 
To  tell  no  Hours  beyond  it. 
Phi.  Make  me  not  hated  fa 
Are.  Come  from  this  Prifon,  all  joyful  to  our  Deaths. 
Phi.  People  will  tear  me,  when  they  find  you  true 
To  fuch  a  Wretch  as  I ;  I  fhall  die  loath'd. 
Injoy  your  Kingdoms  peaceably,  whilft  I 
For  ever  fleep  forgotten  with  my  Faults : 
Ev'ry  juft  Servant,  ev'ry  Maid  ih  Love, 
Will  have  a  Piece  of  me,  if  you  be  true. 

Are.  My  dear  Lord,  fay  not  fo.    Bel.  A  Piece  of  you? 
He  was  not  bom  of  Women  that  can  cut  % 
It  and  look  on.     Phi.  Take  me  in  Tears  betwixt  you, 

For 
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For  my  Heart  will  break  with  Shame  and  Sorrow.         I 

Are.  Why,  *tis  wdl.  [done  i 

Bel.  Lament  no  more.      Phi.  What  would  you  have  1 

If  you  had  wrong'd  me  bafely,  and  had  found  I 

My  Life  no  Price,  compar'd  to  yours  ?  For  Love,  Sirs,    I 

Deal  with  me  plainly.  I 

Bel.  'Twas  miftaken,  Sir.     Phi.  Why,  if  it  were?       I 

Bd>  Then  Sir,  we  would  have  ask'd  you  Pardon.       » 

Phi.  And  have  hope  to  enjoy  it  ?     Are.  Enjoy  it  ?  ay;  1 

Phi.  Would  you,  indeed?  be  plain.  I 

Bel.  We  would,  tny  Lord.  If 

Phi.  Forgive  me  then.       Are.  So,  fo.  y 

Bel.  'Tis  as  it  fliould  be  now.  y 

Phi.  Lead  to  my  Death.  [Exeunt.   V 

Enter  King,  Dion,  Qeremont,  and  Thrafiline. 

King.  Gentlemen,  who  faw  the  Prince  ? 
'  Cle.  So  pleafe  yoir,  Sir,  he's  gone  to  fee  the  City, 
And  the  new  Platform,  with  fome  Gentlemen    * 
Attending  on  him.      King.  Is  the  Princefe  ready 
To  bring  her  Prifoner  out  ?    Thra.  She  waits  your  Grace; 
King.  Tell  her,  we  ftay.  X 

Dion.  King,  you  may  be  deceived  yet:  £ 

The  Head,  you  aim  at,  coft  more  fetting  oa  \ 

Than  to  be  loft  fo  lightly.:  If  it  muft  off, 
Like  a  wild  Overflow;  that  fwoops  before  him 
A  Golden  Stack,  and  with  it  fhakes  down  Bridges, 
Cracks  the  ftrong  tjearts  of  Pines,  whofe  Cable  Roots 
Held  out  a  Thousand  Storms,  a  Thoufand  Thunders, 
And,  fo  made  mightier,  takes  whole  Villages 
Upon  his  Back,  and  in  that  Heat  of  Pride, 
Charges  ftrong  Towns,  Tow'rs,  Caftles,  Palaces, 
And  lays  them  defolate  \  fo  fhall  thy  Head, 
Thy  Noble  Head,  bury  the  Lives  of  Thoufands, 
That  muft  bleed  with  thee  like  a  Sacrifice, 
In  thy  red  Ruins. 

Enter  Philafter,  Arethufa,  and  BeHario  in  a  Robe 

and  Garland. 

King*  How  now,  what  Mafque  is  this  ? 

%  ,  Bel 
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Bel  Right -Rpy&Stft  I  fliould  . 

Singiyou  an  Epithalamium  of  thefe  Lovers, 
But  having  loft  my  beitAirs  with  my  Fortunes, 
And  wanting  a  Cekftia! ,  Harp  to  (hike 
This  bleffed  Union  wv:  thus  in  glad  Story 
I  giv£  you  all.     Thefe  two  fair  Cfdar-branches, 
The  noblcft  of  the  MQUjitainy  where  they  grew, 
Straiteft  and  talleft,  under  whofe  ftill  Shades 
The  worthier  Beafts  have  made  their  Layers,  and  flept 
Free  from  the  Sirsan  Star,  and  the  fell  Thunder-ftroke, 
Free  frpm  the  Clouds,  .wlfcn  they  wete  Jbig  with  Humour, 
And  delivered  in  Tiou&nd  Spouts,  their  I  flues  to  the 
0 !  there  was  none  but  filcnt  Quiet  there }  [Earth : 

Till  ney$r*pleafed  Fortune  fhot  up  Shrubs, 
Bafe  ynder-Brambles,  to  divorce  thefe  Branches ; 
And  for  a  while  they  did  fo ;  and  did  reign 
Over  the  Mountain,  and  choak'd  up  his  Beauty 
With  Brakes,  rude  Thorns  aed  Thirties,  'till  the  Sun 
Scorch'd  them  ev'n  to  the  Roots,  and  dryM  fliem  there: 
And  now  a  gentle  Gale  hath  blown  ag&in, 
That  made  thef$  Brtaches  meet,  and  v*nm  together* 
Never  to  be  divided :  Tke  God*  that  flbgs 

His  holy  Numbers:  «vfer:MarliagprBedi, 

Hath  knit  their  noble  Hearts,;  aid  Jbere  they  ftand 

Your  Children,  mighty  King ;  and  I  have  done. 
King.  How,,  how?  '     \ 

drt.  JJir,  if  you  love  it  in  plain  Truth, 
For  now  there  is  no  Mafquing  in't ;  This  Gentleman, 
The  Prifoner,  that  you  gave  me,  is  become 
My  Keeper,  and  through  all  th^  bitter  Throes 
Your  Jealoufies  and  his  ill  Fate  have  wrought  him, 
Thus  nobly  hath  he  flruggled,  and  at  length 
ArrivM  here  my  dear  Husband. 

King.  Your  dear  Husband !  Call  in  ' 

The  Captain  of  the  Citadel ;  there  you  fhall  keep 
Your  Wedding.    Til  provide  a  Mafque  fhall  make 
Your  Hymen  turn  his  Saffron  into  a  lullen  Coat, 
And  fing  fad  Requiems  to  your  parting  Souk :    / 
Blood  fhall  put  put  your  Torches,  and,  inftead 
Of  gaudy  Flow'rs  about  your  wanton  Necks, 

An 
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An  Ax  fliall  hang  like  a  prodigious  Meteor, 

Ready  to  crop  your  Loves'  Sweets f    Hear,  you  Gods: 

From  this  Time  do  I  fhake  all  Title  off 

Of  Father  to  this  Woman,  this  bafe  Woman ; 

And  what  there  is  of  Vengeance,  in  a  Lion 

Caft  amongft  Dogs,  or  robb'd  of  Jus  dear  Young, 

The  lame  infore'd  more  Terrible,  more  Mighty, 

Expedl  from  me.      Are.  Sir. 

By  that  little  Life  I  have  left  to  fwear  by, 

There's  nothing  that  can  ftir  me  from  myfelf 

What  I  have  done,  Pvc  done  without  Repentance ; 

For  Death  can  be  no  Bugbear  unto  me, 

So  long  as  Pbaramond  is  not  my  Headfman. 

Dion.  Sweet  Peace  upon  thy  Soul,  thou  worthy  Maid, 
Whene'er  thou  dieft !  For  this  time  Fll  excufe  thee, 
Or  be  thy  Prologue. 

Phi.  Sir,  let  me  (peak  next ; 
And  let  my  dying  Words  be  better  with  you 
Than  my  dull  living  A&ions ;  If  you  aim 
At  the  dear  Life  of  this  fwcet  Innocent, 
You  are  a  Tyrant  and  a  lavage  Monfter ; 
Your  Memory  fhall  be  as  foul  behind  you, 

(49)  As  you  are,  living ;  all  your  better  Deeds 
Shall  be  in  Water  writ,  but  this  in  Marble: 

No  Chronicle  fhall  {peak  you,  though  your  own, 

(50)  But  for  the  Shame  of  Men.    No  Monument 

(Though 

(49)  ■  ail  your  better  Deeds 

Shall  be  in  Water  writ,  but  this  in  Marble:]  This  Sentiment 
feems  to  have  been  fhadow'd  out  from  S  hake  sfbarb  in  his  King 
Henry  the  Eighth. 

Mens  evil  Manners  live  in  Brafs,  their  Virtues 

We  write  in  Water.] 

Tho'  perhaps,  our  feveral  Poets  might  have  had  Catullus  for  their 
Original. 

In  ntento  &  rapida  fcribere  oportit  aqua* 

(50)  '  No' Monument    • 

{Tbf  high  and  big  as  Pelion)  &fc]  Some  of  the  old  Quarto's 
ndiculoufly  have  it  Pelican ;  (as,  I  remember,  fome  of  the  old  Edi- 
tions ofSHAKBSPBARB  read  Politician  inftead  of  Pelican.)  The  true 
Reading,  undoubtedly,  is  Pelion,  a  Mountain  very  amply  celebrated 
by  the  Clafficks*;  and  mentioned  by  our  own  choifefl  Claffick  in  his 
Hamlet. 

Now 
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(Though  high,  and  big,  as  Pelion)  fhall  be  able 

To  cover  this  bale  Murder ;  make  it  rich 

With  Brafs,  with  pureft  Gold,  and  fliining  Jafper, 

Like  to  the  Pyramids ;  lay  on  Epitaphs, 

Such  as  make  great  Men  Gods ;  my  little  Marble 

(That  only  cloaths  my  Afhe$,  not  my  Faults) 

Shall  far  out-fhine  it.     And,  for  after  Iffues, 

Think  not  fo  madly  of  the  heav'nly  Wifdoms, 

That  they  will  give  you  more  for  your  mad  Rage 

To  cut  off,  'lei's  it  be  fome  Snake,*  or  fomething 

Like  to  yourfelf,  that  in  his  Birth  fhall  ftrangle  you. 

Remember  my  Father,  King ;  there  was,  a  Fayltj 

But  I  forgive  it :  Let  that  Sin  perfuade  you 

To  love  this  Lady.     If  you  have  a  Soul,     * 

Think,  fave  her,  and  be  faved  •,  for  myfelf, 

I  have  fo  long  expeited  this  glad  Hour, 

So  languifh'd  under  you,  and  daily  wither' d. 

That,  Heaven  knows,  it  is  my  Joy  to  die^ 

.1  ifind  a  Recreation  in't. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Where's  the  King  ?      King.  Here.    >;    _ 

Mef.  Get  you  to  your  Strength, 
And  refcue  the  Prince  Pharamond  from  Danger  ; 
He's  taken  Prifoner  by  the  Citizens, 
Fearing  the  Lord  Pbilafter.     Dion.  Oh  brave  Followers! 
Mutiny,  my  fine  dear  Countrymen,  mutiny ! 
Now,  my  brave  valiant  Foremen,  fhew  your  Weapons 
In  Honour  of  your  Miflxeffea; 

.        Enter  another  Meffenger, 

Mef.  Arm,  arm,'  arm. 
King.  A  Thoufand  Devils  take  'em  ! 
Dion.  A  Thoufand  Bleflings  on  'em ! 
Mef.  Arm,  arm,  O  King,  the  City  is  in  Mutiny, 
Led  by  an  old  grey  Ruffian,  who  comes  on 

.  Now  pile  your  Duft  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 
Till  of  this  Flat  a  Mountain  you  have  made 
T'  o'er  top  old  Felion,  or  the  Sfyijb  Head 
Of  blue  Oiympas. 

Vol.  I.  M  In 
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In  Rcfcoe  o£  the  Lord  Pbttafter. 

[Exit  with  Are,  Phi.  Bd 

King.  Away  to  th' Citadel;  I'll  fee  them  fafe, 
And  then  cope  with  thefe  Burgers :  Let  the  Guard 
And  all  the  Gentlemen  give  ftroog  Attendance.  [Exit  King. 

[Mount  Dion,  Ckremont,  Thrafiline. 

Cle.  The  City  up !  Th&  was  above  our  Wifhes* 
-  Dion.  Ay,  and  the  Marriage  too  •,  now,  by  my  Life, 
This  noblfc  Lady  has  deceived  us  all.  A  Plague  upon  my 
felf ;  a  Thoufend  Pkgues*  for  having  fuch  unworthy 
Thoughts  of  her  dear  Honour!  O  I  could  beat  myfelfi 
or  do  you  beat  me  and  Til  beat  you,  for  we  had  all  one 
Thought. 

Qe.  No,  no,  'twill  but  lofe  Time. 

Dion.  You  fay  true,  are  your  Swards  fliarp  ?  Well,  my 
dear  Countrymen,  what  ye  lack, — If  you  continue  and  fall 
not  back  upon  the  firft  broken  Shin,  (51)  PI1  have  ym 
chronicled,  and  chronicled*  and  cut  and  chronicled,  and 
fung  in  all-to-be-prais'd  Sonnets,  and  grav'd  in.  new  brave. 
Ballads,  that  all  Tongues  ihail  troule  you  in  Specula  Sa- 
culorum^  my  kind  Can-carriers. 

ttra.  What 'if  a  Toy  take  'cm  i*  thf  Heels  now*  and 
they  run  all  $way,  (52)  and  cry,  tb$  Bro&  take  the  bind- 
mofi? 

Dioju  Then  the  fcme  Devil  take  the  feremoff  too,  and 
fowce  him  for  his  Breakfefl: !  If  (hey  aft  prove  Cowards* 
m^  Curfes  fly  amongft  them  and  be  fpeecfihg  t  May  they 
have*  Murrains  reign  to  keep  the  Gendemeit  at  home* 
unbound  in  eafy  Freeze !  May  the  Moths  branch  their 
Velvets,  and  their  SiBcs  ©nly  be  worn  before  fore  Eyes ! 

(51)  Vll  ha<ve  you  chronicled*  and  chronicled,  and  cut  and  cbro* 
nicled,  and  all- to- be  prais'd,  and  fang  in  Sonnets,  and  bath'di*  new 
1; rave  Ballads,  that  a  14  %ngue+  Jhall  trouble  yom  in  Sascuia  Sacu- 
lorum,  my  t&nd  Can-  carriers'  J  I  thought  this  for  a  lcp£  Time  to  be 
fuch  defperate  Neafe&&,  that  the  Meaning  of  the  Poets  would  be  quite 
irretrievable,  as  no  one  of  the  Editions  give  the  leaft  Glimpfe  of  Light 
or  Aifiitance.  But  (Thanks  to  plodding  Induflry ! }  I  hope*  I  have 
found  the  certain  Cure. 

(52)  and  cry,  the  Devil  take  the  Hindmoft?]  Occupet  extremnm 
Scabies,  fays  Horace:  To  which  Execration,  no  Doubt,  our  Au- 
thor's had  an  Eye. 

May 
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May  their  Falfe  Lights  undo  'ehi,  and  difcover  Preffes* 
Holes,  Stabs,  and  Oldnefs  in  their  Stuffs,  and  make  them 
Shop-rid !  May  they  keep  Whores  and  Hories,  and  break  ; 
and  live  mewed  up  with  Necks  of  Beef  and  Turnips!  May 
they  have  many  Children,  and  none  like  the  Father! 
May  they  know  no  Language  but  that  Gibberifh  they 
prattle  to  their  Parcels;  ($%)  unlefs  it  be  the  Gothick  La- 
tine  they  write  in  their  Bonds,  and  may  they  write  that 
falfe,  and  lofe  their  Debts! 

Enter  the  King. 

• 

King.  Now  the  Vengeance  of  all  the  Gods  confound 
them ;  how  they  (warm  together !  What  a  Hum  they  raife  ? 
Devils  choak  your  wild  Throats ;  if  a  Man  had  need  to 
ufe  their  Valours,  he  muft  pay  a  Brokage  for  it,  and  then 
bring  'em  on,  they  will  fight  like  Sheep.  'Tis  Philafter^ 
none  but  Pbilafter^  muft  allay  this  Heat :  They  will  not 
hear  me ,  fpeak,  but  fling  Dirt  at  me,  and  call  me  Tyrant. 
Oh  rim,  dear  Friend,  and  bring  the  Lord  Philafter  -,  fpeak 
hipi  fair,  call  him  Prince,  do  hinl  all  the  Courtefy  you 
can,  commend  me  to  him.    Oh  nty  Wks,  my  Wits ! 

[Exit  Ck: 
t  Dion.  Oh  my  brave  Countrymen !  as  I  live,  I  will  not 
buy  a  Pin  out  of  your  Walls  for  this ;  Nay,  you  fhall 
cozen  me,  and  PH  thank  ybu;  and  fend  you  Brawn  and 
Bacon,  and  foil  you  every  long  Vacation  a  Brace  of 
Foremen,,  that  at  Michaelmas  fhall  come  up  fat  and 

kicking. 

King.  What  they  will  do  with  this  poor  Prince,  the 
Gods  know,  and  I  fear. 

(53)  Vnlefs  it  be  the  goarifh  Lafine]  Thus  the  Folio  Edition  in 
1679;  but  there  is  no  fuch  Word  in  Engfijh,  and,  confequently,  it  is 
ftark  Nonfenfe.  The  Quarto  of  1628  has  it,  goatijh;  but  there  is 
nothing  wanton,  or  lafcivious,  in  a  Bond ;  therefore,  this  Reading  is 
3s  unmeaning  as  the  other.  I  dare  warrant,  that  I  have  retriev'd 
the  Authors7  genuine  Text,  in  t}ie  Word  Gothick ;  i.  e.  barbarous: 
No  greater  Barbarifms  than  in  Law-Latine.  So,  in  Wit  without 
Money, 

No  more  Senfe  Jfrokeu,  all  Things  Goth  and  Vandal.] 

M  2  Dionl 
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Dion.  Why,  Sir;  They'll  flea  him,  and  make  Church- 
Buckets  on's  Skin  to  quench  Rebellion,  then  clap  a  Rivet 
in's  Sconce,  and  hang  him  up  for  a  Sign, 

Enter  Cleremont  with  Philafter. 

King.  O  worthy  Sir,  forgive  me ;  do  not  make 
Your  Miferies  and  my  Faults  meet  together, 
To  bring  a  greater  Danger.     Be  yourfelf, 
Still  found  amongft  Difeafes.     I  have  wrong'd  you,      '- 
And  though  I  find  it  laft,  and  beaten  to  it, 
Let  firft  your  Goodnefs  know  it.     Calm  the  People, 
And  fee  what  you  were  born  to :  Take  your  Love, 
And  with  her  my  Repentance,  and  my  Wifhes, 
And  alV  my  Pray'rs ;  by  th*  Gods,  my  Heart  ipeaks  this: 
And  if  the  leaft  fall  from  me  not  perjbrm'd, 
May  I  be  ftruck  with  Thunder ! 

Phi.  Mighty  Sir,  * 

I  will  not  do  your  Greatnefs  fo  much  Wrong, 
As  not  to  make  your  Word  Truth ;  free  the  Princels, 
-  And  the  poor  Boy,  and  let  hie  ftand  the  Shock 
Of  this  mad  Sea-breach,  which  Til  either  turn 
Or  perifh  with  it.  ,  King.  Let  your  own  Word  free  them. 

PbL  Then  thus  I  take  my  Leave,  kiffing  your  Hand, 
And  hanging  on  your  Royal  Word :  Be  kingly, 
And  be  not  mov'd,  Sir ;  I  fhall  bring  you  Peace, 
Or  never  bring  myfelf  back. 

King.  All  the  Gods  go  with  thee !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  an  old  Captain  and  Citizens  with  Pharamond. 

Cap.  Come,  my  brave  Myrmidons,  let  us  fall  on, 

Let  our  Caps  fwarm,  my  Boys, 

And  your  nirtible  Tongues  forget  your  Mothers 

Gibberifh,  of  what  do  you  lack,  and  fet  your  Mouths 

Up,  Children,  till  your  Pallats  fail  frighted  half  a 

Fathom,  paft  the  Cure  of  Bay-falt  and  grofs  Pepper. 

And  then  cry  Philafter,  brave  Philafter, 

Let  Philafter  be  deeper  in  Requeft,  my  Ding-dongs, 

My  pairs  of  dear  Indentures,  Kings  of  Clubs, 

Than 
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(54)  Than  your  cold  Water  Camblets  or  your  Paintings 
•Spotted  with  Copper ;  let  not  your  hafty  Silks, 

Or  your  branch'd  Cloath  of  Bodkin,  or  your  Tiflues, 
:Dearly  belov'd  of  fpiced  Cake  and  Cuftard, 

(55)  You  Robbin-boods,  Scarlets,  and  Johns,  tie  your 

Affe&ions 
In  Durance  to  your  Shops ;  no,  dainty  Duckers,' 
Up  with  your  three-piTd  Spirits,  your  wrought  Valours ; 
And  let  your  uncut  Choler  make  the  King  feel 
The  Meafure  of  your  Mightinefs.  Pbilafter! 
Cry,  my  Rofe-nobles,  cry.      All  Pbilafter!  Pbilafter! 

Cap.  How  do  you  like  this,  my  Lord  Prince  ?  thefe  arc 
mad  Boys,  I  tell  you  •,  thefe  are  Things  that  will  not  ftrikc 
their  Top-fails  to  a  Foift :  and  let  a  Man  of  War,  (56)  an 
Argofy,  hull  and  cry  Cockles. 

Pha.  Why,  you  rude  Slave,  do  you  know  what  you  do  ? 

Cap.  My  pretty  Prince  of  Puppets,  we  do  know, 
And  give  your  Greatnefs  Warning,  that  you  talk 
No  more  fuch  Bug-words,  or  that  foldred  Crown 
Shall  be  fcratch'd  with  a  Musket :  Dear  Prince  Pippen, 
Down  with  your  noble  Blood ;  or,  as  I  live, 
I'll  have  you  codled :  Let  him  loofe,  my  Spirits, 
Make  us  a  round  Ring  with  your  Bills,  my  Heftors, 
And  let  us  fee  what  this  trim  Man  dares  do. 
Now,  Sir,  have  at  you ;  here  I  lie, 
(57)  And  with  this  fwafhing  Blow,  (do  you  fweat,  Prince  i) 

(54)  ■■— ■  ■  ■  or  your  Paintings 

Spitted  'with  Copper •,]  This  to  me  is  quite  unintelligible;  I 
have  ventured  to  fubftitute,  /potted;  /.  e.  fprinkled  with  Copper,  as 
our  painted  Papers  for  Hangings  are,  to  refemble  Gold,  and  look 
gaudy. 

(55)  Robin-booVs,  Scarlets,  and  Johns,]  All,  who  know  any  thing 
of  the  Story  of  Robin -hood,  muft  know  that  Scarlet  and  John  were 
two  of  his  Favourite  Dependants. 

(56)  an  Argofie,  bull  and  cry  Cockles."]  Any  large  Veffel,  fo  called 
from  Ja/on's  large  Ship  Argo.     A  Veffel  is  faid  to  bullt  when  (he 

-floats,  or  rides  idle  to  and  fro  upon  the  Water. 

(57)  Do  you  fwear,  Prince?']  If  he  did  Jkuear,  it  muft  be  to  him- 
felf;  for  he  was  too  much  intimidated  to  venture  to  fwear  at  the 
fwaggering  Rout  who  had  incircled  him,  and  were  at  the  very  Point  t 
of  knocking  out  his  Brains.     But  I  have  reform'd  the  Text  by  the 
Authority  of  fcveral  of  the  old  Quarto's. 

-  M  3  I  could 
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I  could  hulk  your  Grace,  and  hang  you  up  crofs-legg'd, 
Like  a  Hare  at  a  Poulterer's,  and  do  this  with  this  wiper, 

Pba.  You  will  not  fee  me  murder'd,  wicked  Villains  ? 

(58)  1  Cit.  Yes,  indeed,  will  we,  Sir ;  we  have  not  feen 
one  fo.  a  great  while. 

Cap.  He  would  have  Weapons,  would  he?  Give  him 
a  Broad-fide,  my  brave  Boys,  with  your  Pikes  •,  branch 
me  his  Skin  in  Flowers  like  a  Satin,  and  between  every 
Flower  a  mortal  Cut ;  your  Royalty  fhall  ravel ;  jag 
him,  Gentlemen;  Til  have  him  cut  to  the  Kell,  then 
down  the  Seams ;  oh,  for  a  Whip  to  make  him  Galoone- 
Laces.  . 
Til  have  a  Coach-whip. 

Pba.  O  Ipare  me,  Gentlemen.  [himfelf, 

Cap.  Hold,  hold,  the  Man  begins  to  fear  and  know 

(59)  He  (hall  for  this  time  only  be  feel'd  up 
With  a  Feather  through  his  Nofe,  that  he  may  only 
See  Heaven,  and  think  whither  he  is  going. 

Kay,  beyond-Sea  Sir,  we  will  proclaim  you,  you'd 

Be  King,  thou  tender  Heir  apparent  to 

A  Church- Ale,  thou  flight  Prince  of  fingle  Sarcenet; 

(60)  Thou  royal  Ring-tail,  fit  to  fly  at  nothing 
But  poor  Men's  Poultry,  and  have  every  Boy 
Beat  thee  from  that  too  with  his  Bread  and  Butter. 

Pba.  Gods  keep  me  from  thefe  Hell-hounds ! 

2  Cit,  ShalTs  geld  him,  Captain  ? 

Cap.  No,  you  fhall  fpare  his  Dowcets,  my  dear  Donfels, 
As  you  refpeft  the  Ladies,  let  them  flourifh  -9 
The  Curies  of  a  longing  Woman  kill 
As  fpeedy  as  a  Plague,  Boys. 

(58)  Yes,  indeed,  nvi/I  we,  Sir;  We  have  not  fee*  one  Foe  a  great 
ivbi/e.']  This  is  a  typographical  Error,  which,  however,  makes  Non- 
Sen  fe  of  the  PaiTage.     Foe  is  miftakenJy  put  for  fo.       Mr.  Sjmp/un 

(59)  He  Jballfor  this  time  only  he  feaTd  up 

<with  a  feather  thrdthe  Nofe,]  There  is  a  Difference,  which 
the  Printers  did  not  know,  betwixt  ftaVd  and  feePdi  the  Latter  is 
a  Term  in  FaJcotiryi.Whcn.  a  Hawk  is  firft  taken,  a  Thread  is  run 
through  its  Eye-lids,  fo  that  (he  may  fee  \€ry  little,  to  make  her 
the  better  endure  the  Hood. 

(60)  Tboit  rojaf  Ring-tail,  J  A  Ringtail  is  a  fort  of  a  Kite  with  a 
whnifh  Tail. 

i  Gu 
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i  Cit.  I'll  have  k  Leg,  that's  eertaifo. 

2  G/.  I'll  hive  an  Ann. 

3  G/.  TU  have  his  Nofe*  tod  at  mine  own  Chargfc 
build  a  College,  and  clap'd  upoa  the  Gate. 

4  G/.  I'll  have  his  little  Gut  to  ftrwg  a  Kit  with, 
For,  certainly,  a  royal  Gut  would  found  like  Silver. 

Pba.  'Would,  they  were  in  thy  Belly,  and  I  paft  my 
Pain  once !  [rets. 

5  Cit.  Good  Captain,  let  me  have  his  Livfcr  to  feed  Fer- 
Cap.  Who  will  have  Parcels  elfe  ?  Speak. 

Pba.  Good  Gods,  confider  me,  I  (hall  be  tortur'd. 

i  G/.  Captain,  TU  give  you  the  Trimming  of  your  twd- 
hand  Sword, 
And  let  me  have  his  Skin  to  make  falfe  Scabbards. 

2  Cit.  He  had  no  Horns,  Sir,  had  he  ? 

(6i)  Cap.  No,  Sir,  he's  a  Pollard ; 
What  would'ft  thou  do  with  Horns  ?     2  G/.  O,  if  he  had* 
I  would  have  made  rare  Hafts  and  Whittles  of  'em ; 
But  his  Shin-bones,  if  they  be  found,  fhall  ferve  me. 

Enter  Philafter. 

M.  Long  live  Philafter ',  the  brave  Prince  Philafter! 

£bi.  I  thank  you,  Gentlemen ;  but  why  are  thefe 
Rude  Weapons  brought  abroad,  to  teach  your  Hands 
Uncivil' Trades?      Cap.  My  Royal  Rojklear, 
We  are  thy  Myrmidons,  thy  Guard,  thy  Roarers  j 
And  when  thy  noble  Body  is  in  Durance, 
Thus  do  we  clap  our  mufty  Murrions  on, 
And  trace  the  Streets  in  Terror :  Is  it  Peace, 
Thou  Mars  of  Men  ;  Is  the  King  fociable, 
And  bids  thee  live  ?  Art  thou  above  thy  Foemen, 
And  free  as  Pbabus  ?  Speak ;  if  not,  this  Stand 
Of  Royal  Blood  fhall  be  abroach,  a-tilt,  and  nut 
Even  to  the  Lees  of  Honour.  ■ 

Phi.  Hold  and  be  fctisfied,  I  am  myfclf 
Free  as  my  Thoughts  are ;  by  the  Gods,  I  am. 

Cap.  Art  thou  die  dainty  Darling  of  the  King  ? 

(6i)  No,  Sir,  bt%s  a  Pollard;]  A  Pollard,  amongft  Gardiner s9  is 
an  old  Tre*  which  has  been  often  loppM;  but,  amongft  Hunters,  a 
Stag,  or  Male-Deer,  which  has  caft  its  Head,  or  Horns. 
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Art  thou  the  Hylas  to  our  Hercules? 
Do  the  Lords  bow,  and  the  regarded  Scarlets, 
Kils  the  gum-gols,  and  cry,  we  are  your  Servants? 
Is  the  Court  navigable,  and  the  Piiefence  ftuck 
With  Flags  of  Friendfhip  ?  If  not,  we  are  thy  Caftje, 
And  this  Man  deeps. 

Phi.  I  ^am  what  I  defire  to  be,  your  Friend ; 
lam  what  I  was  born  to  be,  your  Prince. 

Pha.  Sir,  there  is  fome  Humanity  in  you, 
You  have  a  noble  Soul,  forget  my  Name, 
And  know  my  Mifery  •,  fet  me  fafe  aboard 
From  thcfe  wild  Canibals,  and,  as  I  live, 
Fll  quit  this  Land  for  ever :  There  is  nothing, 
(62)  Perpetual  Prilbnment,  Cold,  Hunger,  Sicknefs, 
All  Dangers  of  all  Sorts,  and  all  together, 
The  worft  Company  of  the  worft  Men,  Madnefs,  Age, 
To  be  as  many  Creatures  as  a  Woman  ; 
And  do,  as  all  they  do ;  nay,  to  defpair  ; 
But  I  would  rather  make  it  a  new  Nature, 
And  live  with  all  thofe,  that  endure  one  Hour 
Ajnongft  thefe  wild  Dogs, 

(62)  Perpetual  Prifonment,  Cold,  Hunger,  Sicknefs 

Of  all  forts,  all  Dangers,  and  all  together,"]  The  mifplacing 
the  Words  here  has  fpoiFd  the  Meafure  of  the  Verfe,  and  the  Beauty 
of  the  Climax.    It  fhould  have  been, 

■  Hunger,  Sicknefs, 

All  Dangers  of  all  forts,  and  all  together 9 
The  latter  part  of  ,this  Speech  has  great  Difficulties  in  it ;  I  cannot 
model  it  into  a  confident  Senfe,    tho'  I  have  fome  Glimpfe  of  a 
Meaning.     I  wifh  the  old  Quarto1  s  may  aflift  in  clearing  up  the  Ob- 
scurity. Mr.  Seward. 

As  none  of  the  old  Quarto* s  come  in  to  our  Aid,  we-muft  try  how 
far  Explanation  will  go  towards  it. 

To  he  as  many  Creatures  as  a  Woman, 
i.  e.  To  be  as  fickle,  variable,  and  changing  : 

And  do  as  all  they  do\ 
1,  e.  make  a  Prattife  of  Incontinency :  For,  as  he  thought,  there 
were  Proofs  of  the  Princefs  being  tum'd  a  Wanton,  he  on  that  Ac- 
count deems  the  whole  Sex  Proftitutes.  After  he  has  nuinber'd  up 
the  worft  States  of  Mankind,  and  wifh'd  himfelf  as  one  of  them,  (as 
Mr.  Se<ward  obfervM  to  me)  he  carries  it  farther,  and  would  choofe 
to  be  of  a  Species  below  Human  Nature ;  and  live  with  fuch,  rather 
than  to  endure  one  Hour  amongft  thefe  wild  Dogs. 

ph. 
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Phi.  I, do  pity  you:  Friends,  difcharge  your  Fears,   •' 
Deliver  me  the  Prince ;  I'll  warrant  you, 
I  fhall  be  old  enough  to  find  my  Safety. 

3  Cit.  Good  Sir,  take  heed  he  does  not  hurt  you, 
He's  a  fierce  Man  I  can  tell  you,  Sir. 

Cap.  Prince,  by  your  Leave,  Fll  have  a  Sur-  angle, 
And  mail  you  like  a  Hawk.  -         [Heftirs. 

Phi.  Away,  away,  there  is  no  Danger  in  him : 
Alas,  he- had  rather  fleep  to-  fliake  his  Fit  off. 
Look  you,  Friends,  how  gently  he  leads  -,  upon  my  Word, 
He's  tame  enough,  he  needs  no  further  watching. 
Good,  my  Friends,  go  to  your  Houfes,  and  by  me  have 
Your  Pardons,  and  my  Love  •,  ■ 
And  know,  there  fhall  be  nothing  in  my  Pow*r 
"You  may  deferve,  but  you  fhall  have  your  Wifhcs. 
To  give  you  more  Thanks,  were  to  flatter  you ; 
Continue  ftill  your  Love,  and  for  an  Earneft 
Drink  this.     All.  Long  maift  thou  live,  brave  Prince ! 
Brave  Prince,  brave  Prince !         .   [Exeunt  Phi.  and  Pha. 

Cap.  Go  thy  ways ;  thou  art  the  King  of  Courtefy : 
Fall  off  again,  my  fweet  Youths  j  come,  and  every  Man 
trace  to  his  Houfe  again,  and  hang  his  Pewter  up  •,  then 
to  the  Tavern,  and  bring  your  Wives  in  Muffs :  We  will 
have  Mufick,  and  the  red  Grape  fhall  make  us  dance, 
and  rife,  Boys.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  King,  Arediufa,  Galatea,  Megra,  Cleremont, 
Dion,  Thrafiline,  Bellario,  and  Attendants. 

King.  Is  it  appeas'd  ? 

(63)  Dion.  Sir,  all  is  quiet  as  the  Dead  of  Night, 
(64)  As  peaceable  as  Steep ;  my  Lord  Pbttafter 

Brings  on  the  Prince  himfelf.     King.  Kind  Gentleman ! 

> 

(63)  Sir,  all  is  quiet  as  thia  Dead  of  Night.']  There  is  no  Hint  of 
the  Scene  being  at  Midnight ;  we  mail  therefore  read  the  Dead  of 
Night.  Mr.  Seward. 

(64) My  Lord  Philafter 

Brings  on  the  Prince  himfelf.  King.  Kind  Gentlemen !]  It 
is  plain,  that  the  King  is  fpeaking  here  of  the  Kindnefs  of  Philafter 
in  appealing  the  People,  and  redeeming  Pharamond;  and  not  of  the 
Kindnefs  of  Dion,  and  the  others  prefent,  who  only  inform'd  him  of* 
it.    We  muft  therefore  read,  Gentleman.  Mr.  Seward. 

I  will 
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I  wiU  not  break  the  kt&  Worf  I  hare  gnr'a 
In  Promife  to  him  ;  I  haw  heap'd  a  Wcrld 
Of  Grief  upon  his  Head,  which  yet,  I  hope, 
To  wafh  aw*y. 

Enter  Philafter  and  Pharamond. 

Cle.  My  Lord  is  come.     King.  My  Son  ? 
Bleft  be  the  Time,  that  I  have  Leave  to  call 
Such  Virtue  mine !  Now  thou  art  in  mine  Arms, 
Methinks,  I  have  a  Salve  unto  my  Breaft 
For  all  the  Stings  that  dwell  there  *  Streams  of  Grief 
That  I  have  wrong*d  thee,  and  as  much  of  Joy 
That  I  repent  it,  iflue  from  mine  Eyes ; 
Let  them  appeafe  thee,  take  thy  Right  *  take  her, 
She  is  thy  Right  too,  and  forget  to  urge 
My  vexed  Soul  with  that  I  did  before. 

Phi.  Sir,  it  is  blotted  from  my  Memory, 
Paft  and  forgotten :  For  you,  Prince  of  Spain* 
Whom  I  have  thus  redeem'd,  you  have  full  Leave 
To  make  an  honourable  Voyage  home. 
And  if  you  would  go  furnifh'd  to  your  Realm 
With  fair  Provifion,  I  do  fee  a  Lady, 
Methinks,  would  gUdly  bear  you  Company : 
How  like  you  this  Piece  ? 

Meg.  Sir,  he  likes  it  well, 
For  he  hath  tried  it,  and  has  found  it  worth 
His  princely  Liking  %  we  were  ta'en  a-bed, 
I  know  your  Meaning ;  I  am  not  the  firft, 
That  Nature  taught  to  feek  a  Fellow  forth : 
Can  Shame  remain  perpetually  in  me, 
And  not  in  others  ?  or  have  Princes  Salves 
To  cure  ill  Names,  that  meaner  People  want  ? 

Phi.  What  mean  you  ? 

(65)  Meg.  You  mult  get  another  Ship 
To  bear  the  Prjitcefe  and  the  Boy  together. 

Dion.  How  now  J 

(65)    ■    ■■■■■  ■■  you  mxfl  get  another  Ship 

To  clear  the  Prince fs  and  the  Boy  together.']  Inftead  of  cleat 
I  have  fubftituted  the  Word  that  has  the  Sandion  of  all  the  ol 
Quarto's. 
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Meg.  Others  took  me,  and  I  took  her  and  him 
At  That  all  Wwnen  may  be  ta'en  fometimes : 
Ship  us  all  four,  my  Lord,  we  can  endure 
Weather  and  Wind  alike. 

King.  Clear  thou  thyfelf,  or  know  not  me  for  Father. 
Ar$>  This  Earth,  how  falfe  it  is !  what  Means  is  left 
For  me  to  clear  myfejf  ?    It  lies  in  your  Belief. 
My  Lords,  believe  me,  and  let  all  things  elfe 
Struggle  together  to  difhonour  me. 

Bel.  O  ftop  your  Ears,  great  King,  that  I  may  ipeak 
As  Freedom  would,  then  I  will  call  this  Lady 
As  bafe  as  be  her  A6bon$ :  Hear  me,  Sir, 
Believe  your  heated  Blood  when  it  rebels 
Againft  your  Reafon,  iboner  than  this  Lady. 

Meg.  By  this  good  Light,  he  bears  it  handfbmly. 
Phi.  This  Lady?  I  will  fooner  truft  the  Wind 
With  Feathers,  or  the  troubled  Sea  with  Petri, 
Than  her  with  any  thing ;  believe  fyer  not ! 
Why,  think  you,  if  I  did  believe  her  Words, 
I  would  outlive  'em  ?  Honour  cannot  take 
Revenge  on  you,  then  what  were  to  be  known 
But  Death?    King.  Forget  her,  Sir,  fince  all  is  knit 
Between  us :  But  I  mult  requeft  of  you 
(66)  One  Favour,  and  will  fadly  be  denied. 

Phi.  Command  whate'er  it  be.     King.  Swear  to  be  true 
To  what  you  prpmife.     Phi.  By  the  Pow'rs  above, 
Let  it  not  be  die  Death  of  her  or  him, 
And  it  is  granted.    King.  Bear  away  the  Boy 
To  Torture,  I  will  have  her  clearM  or  buried. 

Phi.  O,  let  me  call  my  Words  back,  worthy  Sir; 
Ask  fbmething  elfe,  bury  my  Life  and  Right 
In  one  poor  Grave,  but  do  not  take  away 
My  Life  and  Fame  at  once. 
King.  Away  with  him,  it  ftands  irrevocable, 
Phi.  Turn  all  your  Eyes  on  me,  here  ftands  a  Man 
The  falfeft  and  the  bafeft  of  this  World  : 
Set  Swords  againft  this  Breaft,  fome  honeft  Man, 

(66) —  AnJivill  fadly  It  denied.]  \.  c.  (hall  be  very  forty 

to  be  denied. 

For 
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For  I  have  livM-  till  Lam  pitied. 

My  former  Deeds  were  hateful,  but  this  laft 

Is  pitiful ;  for  I  unwillingly 

Have  given  the  dear  Preferver  of  my  Life 

Unto  his  Torture:   Is  it  in  the  Pow'r 

[Offers  to  kiU bmfelf. 
Of  Flefh  and  Blood  to  carry  this, .  and  Jive  ? 

Are.  (67)  Dear  Sir,  be  patient  yet ;  Oh,  ftay  that  Hand, 
/  King.  Sirs,  ftrip  that  Boy. 
Dion.   Come,   Sir,  your  tender  Flefh  will  try  your 

Conftancy. 
Bel  O  kill  me,  Gentlemen.     Dion.  No,  help,  Sirs. 
Bel.  Will  you  torture  me? 
King.  Halle  there,  why  ftay  you  ? 
Belf  Then  I  fhall  not  break  my  Vow, 
You  know,  juft  Gods,  though  I  difcover  all. 
King.  How's  that?  Will  he  confefs  ? 
Dion.  Sir,  fb  he  fays.     King.  Speak  then. 
Bel.  Greaj  King,  if  you  command 
This  Lord  to  talk  with  me  alone,  my  Tongue, 
Urg'd  by  my  JHeart,  fhall  utter  all  the  Thoughts 
My  Youth  hath  known,  and  ftranger  Things  than  thefe 
You  hear  not  often.     King.  Walk  afide  with  him. 
Dion.  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not  ? 
Bel.  Know  you  this  Face,  my, Lord? 
Pion.  No.     Bel.  Have  you  not  feen  it,  nor  the  like  ? 
Dion.  Yes,  I  have  feen  the  like,  but  readily 
I  know  not  where.     Bel.  I  have  been  often  told 
In  Court  of  one  Euphrajia^  a  Lady, 
And  Daughter  to  you ;  betwixt  whom  and  me 
They,  that  would  flatter  my  bad  Face,  would  fwear 
There  was  fuch  ftrange  Resemblance,  that  we  two 
Could-not  be  known  afunder,  dreft  alike. 
Dion.  By  Heaven,  and  fo  there  is. 
Bel.  For  her  fair  Sake,  • 
Who  now  doth  fpend  the  Spring-time  of  her  Life 
In  holy  Pilgrimage,  move  to  the  King, 

(67)  Dear  Sir ,  be  patient  yet  \  or  jl ay  that  Hand.]  I  have  reform'd 
the  Text,  from  the  Authority  of  the  old  $juart<?$  :  and  the  ingenious 
Mr.  Seward  nrefcrib'd  .the  fame  Emendation. 

^  That 
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That  I  may  'fcape  this  Torture.     Dion.  But  thou  fpeak'ft 
-As  like  Eupbrqfia,  as  thou  doft  look. 
Eow  came  it  to  thy  Knowledge  that  Ihe  lives 
In  Pilgrimage  ?     Bel.  I  know  it  not,  my  Lord, 
But  I  have  heard  it,  and  do  fcarce  believe  it. 

Dion.  Oh,  my  Shame,  is  it  poflible  ?  Draw  near, 
That  I  may  gaze  upon  thee ;  art  thou  fhe  ? 
Or  elfe  her  Murderer?  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

Bel.  In  Sir acufa.     Dion.  What's  thy  Name? 

Bel.  Euphrqfia. 

Dion.  'Tis  juft,  'tis  Ihe  now,  I  do  know  thee  ;  Oh 
That  thou  had  ft  died,  and  I  had  never  feen 
Thee  nor  my  Shame.     How  fhall  I  own  thee  ? .'  Shall 
This  Tongue  of  mine  e'er  call  thee  Daughter  more  ? 

Bel.  'Would,  I  had  died,  indeed,  Iwifhittqo; 
And  fo  I  muft  have  done  hy  Vow,  e'er  publifli'd 
What  I  have  toldj  but  that  there  was  no  means 
To  hide  it  longer;  yet  J  joy  in  this, 
The  Princefs  is  all  clear. 

King.  What  have  you  done  ? 

Dion.  All  is  difcover'd.     Phi.  Why  then  hold  you  me  ? 

[He  offers  to  ftab  bimfelf 
All  is  difcover'd  •,  pray  you,  let  me  go. 

King.  Stay  him.     Are.  What  is  difcover'd  ? 

Dion.  Why,  my  Shame; 
It  is  a  Woman,  let  her  fpeak  the  reft. 

Phi.  How !  that  again.     Dion.  It  is  a  Woman. 

Phi.  Bleft  be  you  Pow^s  that  favour  Innocence ! 

King.  Lay  hold  upon  that  Lady. 

Phi.  It  is  a  Woman,  Sir;  hark,  Gentlemen! 
It  is  a  Woman.     Aretkufa,  take 
My  Soul  into  thy  Breaft,  that  would  be  gone 

With  Joy :  It  is  a  Woman, thou  art  fair, 

And  virtuous  ftill  to  Ages,  'fpight  of  Malice. 

King.  Speak  you,  where  lies  his  Shame  ? 

Bel.  I  am  his  Daughter. 

Phi.  The  Gods  are  juft. 

Dion.  I  dare  accufe  none,  but  before  you  two, 
The  Virtue  of  our  Age,  I  bend  my  Knee 
For  Mercy.    Phi.  Take  it  freely  j  for,  I  know, 

Though 
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Though  what  thou  didft  were  imfifcreftly  dote, 
'Twas  meant  well.     Are.  And  for  me, 
I  have  a  Pow'r  to  pardon  Sins  as  oft 
As  any  Man  has  Pow'r  to  wrong  me. 

Ck.  Nohle  and  worthy.     Pin.  But,  BeIlafio9 
(For  I  muft  call  thee  ffill  fo)  tell  me,  why 
Thou  didft  conceal  thy  Sex ;  k  was  &  Fault ; 
A  FjtUlt,  Bellario,  though  thy  other  Deeds 
Of  Truth  outweigh'd  it :  All  thefe  Jealoufies 
Had  flown  to  nothing,  if  thou  hadft  difcover'd, 
What  now  we  know. 

(68)  Bel  My  Father  oft  would  fpeak 
Your  Worth  and  Virtue,  and  as  I  did  grow 
More  and  more  appnehenfive,  I  did  thirft 
To  fee  the  Man  fo  prais'd ;  but  yet  all  this 
Was  but  a  Mdidcn-longmg,  to  be  loft 
As  foon  as  found ;  titt  fitting  in  my  Window, 
Printing  my  Thoughts  in  Lawn^  I  law  a  God* 
I  thought  (but  it  was  you)  enter  our  Gates ; 
My  Blood  flew  out,  and  back  again  as  fkft* 
A$  I  had  puff *d  it  forth  and  fucfc'd  k  irt 
like  Breathy  theft  was'- 1  call'd  away  in  hafte 
To  entertain  you.    Never  was  a  Man* 
Heav'd  frdrfc  a  Shccp-cote  to  a  Scepter,  rais?d 
So  high  in  Thoughts  as  I ;  yot*  left  $  Kifs 
Upon  thefe  Lips  then,  which  I  mean  to  keep 
From  you  for  ever ;  1  did  hear  you  talk, 
Far  abdve  Singing  ±  after  you  were  gone, 
I  grew  acquainted  with  my  Heart*  and  learch'd 
What  Ittfd  it  fo:  Alas !  I  fouind  k  Love  5 
Yet  far  from  Luft,  for  could  I  have  but  liv'd 
In  Prefence  of  you*  I  had  had  my  End ; 

(68)  -— ■  My  Teuhtt  offwould  fl>eaky  &c]  The  Beauty,  the 

Innocence,  of  Eupbrafia's  Chara&er  is  finely  depi&ed  in  this  Narra- 
tion from  her  own  Mouth.  Our  Poets,  when  they  intended  it,  fel- 
dom  fail'd  in  the  Art  of  moving  the  Paflions.  The  young  Lady,  from 
her  Father's  Encomiums  firil,  had  faPn  in  Love  with  Philafier ;  tho* 
fhe  knew,  that  (he  could  have  no*  Pretentions  to  his  Bed.  Bat  as  her 
next,  and  only,  Happinefs  was  to  live  in  his  Sight,  fhe  difguis'd  her 
Sex,'  and  enter'd  into  his  Service.  Her  Refolution,  and  Vow,  never 
to  marry  any-  othe*,  is  a  fine  Heightning  of  her  Character. 

For 
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For  thk  I  did  ddudc  mjr  nobk  Fatker 

Wi&  a  feign'd  Pilgrimage,  and  dnefc'd  myfelf 

In  Habit  of  a  Boy;  and,  for  I  knew 

My  Birth  no  Match  for  you,  I  was  pa£b  Hope 

Of  having  you :  and  underftanding  well 

That  when  I  made  DifcOTerv  of  my  Sex, 

1  could  not  ftay  with  you?  I  made  a  Vo«v 

By  all  the  moft  religious  Things  a  Maid 

Could  call  together,  never  to  be  known, 

Whilft  there  was  Hope  to  hide  me  from  Mens  Eyes, 

For  other  than  I  fcem'd,  that  I  might  ever 

Abide  with  you ;  then  late  I  by  the  Fount, 

Where  firft  you  took  me  up. 

King.  Search  out  a  Match 
Within  our  Kingdom,  where  and  when  thou  wilt, 
And  I  will  pay  thy  Dowry  %  and  thyfelf 
Wilt  well  deferve  him. 

Bel.  Never,  Sir,  will  I 
Marry,  it  is  a  Thing  within  my  Vow ; 
But  if  I  may  have  Leave  to  ferve  the  Princels, 
To  fee  the  Virtues  of  her  Lord  and  htr* 
I  lhall have Hopeto live.    Are.  And  I,  Pbilqfler 
Cannot  be  jealous,  though  you  had  a  Lady 
Dreft  like  a Pagp  tofervc  you,  nor  wfll  i; 
Sufpeft  her  living  jieis :  C«ie,  live  with  me, 
Live  free,  as  I  do  *  foe  that  loves  my  Lord, 
Curft  be  the  Wife  that  hates  her  t 

Phi.  I  grieve,  fuch  Virtues  Ihould  be  laid  in  Earth 
Without  an  Heir.    Hear  me,  my  royal  Father, 
Wrong  not  the  Freedom  of  our  Souls  fa  much, 
To  think  to  take  Revenge  of  that  bale  Woman ; 
Her  Malice  cannot  hurt  us ;  fet  her  free 
As  ite  was  born,  faving  from  Shame  and  Sin. 

King.  Set  her  at  Liberty,  but  leave  the  Court, 
This  is  no  Place  for  luch :  You,  Pbaramondy 
Shall  have  free  Paflage,  and  a  Conduit  home 
Worthy  fo  great  a  Prince ;  when  you  come  there, 
Remember,  'twas  your  Faults  that  loft  you  her, 
And  not  my  purposM  Will.    Pba.  i  do  confels, 
Renowned  Sir. 

King. 
t 
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King.  Laft,  join  your  Hands  in  one.    Enjoy,  Phlafitr, 
This  Kingdom  which  is  yours,  and  after  me 
W  hatevcr  I  call  mine ;  my  Blefling  on  you ! 
All  happy  Hours  be  at  your  Marriage- Joys,      . 
That  you  may  grow  yourfelves  over  all  Lands, 
And  live  to  fee  your  plenteous  Branches  jpring 

Where-ever  there  is  Sun !  ■ Let  Princes  learn 

By  this  to  rule  the  Paffions  of  their  Blood, 

For,  What  Heav'n  wills,  can  never  be  withftood. 

{Exeunt  Omnu. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONM. 

Arbaces,  King  of  Iberia, 

Tigranes,  King  of  Armenia. 

Gobrias,  Lord  Protestor,  and  Father  of  Arbaccs. 

Bacurius,  another  Lord. 

Mardonius, )  ~>      ~   *  - 
«  ~  >  Two  Captains* 

Beffus,        ) 

Ligones,  Father  of  Spaconia. 

Arane,  the  Queen's  Mother* 

Panthea,  her  Daughter. 

Spaconia,  a  Lady 9  Daughter  of  Ligone*. 

Mandane,  a  Waiting-woman  %  aid  other  Attendants. 

Two  Gentlemen. 

Three  Men  and  a  Woman. 

Philip,  a  Servant,  and  two  Citizctis  Wives. 

AMefijcfrer. 

A  Servant  to  Bacurius. 

Two  Sword-men. 

A  Boy. 

SCENE,   on  the  Frontiers  of  Armenia;    and, 
afterwards ',  in  the  Metropolis  of  Iberia. 
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ACT    I.     S  C   E   N   E    I. 

Enter  Mardonius  and  (i)  Befftis. 


Mahdonius. 

IESS  US,  the  King  has  made  a  fair  Hand  on'r, 

*[  he  has  ended  the  Wars  at. a  Blow;  'Would 

;  my  Sword  had  a  dofe  Basket  Hilt  to  hold 

■  Wine,  and  the  Blade  v#juld  make  Knives*  for 

'  we  fhall  have  nothing  but  eating  and  Blinking. 

Bef.  We,  that  are  Commanders,  mail  do  well  enough. 

Mar.  'Faith,  Beffits,  fuch  Commanders  as  thou  may ; 

t  had  as  liere  fct  thee  Perdue  for  a  Pudding  i*  th*  Dark, 

as  Alexander  the  Great. 

Bef.  I  love  thde  Jefts  exceedingly. 

Mar.  I  think,  thou  lov*ft  'em  better  than  quarrelling,' 

Btffusy  I'll  lay  fo  much  i'  thy  Behalf;  and  yet  thou' it 

(0  The  Character  of  BtJ/us,  I  think,  muft'be  allow'd  in  general 
l  fine  Copy  from  Shakespeare's  inimitable  Talflegt.  He  is  a, 
Coward,  yet  would  fain  let  up  for  a  Hero ;  Oftentatious,  without  any 
Urain  of  Merit  to  fupport  his  Vain-glory ;  A  Ly ar  throughout,  to 
Exalt  his  afTumed  Qualifications ;  and  lewd,  without  any  Countenance 
From  the  Ladies  to  give  him  an  Umbrage  for  it.  As  to  his  Wit  and 
Humour,  the  Precedence  muft  certainly  be  adjudg'd  to  Yalfiafft,  the 
great  Original. 
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valiant  enough  upon  va  Retreat  \  I  think,  thou  wouldft 
kill  any  Man  that  ftop'd  thee,  if  thou  couldft. 

Bef  But  was  not  this  a  brave  Combate,  Mardoniiis  ? 

Mar.  Why,  didft  thou  fee't  ? 

Bef.  You  flood  wi'  me. 

Mar.  I  did  fo ;  but,  methought,  thou  wink'dft  every 
Blow  they  ftruck. 

Bef.  Well,  I  believe,  there  are  better  Soldiers  than  I, 
that  never  faw  two  Princes  fight  in  Lifts. 

Mar.  By  my  Troth,  I  think  fo  too,  Bejfus,  many  a 
Thoufand;  but,  certainly,  all  that  are  worfe  than  thou 
have  feen  as  much. 

Bef.  'Twas  bravely  done  of  our  King. 

Mar.  Yes,  if  he  had  not  ended  the  Wars :  Pm  glad, 
thou  dar'ft  talk  of  fuch  dangerous  Bufinefles. 

Bef.  To  take  a  Prince  Prifoner  in  the  Heart  of 's  own 
Country  in  fingle  Combat. 

Mar.  See,  how  thy  Blood  curdles  at  this ;  I  think,  thou 
t  couldft  be  contented  to  be  beaten  i'  this  Paflion. 

Bef  Shall  I  tell  you  truly  ?      Mar.  Ay,    • 

Bef  I  could  willingly  venture  for't. 

Mar.  Hum!  no  Venture  neither,  good  Beffus. 

Bef  Let  me  not  live,  if  I  do  not  think  'tis  a  braver 
Piece  of  Service*  tharifchat  Pm  fo  fam'd  for. 

Mar.  *  Why,  art  thou  fam'd  for  any  Valour  ? 

Bef  I  fam'd !  Ay,  I  warrant  you. 
,    Mar.  Pm  e'en  heartily  glad  on't ;  I  have  been  witfy 
thee  e'er  fince  thou  cam'ft  to  th*  Wars,  and  this  is  the 
firfi;  Word  that  ever  I  heard  on't  j  pritheej  who  femes 
thee  ? 

Bef  The  Chriftian  World. 

Mar.  'Tis  heatheniflily  done  of  'em,  in  my  Confcience ; 
thou  deferv'dft  it  not. 

Bef  Yes,  I  ha*  done  good  Service. 

Mar.  I  do  not  know  how  thou  may'ft  wait  of  a  Man 
in's  Chamber,  or  thy  Agility  in  fhifting  a  Trencher-,  but, 
otherwife,  no  Service,  good  Beffus. 

Bef  You  faw  me  do  the  Service  yourfelf. 

Mar.  Not  fo  hafty,  fweet  Bejjus9  where  was  it,  is  the 
Place  vanifh'd  ? 

Bef 
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Bef  At  Beffia9  defpffftte  Redemption. 

Mar.  At  Befits'  deljrrate  Redemption,  where's  that  ? 

Bef  There^  where  I  redeem'd  the  Day ;  the  Place  bears 
my  .Name. 

Mar.  Pray  thee,  who  chriftened  it  ? 

Bef.  The  Soldiers. 

Mar.  If  I  were  not  a  very  merrily  difpos'd  Man,  what 
would  become  of  thee  ?  One,  that  had  but  a  Grain  of 
Choler  in  the  whole  Composition  of  his  Body,  would  fend 
thee  '  of  an  Errand  to  the  Worms  for  putting  thy  Name 
upon  that  field :  Did  not  1  beat  thee  there  i*  th5  Head 
o*  th*  Troops  with  a  Truncheon,  becaufe  thou  wouldft 
needs  rim  away  with  thy  Company,  when  we  (hould 
charge  the  Enemy  ? 

Bef.  True ;  but  I  did  not  run. 
'    Mar.  Right,  Bejfus,  I  beat  thee  out  on't. 
-    Bef  But  came  I  not  up  when  the  Day  was  gone,  and  re- 
deem'd  all  ? 

Mar.  Thou  knoweft,  and  fo  do  I,  thou  mean'dft  to  fly, 
and,  thy  Fear  making  thee  miftake,  thou  ran'ft  upon  the 
Enemy,  and  a  hot  Charge  thou  gav'ft;  as  I'll  do  thee 
Right,  thou  art  furious  in  running  away,  and,  I  think,  we 
owe  thy  Fear  for  our  Viftory ;  If  I  were  the  King,  and 
were  fure  thou  wouldft  miftake  always  and  run  away  upon 
th*  Enemy,  thou  fhouldft  be  General,  by  this  Light. 

Bef.  You'll  never  leave  this  till  I  fall  foul. 
•    ikfor.  No  more  foch  Words,  dear  Bejfus ;  for  though  I 
havq  ever  known  thee  a  Coward,  and  therefore  durft  never 
ftrike  thee,  yet  if  thou  proceeded,  I  will  allow  thee  valiant, 
and  beat  thee. 

Bef  Come,  come,  our  King's  a  brave  Fellow. 

r§&ar.  He  is  fo,  Bejfus ;  I  wonder  how  thou  cam'ft  to 
know  it.  But  if  thou  wert  a  Man  of  Underftanding  I  would 
tell  thee,  (z)  he  is  vain-glorious  and  humble,  and  angry 

and 

(2)  He  is  vein -glorious,  and  bumble,  and  ongry,  and  patient,  and 
merry,  and  dull,  and  joyful,  and  firrcmful,  in  Extremity  in  an  Hour:] 
Mardonius  here  has  very  exa&ly  decypher'd  the  Chara&er  of  the  Kin<*. 
The  flight  Variation  that  I  have  made  in  the  pointing,  I  think,  gives 
w  the  Meaning  of  the  Poets ;  viz.  that  Arbaces  difplays  the  Contraft 
of  all  his  Paflions,  to  their  utmoft  pitch,  in  the  compafs  of  an  Hour. 
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and  patient,  and  merry  and  dull*  apd  joyfia} ^^  ■«id>forro*ftil, 
in  Extremity,  in  an  Hour:  Dai roc  think  me^hy|!^end 
for  this,  for,  if  I  car'd  who  knew  it,  thou  ftibiildft  not 
hear  it,  Bejfus.     Here  he  is  with  his  Prey  in  his  Foot, 

Enter  Arbaces,  Tigrane^,  and  two  Gentlemen. 
Arb.  Thy  Sadnefs,  brave  Tigranes,  takes  away 
From  my  full  Vidtory :  Am  I  become  '*"■'.'. 

Of  fo  fmall  Fame,  that  any  Man  fhould  gfitVQ 
When  I  6'ercome  him?   They,  that  placd  me  Here* 
Intended  it  an  Honour  large  enough,    , 
For  the  moft  valiant  living,  but  to  dare 
Oppofe  me  fmgle,  though  he  loft  tht  Oay.  '*j 

What  fhould  afflift  you?  you're  as  free  as  I; 
To  be  my  Prifoner,  is  to  be  more  free 
Than  you  were  formerly;  and  never  think,  f 

The  Man,  I  held  worthy  to  combat  me,  L         * 
Shall  be  us'd  fervilely  :  Thy  Ranfom  is 
To  take  my  only  Sifter  to  thy  Wife. 
A  heavy  one,  Tigranes,  for  Ihc  is 
A  Lady,  that  the  Neighbour  Princes  fend 
Blanks  to  fetch  home.     I  have  been  too  unkind  * '  ' 

To  her,  Tigranes\  fhe  but  nine  Years  old,  k\     [% 

I  left  her,  and  ne'er  faw  her  fince ;  your  Wars         /     -:' 
Have  held  me  long,  and  taught  me,  though  a  Touth, 
The  way  to  Vi&ory  •,  fhe  was  a  pretty  Child,.  ,;.,  ' 

Then  I  was  little  better ;  but  now  Fame  ^T 

For,  as  Mardonius  afterwards  fays  of  him,  this  Comment  is  coiifrrm'd;/ 
I  never  few  fucb  fuddain  Extremities.  ;   , .  •  ; -^ 

I  ought  to  fubjoin  Mr.  Seward's  Defence  of  this  Play.  —  ^fffi^Jap 
€i  mer  flings  the  moft  virulent  of  all  his  Inve&ives  againft  Othtto and 
**  Arbaces,  falfly  deemkig  all  the  Faults  of  thofe  Gbara&efe  tolfte  fo 
*'  many  Charges  againft  the  Poets;  whereas  their  Intent  wsfr-i^ to 
"  paint  Perftdion  but  Human  "Nature,  to  blend  the  Virtues  afid  riot 
u  together,  fo  that  both  may  fpring  fVom  the  fame  Temper^  and,  like 
handfom  and  ill-favour  d  Children,  both  ftf  11  bear  a  Refimblanceto  their 
Sire.  To  do  this  well  is  one  of  the  higheft  Efforts i  Of  fdt&y.  Ar- 
baces, like  his  great  Pattern  Achilles,  has  Virtues  and  Vices  ia  the  Ex- 
"  treme.  His  Violence  makes  us  expeft  fome  dreadful  pffect,  and jj 
"  therefore  foori  hurries  him  into  an  Attempt  to  commit  'hcejl.  He  is 
"  to  raife  Terror  and  Anger,  riot  Pity  and  Love-,  and  Mr.  Rhymer  raw- 
ing the  fame  Chaler  in  his  Temper,  ridiculoufly  took  fire,  and  fu-: 
rioufly  attack'd  his  own  Shadow, 
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Cries  loudly  on  her,  and  my  Meflenger* 

Make  me  believe,  flie  is  a- Miracle  » 

She'll  make  you  fhrink,  as  I  did,  with  a  Stroke 

But  of  her  Eye,  Tigranes.      Tigt.  htt  the  Courfe  of 

Iberia  to  ufe  their  Prifoners  thus  ? 

Had  Fortune  thrown  my  Name  above  Arbace?, 

I  fhould  not  thus  have  talk'd,  Sir:  In  Armmiay 

We  hold  it  bafe :  You  fhould  have  kept  your  Temper 

Till  you  faw  Home  again,  where  'tis  the  Fafhioin 

Perhaps,  to  brag.    Arb.  Be  you  my  Witnefs,  Earth, 

Need  I  to  brag  ?    Doth  not  this  Captive  Prince 

Speak  me  fufficiendy,  and  all  the  Acts 

That  I  have  .wrought  upon  his  fuffering  Land  ? 

Should  I  then  boaft !  where  lies  that  Foot  of  Ground 

Within  his  whole  Realm*  that  I  have  not  paft, 

Fighting  and  conquering;  far  then  from  me 

Be  Oftentation.    I  could  tell  the  World 

How  I  have  laid  his  Kingdom  defolare 

By  this  fok  Arm,  prop'd  by  Divinity ; 

Stript  him  out  of  his  Glories,  and  have  fent 

The  Pride  of  all  his  Youth  to  people  Graves  * 

And  made  his  Virgins  languifh  for  their  Loves, 

If  I  would  brag.    Should  I,  that  have  the  Pow'r 

To  teach  the  neighbour  World  Humility, 

Mix  with  Vain-glory  ? 

Mar.  Indeed,  this  is  none.  [4fck* 

Arb.  Tigrants^  —  no,  did  I  but  take  Delight 
To  ftretch  my  Deeds  as  others  do,  on  Words, 
I  could  amaze  my  Hearers.    Mar.  So  you  do. 

Arb.  (3)  But  he  fhall  vpong  his  and  my  Modefty, 
That  thinks  me  apt  to  boaft:  After  an  A& 
Fit  for  a  God  to  do  upon  his  Foe, 
A  little  Glory  in  a  Soldier's  Mouth 

(3)  8**  bijball  wrong  bis  and  my  Madefy > 

That  thinks  me  apt  to  boaft  of  tor  any  A3 

Fit  for  a  good  Man  to  do  upon  bis  Fot,]  The  Meafure,  the 
Pointing,  and  the  Senfe,  are  alj  defe&ive  here.  I  have  reftor'd  all 
three  from  the  Authority  of  the  S>uarto*%  in  1619,  and  1676. 
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Is  well-becoming  •,  be  it  far  from  vain. 

Mar.  JTis  pity,  that  Valour  Ihould  be  thus  drunk. 

[Jftde. 
Arb.  I  offer  you  my  Sifter,  and  you  anfwer, 

I  do  inliilt :   A  Lady  that  no  Suit, 

Nor  Treafure,  nor  thy  Crown,  could  purchafe  thee, 

But  that  thou  fought'ft  with  me. 

Tigr.  Though  this  be  worfe 
Than  that  you  {pake  before,  it  ftrikes  me  not  5 
But  that  you  think  to  over*grace  me  with 
The  Marriage  of  your  Sifter,  troubles  me, 
I  would  give  Worlds  for  Ranfoms,  were  they  mine, 
Rather  than  have  her.     Arb.  See,  if  I  infult, 
That  am  the  Conqueror,  and  for  a  Ranfom 
Offer  rich  Treafure  to  the  Conquered, 
"Which  he  refufes,  and  I  bear  his  Scorn : 
It  cannot  be  Self-Flattery  to  fay, 
The  Daughters  of  your  Country,  fet  by  her, 
Would  fee  their  Shame,  run  home  and  blufh  tb  Death, 
At  their  own  Foulnefs ;  yet  fhe  is  not  fair, 
Nor  beautiful,  thofe  Words  exprefs  her  not ; 
They  fay,  her  Looks  have  fomething  excellent, 
That  wants  a  Name :  Yet  were  fhe  odious, 
Her  Birth  deferves  the  Empire  of  the  World, 
Sifter  to  fuch  a  Brother ;  that  hath  ta'en 
Vi&ory  Prifoner,  and  throughout  the  Earth 
Carries  Her  bound,  and  fhbuld  he  let  her  loofe, 
She  durft  not  leave  him ;  Nature  did  her  Wrong, 
To  print  continual  Conqueft  on  her  Cheeks, 
And  make  no  Man  worthy  for  her  to  take, 
But  me,  that  am  too  near  her;  and  as  ftrangely 
She  did  for  me,  but  you v  will  think  I  brag. 

Mar.  I  do,  Pll  be  fworn.  Thy  Valour  and  thy  Paf- 
fions  fever'd,  would  have  made  two  excellent  Fellows  in 
their  kinds:  I  know  not^  whether  I  fhould  be forry  thou 
art  fp  valiant,  or  fo  paffionate ;  Vou'd,  one  of  'em  were 
aw^y!  \Aftk. 

'Tigr.  Do  I  refufe  her,  that  I  doubt  her  Worth  ? 
Were  fhe  as  virtuous  as  fhe  would  be  thought, 
So  perfeft,  that  no  one  of  her' own  Sex 

Could 
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Could  find  a  Want  -,  (4)  Were  fhe  fo  tempting  fair, 

That  fhe  could  wifh  it  off,  for  damning  Souls  •, 

I  would  pay  any  Ranfom,  twenty  Lives, 

Rather  thafi  meet  her  married  in  my  Bed. 

Perhaps,  I  have  a  Love,  where  I  have  fix'd 

Mine  Eyes  not  to  be  mov'd,  and  fhe  on  me ; 

I  am  not  fickle.     Arb.  Is  that  all  the  Caufe  ? 

Think  you,  you  can  fo  ljnit  yourfelf  in  Love 

To  any  other,  that  her  fearching  Sight 

Cannot  diffolve  it  ?  So,  before  you  try'd, 

You  thought  yourfelf  a  Match  for  me  in  Fight : 

Truft  me,  Tigranes,  fhe  can  do  as  much 

In  Peace,  as  I  in  War-,  fhe'll  conquer  too ; 

You  fhall  fee,  (5)  if  you  have  the  Pow'r  to  ftand 

The  Force  of  her  fwift  Looks.     If  you  diflike, 

Pll  fend  you  home  with  Love,  and  name  your  Ranfbm 

Some  other  way,  but  if  fhe  be  your  Choice, 

She  frees  you :  To  Iberia  you  muft. 

(4)  ■■  werejhefo  tempting  fair, 

Tbatjbi  could  <wijb  it  off,  for  damning  Souls  \  ]  This  Paflage  is 
fo  obfcure  in  the  Expreflion,  that,  I  believe,  it  will  want  a  fhort  Com- 
ment to  the  Generality  of  Readers.  The  Authors  mean  "  Were  (he 
"  fo  temptingly  fair,  that  fhe  could  wifh  to  be  lefs  beauteous,  for 
"  Fear  of  damning  Souls,  in  their  coveting  to  enjoy  her  Charms  s  &V. 
So,  Shakespearb  in  his  Othello; 

A  Fellow  almoft  damn'd  in  a  fair  Wife, 
i.  e.  grown  fo  uxorious  through  the  Attractions  of  her  Beauty,  as  to 
negledt  all  his  Duty  towards  Heaven,  and  confequently  incur  the  Dan- 
ger of  Damnation.    This  Sentiment  is  explained  in  another  Paflage  of 
that  immortal  Author,  in  his  Merchant  of  Venice. 
■'■  '  it  //  *ve ry  meet, 

tte  Lord  Baflanto  live  an  upright  Life. 

For,  having  fucb  a  Bleffing  in  bis  Lady, 

He  finds  the  joys  ^Heaven  here  on  Earth ; 

And  if  on  Earth  be  do  not  merit  it, 

In  Reafon  hejhould  never  come  to  Hcav'n. 

{ j)    •  ■  ■  if  you  have  the  PovSr  to  ftand    ' 

The  Force  of  her  fwift  Looks.']  Both  -Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Symp- 
fon  chufe  to  adopt  the  Epithet,  ftveet.  I  have  not  ventured  to  alter 
jtfie  Text;  becaufe,  I  think,  the  Word  fwift  is  more  confonant  to 
Force,  i.  e.  the  Power  of  her  keen,  pointed  Glances ;  as  Arbaces  fpeaks 
of  her  a  little  above ; 

She* II  make  you  Jhrink,  as  1  did,  with  'a  Strobe 

But  of  her  Eye,  Tigranes. 
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Ttgr.  Sir,  I  have  kam'd  a  PrifoneFs  Sufferance, 
And  will  obey ;  but  give  me  Leave  to  talk 
In  private  with  fome  Friends  before  I  go. 

Arb.  Some  do  await  him  forth,  and  fee  him'fkfe, 
But  let  him  freely  fend  for  whom  he  pleafe, 
And  none  dare  to  difturb  his  Conference ; 
I  will  not  have  him  know  what  Bondage  is, 

[Exit  Tigranes. 
'Till  he  be  free  from  me.    This  Prince,  Mardonius> 
Is  full  of  Wifdom,  Valour,  all  the  Graces 
Man  can  receive.     Mar.  And  yet  you  conquer'd  him. 

Arb.  And  yet  I  conquer'd  him,  and  could  have  don't, 
Hadft  thou  joinM  with  him,  though  thy  Name  in  Arms 
Be  great;  muftallMen,  that  are  virtuous, 
Think  fuddenly  to  match  themfelves  with  me  ? 
I  conquered  him,  and  bravely,  did  I  not? 

Bef.  An  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  was  afraid  at  firft,— ~ 

Mar.  When  wert  thou  other  I    Arb.  Of  what  ? 

Bef.  That  you  would  not  have  fpy'd  your  beft  Ad- 
vantage; for  your  Majefty,  in  my  Opinion,  lay  too 
high;  methinks,  under  favour,  you  ihould  have  lain 
thus. 

Mar.  Like  a  Tailor  at  a  Wake. 

Bef.  And  then,  if 't  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  remember, 
at  one  Time,  by  my  troth*  I  wifh'd  myfelf  wi'you. 

Mar.  By  my  troth,  thou  woukTft  ha*  flunk  'em  both 
out  o'th*  Lifts. 

Arb.  What  to  do? 

Bef.  To  put  your  Majefty  in  mind  of  an  Occafion ;  you 
lay  thus,  and  Tigranes  falfified  a  Blow  at  your  Leg,  which 
you,  by  doing  thus,  avoided ;  but  if  you  had  wmp'd  up 
your  Leg  thus,  and  reached  him  on  the  Ear,  you  had 
made  the  Blood-Royal  run  down  his  Head. 

Mar.  What  Country  Fence-School  didfft  thou  learn 
that  at? 

Arb.  Pifh!  did  not  I  take  him  nobly  ? 

Mar.  Why,  you  did,  and  you  have  talk'd  enough  orft. 

Arb.  Talk'd  enough  ? 
Will  you  confine  my  Words  ?  By  Heav'n  and  Earth, 
I  were  much  better  be  a  King  of  Beafts 

Than 
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Than  fuch  a  People :  If  I  had  not  Patience 
Above  a  God,  I  fhould  be  call'd  a  Tyrant 
Throughout  die  World.   They  will  offend  to  Death 
Each  Minute:  Let  me  hear  thee  fpeak  again, 
And  thou  art  Earth  again :  Why,  this  is  like 
Tigranes9  Speech,  that  needs  would  fey,  I  bragfd. 
Bejfus,  he  faid,  I  bragU    Be/.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Jrb.  Why  doft  thou  laugh? 
By  all  the  World,  Pm  grown  ridiculous 
To  my  own  Subje&s  •  Tie  me  to  a  Chair, 
And  jeaft  at  me;  but  I  fhall  make  a  Start, 
And  puiiifh  fome,  that  others  may  take  heed 
How  they  are  haughty;  who  will  anfwer  me? 
He  faid,  1  boafted ;  fpeak,  MardoniuSj 
Did  I  ?  He  will  not  anfwer.    O  my  Temper! 
I  give  you  Thanks  above,  that  taught  my  Heart 
Patience,  I  can  endure  his  Silence.     What,  will  none 
Vouchsafe  to  give  me  Anfwer  ?    Am  I  grown 
To  fuch  a  poor  Refpedt,  or  do  you  mean 
To  break  my  Wind?  Speak,  fpeak,  fome  one  of  you> 
Or  elfe  by  Heav*n,  —  i  Gent.  So  pkafe  your— —> 

Arb.  Monftrous, 
I  cannot  be  heard  out,  they  cut  me  off, 
As  if  I  were  too  faucy.    I  will  live 
In  Woods,  and  talk  to  Trees,  they  will  allow  me 
To  end  what  I  begin.    The  meaneft  Subjedl 
Can  find  a  Freedom  to  difcharge  his  Soul, 
And  not  I ;  now  it  is  a  Time  to  fpeak ; 
I  hearken,     i  Gent.  May  it  pleafe  — — 

Arb.  I  mean  not  you, 
Did  not  I  flop  you  once  ?  (6)  but  I  am  grown 

To 

(6)  ■■■  ■  but  I  am  grown 

To  balk,  but  I  dene,  let  another  /peak.]  The  flagrant  Non- 
fenfe  of  this  Paflagc  made  me  look  upon  it  as  one  of  the  Loci  dtfpi* 
rati  in  our  Authors  ;  and  irretrievable  by  Conje&ure,  as  none  of  the 
Copies  lend  the  leaft  Light  to  clear  it  up.  If  I  have  made  fome  to- 
lerable Emendations  thro*  the  Work,  I  would  give  the  Merit  of  them 
all  up,  to  have  been  the  Mailer  of  that  Correction  which  the  Saga- 
city of  Mr.  Srward  has  (hewn  in  refloring  the  undifputed  Senfe  of  our 
Authors. 

but 
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To  talk  but  idly ;  let  another  fpeak. 
2  Gent.  I  hope  your  Majefty 


Arb.  Thou  drawl'ft  thy  Words, 
That  I  muft  wait  an  Hour,  where  other  Men 
Can  hear  in  Inftants ;  throw  your  Words  away, 
Quick,  and  to  purpofe ;  I  have  told  you  this. 

Bef.  An  pleafe  your  Majefty, 

Arb.  Wilt  thou  devour  me  ?  this  is  foch  a  Rudenefs 
As  yet  you  never  fhew'd  me,  and  I  want 
Pow'r  to  command  too,  elfe  Mardonius 
Would  fpeak  at  my  Requeft ;  wpre  you  my  King, 
I  would  have  aniwer'd  at  your  Word,  Mardonius ; 
I  pray  you  fpeak,  and  truely,  did  I  boaft  ? 

Mar.  Truth  will  offend  you. 

Arb.  You  take  all  great  Care  : 

■  but  1  am  grown 
To  talk  but  idley ;  /.  e.  neither  to  be  attended  to,  nor  obey'd.      1 

I  am  proud  here  to  fubjoin  the  Gentleman's  Note. 

"  As  it  may  be  fome  Entertainment  to  the  curious  Reader  to  fee 
"  an  humble  Critick  poring  in  the  Dark,  if  he  by  that  means  has  at 
*'  laft  opened  the  Door  to  Day-light,  I  will  give  the  Procefs  of  this     ' 
"  Emendation.    Every  one  mull  fee.  that  the  Text,  as  it  flood,  was 
**  absolutely  Nonfenfe :  and  Mr.  Theobald  informed  me,  that  it  has 
"  flood  fo  through  all  the  Editions :   and,  not  having  hit  upon  any 
"  Emendation  himfelf,  he  had  look'd  upon  it  as  one  of  the  Loci  def- 
.  u  perati  of  our  Authors.     It  is '  eafy  to  obferve,  that  the  Senfe  re- 
4i  quired  muft  be  either,  that  I  am  grown  not  to  have  what  I  fay  ob- 
€C  femfdi  or,  to  have  my  Will  contradicted  in  every  thing.     I  had 
*•  advane'd  feveral  Conjectures,  but  they  departed  too  much  from  the 
*(  Traces  of  the  Letters.    In  rejecting  them,  therefore,  I  obferv'd, 
««  that  had  any  of  them  been  clear,  as  to  the  Senfe ;  yet  they  made 
"  a  Syllable  too  much  in  the  Verfe.     Nothing  is  fo  great  an  Afliflance 
"  in  retrieving  the  Senfe,  as  a  due  Attendance  to  the  Metre ;  for  a 
"  redundant  Syllable  having  crept  into  the  former  Reading,  one  may 
"  eanly  fee  that  it  moll  probably  was  in  the  Words ;  /  defie,  that  be- 
"  ing  evidently  a  Corruption.     The  Word,  therefore,  that  I  have  hit 
**  upon,  gives  the  full  Idea  required ;  and*  fuppofe,  defie,  to  have  been 
••  written  with  a  finally  inftead  of  ie,  it  drops  only  one  Vowel,  and 
"  changes  an  /  into  an  /."  Mr.  Seward. 

In  fupport  of  this  beautiful  Emendation,  I  will  obferve,  that  the 
King,  in  the  next  Page,  inculcates  the  fame  Meaning,  tho*  in  diffe- 
rent Words. 

■  Why,  here  they  ftand  like  Death  i 

My  Words  move  nothing. 

What 


PT 
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What  will  offend  me,  when  you  dare  to  utter 
Such  Things  as  thefe. 

Mar.  You  told  Tigranes,  you  had  won  his  Land, 
With  that  fole  Arm  prop'd  by  Divinity : 
Was  not  that  Bragging,  and  a  Wrong  to  us, 
That  daily  ventured  Lives  ? 

Arb.  O  that  thy  Name 
Were  great  as  mine!  *  would,  I  had  paid  my  Wealth, 
It  were  as%great,  that  I  might  combate  thee ! 
I  would,  through  all  the  Regions  habitable, 
Search  thee,  and,  having  found  thee,  wi'  my  Sword 
Drive  thee  about  the  World,  'till  I  had  met 
Some  Place  that  yet  Man's  Curiofity 
Hath  mifs'd  of;  there,  there  would  I  ftrike  thee  dead : 
Forgotten  of  Mankind ;  fuch  Funeral  Rites 
As  beafts  would  give  thee,  thou  fhouldft  have. 

Bef.  The  King 
Rages  extreamly,  fhall  we  (link  away  ? 
He'll  ftrike  us.     2  Gent.  Content. 

Arb.  There  1  would  make  you  know,  'twas  this  fole  Arm^ 
I  grant,  you  were  my  Inftruments,  and  did 
As  I  commanded  you,  but  'twas  this  Arm 
Mov'd  you  like  Wheels,  it  mov^d  you  as  it  pleas'd% 
Whither  flip  you  now  ?  what,  are  you  too  good 
To  wait  on  me,  Puffe  ?     I  had  need  have  Temper, 
That  rule  fuch  People ;  I  have  nothing  left 
At  my  own  Choicer  I  would,  I  might  be  private : 
Mean  Men  enjoy  themfelves,  but  'tis  our  Curfe, 
To  h^ve  a  Tumult  that  put  of  their  Loves 
Will  wait  on  us,  whether  we  will  or  no ; 
Will  you  be  gone  ?  Why,  here  they  ftand  like  Death, 
My  Words  move  nothing,     i  Gent.  Muft  we  go  ? 

Bef.  I  know  not. 

Arb.  I  pray  you,  leave  me,  Sirs ;  I'm  proud  of  this, 
That  you  will  be  intreated  from  my  Sight : 

[Exeunt  all  but  Arb.  and  Mar. 
Why,  now  they  leave  me  all :  Mardonius  —  Mar.  Sir. 

Arb.  What,  will  you  leave  me  quite  alone?  methinks, 
Civility  fhould  teach  you  more  than  this ; 
If  I  were  but  your  Friend,  — -  Stay  here,  and  wait. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Sir,  fhall  I  fpeak? 
Arb.  Why,  you  would  now  think  much 
To  be  denied,  but  I  can  fcarce  intreat 
What  I  would  have :  Do,  fpeak. 

Mar.  But  will  you  hear  me  out  ? 

Arb.  You  article  with  me,  to  talk  thus :  Well, 
I'll  hear  you  out.     Mar.  Sir,  that  I  have  ever  lov'd  you, 
My  Sword  hath  Spoken  for  me;  that  I  do, 
If  it  be  doubted,  I  dare  call  an  Oath, 
A  great  one  to  my  Witnefe ;  and  were  you  not' 
My  King,  from  amongft  Men,  I  fhould  have  chofe 
You  out  to  love  above  the  reft;  nor  can 
This  challenge  Thanks ;  for  my  own  fake  I  fhould  have 
Done  it,  becaufe  I  would  have  lov'd  the  moft 
Deferving  Man  ■%  for  fb  you  are, 

Arb.  Alas !  Mardoniusy  rife,  you  fhall  not  kneel ; 
We  all  are  Soldiers,  and  all  venture  lives : 
And  where  there  is  no  Difference  in  Mens  Worth?, 
Tides  are  Jeafts.     Who  can  outvalue. thee  ? 
Mardonius,  thou  haft  lov'd  me,  and  haft  Wrong ; 
lliy  Love  is  not  rewarded ;  but  bdieve, 
It  fhall  be  better;  more  than  Friend  in  Arms, 
My  Father,  and^iy  Tutor*  good  Mardonius. 

Mar.  Sir,  you  did  promife,  you  would  hear  me  out* 

Arb.  And  h  I  will ;  fpeak  freely,  for  from  thee 
Nothing  can  come,  but  worthy  Things  and  true. 

Mar.  Though  youhave  all  this  Worth,  you  hold  fome 
Qualities 
That  do  eclipfe  your  Virtues. 

Arb.  Eclipfe  my  Virtues?    Mar.  Yes,  your  Paffions ; 
Whidi  are  fo  manifold,  that  they  appear  even  in  this : 
When  I  commend  you,  you  hug  me  for  that  Truth  5 
But  when  I  fpeak  your  Faults,  you  make  a  Start, 
(7)  Aid  fly  the  Hearing  out. 

Arb.  When  you  commend  me  ?  O,  that  I  fhould  live 
To  need  iuch  Commendations !   If  my  Deeds 

(7)  And  fly  the  Hearing  but.]  This  Particle  feems  to  have  no  Right 
to  Hand  here;  we  mull,  to  make  Senfe,  fubflitute  out  in  its  Place. 

Mr.  Sjmffin. 

And  Co  I  had  cerrc&ed  the  Paffage  long  ago. 

Blew 
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Blew  not  my  Praife  themfelves  about  the  Earth, 
I  were  moft  wretched :  Spare  your  idle  Praife : 
If  thou  did'ft  mean  to  flatter,  and  fhould'ft  utter 
Words  in  my  Praife,  that  thou  thought'ft  Impudence, 
My  Deeds  ihould  make  'enl  model): :  When  you  praife, 
I  hug  you  ?  'tis  fo  falfe,  that  wert  thou  worthy 
Thou  Ihould'ft  receive  a  Death,  a  glorious  Death 
From  me :  but  thpy  fhalt  understand  thy  Lyes, 
For  fhould'ft  thou  praife  me  into  Heav'n,  and  there 
Leave  me  inthron'd,  I  would  defpife  thee  then 
As  much  as  now,  which  is  as  much  as  Dull, 
Becaufe  I  fee  thy  Envy. 

Mar.  However  you  will  ufe  me  after,  yet  for  your  own 
Promife  fake,  hear  me  the  reft, 

Arb.  I  will,  and  after  call  unto  the  Winds, 
For  they  fliall  lend  as  large  an  Ear  as  I 
To  what  you  utter :  Speak. 

Mar .  Would  you  but  leave  thefe  hafty  Tempers,,  which 
I  do  not  lay  take  from  you  all  your  Worth, 
(8)  But  darken  it,  then  you  will  fhine  indeed.  \ 

Arb.  Well. 

Mar.  Yet  I  would  {have  you  keep  fome  Paflions,  left 
Men  ihould  take  you  for  a  God,  your  Virttjes  are  fuck 

Arb.  Wfcy,  now  you  flatter. 

Mar.  I  never  underftood  the. Word.  Were  you  no 
King,  and  free  .from  thefe  Moods,  ihould  I  chufe  a 
Companion  for  Wit  *nd  Pleafiirq,  it  ihould  be  yoy  5  or 
for  Honefty  to  enterchange  my  Bofom  with,  it  mould  be 
you ;  or  Wifdom  to  give  me  Counfel,  I  would  pick  out 
you ;  or  Valour  .to  defend  my  Reputation,  ftill  I  ihould 
find  out  you ;  for  yqu  are  fit  to  fight  for  all  the  World, 
if  it  could  come  in  Queftion :  Now  I  have  {poke,  confider 
to  yourfelf,  find  out  a  Ufe ;  if  Jo,  then  what  ihall  fell  to 
me  is  not  material. 

Arb.  Is  not  material?  more  than  ten iiidh  Lives 
As  mine,  Mardonius:  It  was  nobly  faid, 
Thou  haft  ipoke  Truth,  and  boldly  fuch  a  Truth 

{8)  which  I  do  not  fay  take  from  you  all  your  Worth,  but  darken  *€in,J 
Worth  being  a  Subftantiv*  of  the  Singular  Number,  we  muft  certainly 
read  //,  inilead  of  y$m.  Mr.  Sympfo*. 

As 
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As  might  offend  another.    I  have  been 

Too  paflionate  and  idle,  thou  fhalt  fee 

A  fwift  Amendment,  but  I  want  thofe  Parts 

You  praife  me  for :  I  fight  for  aH  the  World  ? 

(9)  Give  thee  a  Sword,  and  thou  wilt  go  a$  far 

Beyond  me,  as  thou  art  beyond  ij^ Years, 

I  know,  thou  dar'ft  and  wilt;  hr troubles  me 

That  I  fhould  ufe  fo  rough  a  V hrafe  to  thee, 

Impute  it  to  my  Folly,  what  thou  wilt, 

So  thou  wilt  pardon  me :  that  thou  and  I 

Should  differ  thus !     Mar.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  Sir. 

Arb.  Faith,  but  it  is  •,  but  thou  doft  ever  take 
All  things  I  do,  thus  patiently;  for  which 
I  never  can  requite  thee,  but  with  Love,  *;■* 

And  that  thou  ihalt  be  fure  of.     Thou  and  I  /*. 
Haw  not  been  merry  lately :  Pray  thee,  tell  m£* 
Where  had'ft  thou  that  fame  Jewel  in  thine  Ear  ? 
.  Man.  Why,  at  the  taking  of  a  Town. 
,  Arb.  A  Wench,  upon  my  life,  a  Wench,  Mardotnus, 
gave  thee  that  Jewel. 

Mar.  Wench!  they  refpedt  not  me,  I'm  old  an<J 
rough,  and  evfer^r  Limb  about  me,  but  that  which  fhould,, 
growsiftffer;  i'thofe'Sufinefies,  1  may  fwear,  I  am  tnify 
honeft:  For  I  pay  ju^ly  for  what  I  take,  and  would  te 
glad  to  be  at  a  Certainty,.  • 

*  Arb.  Why,  do  the  Wenches  encroach  upon  thee  ?  ! 

Mar.  Ay,  by  this  light,  do  they.  { 

Arb.  Did'ft  thou  fit  at  an  old  Rent  with  *em? 

Mar.  Yes,  faith. 
:  Arb.  And  do  they  improve  themfebres  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  ten  Shillings  to  me,  everynew  young  Fellow 
they  come  acquainted  with. 

Arb.  How  can' ft  live  on't? : 

Mar.  Why,  I  think,  I  muft  petition  you. 

Arb.  Thou  fhalt  take  them  up  at  my  Pri&;> 

'a 

*-       .     ■ "'     ' 

(9)  Givt  me  a  Sword,  and  thou  wik  go  as  far 

Beyond  me,]  The  whole  Turn  of  the  Sentence  plainly  require* 
an  Alteration  of  Me  into  Thee,  as  Mr.  Seward  pointed  out  to  me ; 
and  his'Conje&ure  is  authored  by  the  three  Quarto" $  in  161$  1631, 
and  1676. 

Enter 
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Enter  two  Gentlemen^  and  Beflus. 

Mar.  Your  Price?/  Arb,  Ay*  the  King's  Price. 

Mar.  That  may  be  more  than  I'm  worm. 

2  Gent.  Is  he  not  merry  now  ?  . 

1  Gent.  I  think  not. 

Be/.  He  is,  he  is :  we'll  fliew  ourfclves. 

Arb.  Bejfusj  I  thought  you  had  been  in  Iberia  by  tfek,  I 
bad  you  hafte ;  Gobrias  will  want  Entertainment  for  me. 

Bef.  An  pleafe  your  Majefty,;  I  have  a  Suite. j 

Arb.  Is't  not  loufy,  Be/jus,  what  is't  ? 

Bef.  I  am, to  carry  a  Lady  with  me, 

Arb.  Then  thou  haft  two  Suites. 

Bef.  And  if  I  can  prefer  her  to  the  Lady  Pantbea  your 
Majefty's  Sifter,  to  learn  Fafhions,  as  her  Friends  term  it, 
it  will  be  worth  fomething  to  me. 
t    Arb.  So  piany  Nights'  Lodgings  as  'tis  thither,  will' t  not? 

Bef.  I  know  not  that,  Sir,  but  Gold  I  fhall  be  fure  of. 

Arb.  Why,  thou  fhalt  bid  her  entertain  her  from  me; 
fo  thou  wilt  refolve  me  one  thing. 

Bef.  If  I  can. 

Arb.  Faith,  'tis  a  very  disputable  Queftion,  and  yet,  I 
think,  thou  can'ft  decide  it. 

Bef  Your.  Majefty  has  a  good  'Opinion  of  my  Under* 
Handing. 

Arb.  I  have  fo  good  an  Opinion  of  it :    *Tis,  whether 
thou  be  valiant.. 

Bef.  Somebody  has  traduced  me  to  you :  Do  you  fee 
this  Sword,  Sir?     ; 

Arb.  Yes. 

Bef  If  I  do  not  make  my  Back-biters  eat  it  to  a  Knife 
within  this  Week,  fay,  I  am  not  valiant; 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef  Health  to  your  Majefty ! 
Arb.  From  Gobrias?     Mef  Yes,  Sir." 
Arb.  How  does  he,  is  he  well? 
Mef  In  perfect  Health. 

Arb.  Take  that  for  thy  good  News.  A  truftier  Servant 
to  his  Princ&there  lives  not,  than  is  good  Gobrias. 
Vol.  I.  O  1  Gent. 
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1  Gent.  The  King  ftarts  back. 
Mar.  His  Blood  goes  back  as  faft.  i 

2  Gens.  And  now  it  comes  again. 
Mar.  He  alters  ftrangely. 
Arb.  The  Hand  of  Heaven  is  on  me ;  be  it  far 

From  me  to  ftruggle !  (10)  If  my  fecret  Sins 
Have  pulTd  this  Curfe  upon  me,  lend  me  Tears 
Enow  to  wafli  me  white,  that  I  may  feel* 
A  Child-like  Innocence  within  my  Breaft ; 
"Which  once  performed,  O  give  me  Leave  to  ftand 
As  fix'd  as  Conftancy  herfelf ;  my  Eyes 
Set  here  unmov'd,  regardkfs  of  the  World, 
Though  thoufand  Miferies  incompafs  me; 
'*    Mar.  This  is  ftrange,  Sir,  how  do  you  ?. 

Arb.  Mardonius,  my  Mother  —     Mar.  Is  fhe  dead  ? 

Arb.  Alas,  fhe's  not  fo  happy ;  thou  doft  know 
Howihe  hath  laboured,  fince  my  Father  died, 
To  take  by  Treafbn  hence  this  loathed  Life, 
That  wou'd  but  be  to  ferve  her.     I  have  pardon'd, 
And  pardon'd,  and  by  that  have  made  her  fit 
,  To  praftife  new  Sins,  not  repent  the  old : 
(11)  She  now  had  hired  a  Slave  to  come  from  thence, 
And  ftrike  me  here,  whom  Gobrias>  fifting  out, 
Took,  and  condemn'd,  and  executed  there. 
The  carefbFft  Servant !  Heav'n,  let  me  but  live 
To  pay  that  Man  •,  Nature  is  poor  to  me, 
That  will  not  let  me  have  as  many  Deaths 
As  are  the  Times  that  he  hath  fav'd  my  Life, 
That  I  might  die  'em  over  all  for  him. 

Mar.  Sir,  let  her  bear  her  $ns  on  her  own  Head ; 

( i  o) ■     if  tny  fecret  Sins 

Have  pulPd  this  Curfe  upon  me,  lend  me  Hears 
Now  to  <wajk  me  white,  that  I  may  fee 7]    The  Defe£l  of  the 
Metre  at  the  beginning  of  the  third  Verfe  plainly  demonftrates  a  De- 
feat in  the  Senfe.     I  have  reftor'd  the  true  Reading  from  the  oldeft 
Quarto  in  1 619. 

(11)  She  now  had  flirr'd  a  Slave  to  come  from  thence. 

And  ftrike  me  here ;]  Stirred  js  not  abfolute  Nonfenfe,  becaufe 
it  may  fignify,  moved,  prevaitd  upon,  egg'd  on  to  do  a  thing  ;  but  as 
hired  is  authoriz'd  by  the  oldeft  Quarto,  1  have  adopted  it  as  the  more 
eligible  and  eafy  Word.  • 

Vex 
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Vex  not  yourfelf*     Arb.  What  will  the  World 

Conceive  of  me  ?  with  what  unnatural  Sins 

Will  they  fuppofe  me  loaden,  when  my  Life 

Is  fought  by  her,  that  gave  it  to  the  World  ? 

But  yet  he  writes  me  Comfort  here  \  my  Sifter, 

He  fays,  is  grown  in  Beauty  and  in  Grace, 

Ip  all  the  innocent  Virtues  that  become 

A  tender  ipotlefs  Maid :   ( 1 2)  (he  ftains  her  Cheeks 

"With  mourning  Tears,  to  purge  her.Mother's  111,  . 

And  'mongft  that  iacred  Dew  fhe  mingles  Pray'rs, 

IHler  pure  Oblations,  for  my  fafe  Return. 

If  I  have  loft  the  Duty  of  a  Son, 

If  any  Pomp  or  Vanity  of  SState 

^lade  me  forget  my  Natural  Offices ;  j 

^fay,  farther,  if  I  have  not  every  Night 

Expoftulated  with  my  wand'ring  Thoughts, 

If  aught  unto  my  Parent  they  have  err'd, 

-And  calTd  'em  back:  (13)  Do  you  direct  her  Arm 

Unto  this  foul  diffembling  Heart  of  mine : 

Uut  if  I  have  been  juft  to  her,  fend  out 

Tour  Pow'r  to  compals  me,  and  hold  hie  fafe 

Prom  fearching  Treafon ;  I  will  ufe  no  Means, 

But  Prayer:  for  rather  fuffer  me  to  fee 

From  mine  own  Veins  iffue  a  deadly  Flood, 

Than  wafh  my  Danger  off  with  Mother's  Blood. 

Mar.  I  never  faw  fuch  fudden  Extremities.       [Exeunt. 

Enter  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 

Tigr.  Why  ?  wilt  thou  have  me  die,  Spaconia9 
What  Jhould  I  do?     Spa.  ffay,  let  me  flay  alone, 

(12)  -■,,  .    .    *  Jhe  ftains  her  Cheeks 

With  morning  Tears,  to  purge  her  Mother's  lll{\  But  why 
morning  Tears  i  Are  they  more  efFe&ive  and  prevalent  than  thofe 
fhed  in  the  Evening,  or  at  Midnight  ?  The  ingenious  Mr.  Sympfon, 
prcfcrib'd  mourning  to  me,  i.  e.  Tears  of  real  Grief:  And  his  Con- 
jecture is  fupported  by  the  three  Quarto^s  in  1619,  1631,  and  1676. 

(,3)  .    .  ■      Do  you  dire 3  her  Arm 

Unto  this  foul  diffembling  Heart  of  mine.]  Who  is  to  direct  her 
Arm?  The. Gods,  I  iuppofc,  mull  be  meant;  but  they  are  neither 
invoked,  nor  mention'd.  This  is  a  bold  Elleipjisi  but 'yet  not  infre- 
quent with  our  Poetf.  Mr.  Sympfon. 

O  2  And 
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And  when  you  fee  Armenia  again, 

You  fhall  behold  a  Tomb  more  worth  than  I;    - 

Some  Friend,  that  either  loves  me  or  my  Caufe, 

Will  build  me  fomething  to  diftinguifh  me 

From  other  Women  \  many  a  Weepirig  Verfe 

He  will  lay  on,  and  much  lament  thofe  Maids, 

That  plac'd  their  Loves  unfortunately  high,  • 

As  I  have  done,  where  they  can  never  reach. 

But  why  fhould  you  go  to  Iberia  ? 

Tigr.  Alas,  that  thou  wilt  ask  me !  ask  the  Man, 
That  rages  in  a  Fever,  why  he  lies 
Diftemper'd  there,  when  all  the  other  Youths 
Are  courfing  o'er  the  Meadows  with  their  Loves? 
Can  I  refift  it  ?  am  I  not  a  Slave 
To  him  that  conquer'd  me  ?     Spa.  That  conqyer'd  thee, 
Tigranes !  He  has  won  but  half  of  thee,  ' 

Thy  Body,;  but  thy  Mind  may  be  as  free 
As  his,  his  Will  did  never  combate  thine, 
And  take  it  Prifoner.     Tigr.  But  if  he  by  Force 
Convey  my  Body  hence,  what  helps  it  me, 
Or  thee,  to  be  unwilling  ?     Spa.  O  Tigf-aneSy 
I  know,  you  are  to  fee  a  Lady  there, 
To  fee,  and  like,  I  fear :  perhaps,  the  Hope 
Of  her  makes  you  forget  me,  e'er  we  part  -, 
Be  happier  than  you  know  to  wifh ;  farewel ! 

Tigr.  Spaconia,  ftay,  and  hear  me  what  I,  fay. 
In  fhort,  Deftrudtion  meet  me  that  I  may 
See  it,  and  not  avoid  it,  when  I  leave 
To  be  thy  faithful  Lover !  part  with  me 
Thou  fhalt  not,  there  are  none  that  know  our  Love ; 
And  I  have  given  Gold  unto  a  Captain, 
That  goes  unto  Iberia  from  the  King, 
That  he  will  place  a  Lady  of  our  Land 
:  With  the  King's  Sifter  that  is  offer'd  me ; 
Thither  fhall  yoij,  and,  being  once  got  in, 
Perfuade  her  by  what  fubtle  Means  you  can 
To  be  as  backward  in  her  Love  as  I. 

Spa.  Can  you  imagine  that  a  longing  Maid, 
W  hen  fhe  beholds  you,  can  be  pull'd  away 
With  Words  from  loving  you? 

Tigr 


\ 
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r.  Dilpraife  my  Health, 

ionefty, ;  and  tell  her  I  am  jealous. 

i.  Why,  I  h^d  rather  Ipfc  you  r  Can  my  Heart 

nt  to  let  my  Tongue  th*ow  out  luch  Wwb  ? 

[,  that  ever  yet  ijpoke  wh^t  I  thought, 

find  it  fuch  a  Thing  $t  firft  to  lie* 

r.  Yet  do  thy  belt. 

Enter  Befliis, 

r.  What,  is  your  Majefty  ready  ? 

r.  There  is  the  Lady,  Captain. 

C  Sweet  Lady,  by  your  Leave ;  I  could  wiih  myfelf 

full  of  Courtlhip  for  your  fair  $ake. 

i.  Sir,  I  lhall  feel  no  Want  of  that. 

r.  Lady,  you  muft  bafte;  I  have  receiv'd  new  I/£- 

rom  the  King,  that  require  more  Hafte  than  I  ex- 

i ;  he  will  follow  me  luddenly  himfelf,  and  hegins  tp 

r  your  Majefty  already. 

r.  He  lhall  not  do  fo  long. 

r.  Sweet  Lady,  fhall  I  call  you  my  Charge  hereafter  ? 

i.  I  will  not  take  upon  me  to  govern-;  your  Tongye  5 

ou  lhall  call  me  wh^t  you  pleafe. 


l  c  t   11.     scene   1. 

Gobrias,  Bacurius,  Arane,  Panthea,  and  Mandane, 
Waiting-women  with  Attendants. 

GOBRIAS. 

{  Lord  Bacurius ',  you  mull  have  Regard 
Unto  the  Queen,  Ihe  is  your  Prilbner ; 
t  your  Peril,  if  fhe  make  Efcape. 
.  My  Lord,  I  know't,  ftie  is  my  Prifoner, 
you  committed ;  yet  Ihe  is  a  Woman  5 
b  I  keep  her  fefe,  you  will  not  urge  me 
:ep  her  clofe,  I  (hall  not  lhame  to  fay 
>w  for  her.     Gob.  So  do  I,  my  Lord ; 

O  3  ribrrow 
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I  forrow  For  her,  that  fo.  little  Grace 

Doth  goverti  her;  that  fhe  fhould  ftretch  her  Arm 

Agaihft  her  King  •,  fo  little  Womanhood 

And  naturd  Goodnefs,  as  to  think  the  Death 

Of  her  own  Son.     Ara.  Thou  know'ft  the  Reafbn  why, 

Diflembling  as  thou  art,  and  wilt  not  fjpeak. 

Gob.  There  is  a  Lady  takes  not  after  you, 
Her  Father  is  within  her ;  that  good  Man, 
Whofe  Tears  weigh'd  down  his  Sins.    Mark,  how  flic 
How  well  it  does  become  her ;  and  if  you  [weeps, 

Can  find  no  Difpofition  in  yourfelf 
-To  Sorrow,  yet  by  Gracefiillnefs  in  her 
Find  out  the  way,  and  by  your  Reafon  weep  : 
All  this  fhe  does  for  you,  and  more  fhe  needs, 
When  for  yourfelf  you  will  not  lofe  a  Tear ; 
-Think,  how  this  Want  of  Grief  difcredits  you. 
And  you  will  weep,  becaufe  you  cannot  weep. 

Ara.  You  talk  to  me,  as  having  got  a  Time 
Fit  for  your  Purpofe ;  but  you  know,  I  know 
You  fpeak  not  what  you  think.     Pan.  I  would  my  He^rt 
Were  Stone,  before  my  Softnefs  fhould  be  urg'd 
Againft  jny  Mother !  A  more  troubled  Thought 
No  Virgin  bears  about ;  fhould  I  excufe 
My  Mother's  Fault,  I  fhould  fet  light  a  Life, 
In  lofing  which  a  Brother  and  a  King 
Were  taken  from  nje ;,  if  I  feek  to  fave 
That  Life  fo  lov'd,  I  lofe  another  Life 
That  gave  me  Being ;  I  fhall  lofe  a  Mother; 
A  Word  of  fuch  a  Sound  in  a  Child's  Ears, 
That  it  ftrikes  Reverence  through  it ;  May  the  Will 
Of  Heav'n  be  done,  and  if  One  needs  muft  fall, 
Take  a  poor  Virgin's  Life  to  anfwer  all ! 

Ara.  But,  Gobrias,  let  us  talk ;  you  know,  this  Fault 
Is  not  in  me  as  in  another  Mother. 

Gob.  I  know,  it  is  not.     Ara.  Yet  you  make  it  fo. 

Gob.  Why,  is  not  all  that's  paft  beyond  your  Help? 

Ara.  I  know,  it  is. 

Gob,  ,Nay,  fhould  you  publifh  it  before  the  World, 
Think  you,  'twould  be  believ'd  ? 

Ara.  I  know,  it  would  not. 

Nay, 
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(14)  Gob.  Nay,  (hould  I  join  wi*  you,  fhould  We  both  be 
Yet  (hould  we  not  both  die  uhcredited  ?  [fworn, 

Ara.  I  think,  we  fhould. 

Gob.  Why  then  take  you  fuch  violent  Cburfes  ?  As 
for  me,  I  do  but  Right  in  faving  of  the  King  from  all 
your  Plots. 

Ara.  The  King? 

Gob.  I  bad  you  reft  with  Patience,  and  a  Time 
Would  come  for  me  to  reconcile  all  to 
Your  own  Content,  but  by  this  way  you  take 
Away  my  Pow'r ;  and  what  was  done  unknown, 
Was  not  by  me  but  you  :  Your  urging  being  done 
I  muft  preferve  my  own,  but  Time  may  bring 
All  this  to  Light,  and  happily  for  all. 

Ara.  Accurfed  be  this  over-curious  Brain, 
That  gave  that  Plot  a  birth !  Accurft  this  Womb, 
That  after  did  conceive  to  my  Difgrace  ! 

Bac.  My  Lord  Proteftor,  they  fay,  there-  are  divers 
Letters  come  from  Armenia r,  that  Bejfus  has  done  good 
Service,  and  brought  again  a  Day  by  his  particular  Va- 
lour ;  receiv'd  you  any  to  that  Effeft  ? 

Gob.  Yes,  'tis  moft  certain. 

Bac.  Pm  forry  for't ;  not  that  the  Day  was  won, 
But  that  'twas  won  by  him  ;  we  held  him  here 
A  Coward :  He  did  me  Wrong  once,  at  which  I  laugh'd, 
And  fo  did  all  the  World ;  for  neither  I,  - 

Nor  any  other,  held  him  worth  my  Sword. 

Enter  Beflus  and  Spaconia. 
Bef.  Health  to  my  Lord  Prote&or ;  from  the  King 

(14)  Nay,  Jhould  I  join  nvith  you,  Jhould  nve  not  both  be  torn,  and 

'    yet  both  die  uncreditedf]    I  can't  think,  this  Word  came  from  the 

Poets,  or  wasdeiign'd  by  them  to  (land  for  tortured;  neither  do  I 

know  how  to  apply  an  healing  Hand  to  the  Text,  unlefs  we  tranfpofe 

and  read  thus. 

—  —  — ~  Jhould  wt  both  be  fiworn, 

Yet  Jhould  not  *we  both  die  uncr edited?  Mr.  Sympjon. 

My  Friend  does  not  feem  much  to  like  his  Conjecture :  But  as  the 
Paffage  is  certainly  corrupted  without  it,  and  as  it  retrieves  plain 
Senfe,  I  have  ventured  to  infert  it;  and,  I  am  verily  perfuaded,  it 
will  not  do  him  any  Difcredit. 

O  4  Thefe 
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Thefe  Letters ;  and  to  yoyr  Grace*  Madam,  thefe. 

Gob.  How  does  his  Majefty  ? 

Bef  As  well  as  Conqueft  by  his  own  Means  and  his 
valiant  Commander*  <?an  make  him;  your  Letters  will 
tell  you  all. 

Pan.  I  will  not  open  mine,  till  I  do  know 
My  Brother's  Health :  Good  Captain,  is  he  well  ? 

Bef.  As  the  reft  of  us  that  fought  are. 

Pan.  But  how's  that  ?  is  he  hurt  ? 

Bef.  He's  a  ftrange  Soldier,  that  gets  not  a  Knock. 

Pan.  I  do  not  ask  how  ftrange  that  Soldier  is 
That  gets  no  Hurt,  but  whether  he  have  one: 

Bef  He  had  divers.       Pan.  And  is  he  well  again  ? 

Bef  Well  again,  an' t  pleafeyour  Grace?  Why,  I  was 
run  twice  through  the  Body,  and  fhot  i'th'  Head  with  a 
Crofs-arrow,  and  yet  am  well  again. 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  how  thou  do'ft,  is  he  well  ? 

Bef  Not  care  how  I  do  ?  Let  a  Man  out  of  the 
Mightinefs  of  his  Spirit  frudify  foreign  Countries  with 
his  Blood  for  the  Good  of  his  own,  and  thus  he  lhall  be 
anfwered :  Why,  I  may  live  to  relieve  with  Spear  and 
Shield  fuch  a  Lady  as  you  diftreffed. 

Pan.  Why,  I  will  care ;  I'm  g^ad  that  thou  art  well ; 
I  prithee,  is  he  fo  ? 

Gob.  The  King  is  well,  and  will  be  here  To-morrow. 

Pan.  My  Prayer  is  heard,  now  will  I  open  mine. 

Gob.  BacuriitS)  I  muft  eafe  you  of  your  Change  : 
Madam,  the  wonted  Mercy  of  the  King, 
That  overtakes  your  Faults,  has  met  with  this, 
And  ftruck  it  out ;  he  has  forgiven  you  freely  ; 
Your  own  Will  is  your  Law,  be  where  you  pleafe. 
'    Ara.  I  thank  him.  [morrow? 

Gob.  You  will  be  ready  to  wait  upon  his  Majefty  To- 

Ara.  I  will.  [Exit  Arane. 

Bac.  Madam,  be  wife  hereafter;  I  am  glad  I  have  loft 
this  Office. 

Gob.  Good  Captain  Bejfus,  tell  us  the  Difcourfe  betwixt 
figranes  and  our  King,  and  how  we  got  the  Vi&oryr 
j    Pan.  I  prithee  do,  and  if  my  Brother  were 
In  any  Danger,  let  not  thy  Tale  make  him 
--  ■    -  Abide 
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Abide  there  long,  befbre  thou  bring  him  off ; 
For  all  that  whale  my  Heart  will  beat. 

Be/.  Madam,  let  what  will  beat,  I  mufl:  tell  the  Truth, 
and  thus  it  was ;  ^hey  fought  fingle  in  Lifts,  but  one  to 
one  i  As  for  my  own  Part,  I  was  dangeroufly  hurt  but 
three  Days  before,  elfc,  perhaps,  we  had  been  two  to  two ; 
I  cannot  tell,  fome.  thought,  we  had ;  and  the  Occafion  of 
my  Hurt  was  this,  the  Enemy  had  made  Trenches—— 

Gob.  Captain,  without  the  Manner  of  your  Hurt  be 
much  material  to  this  Bufinefs,  we'll  hear't  fome  other 
Time. 

Pap.  I  prithee,  leave  it,  and  go  on  with  my  Brother, 

Be/.  I  will,  but  'twould  be  worth  your  Hearing:  (15) 
To  the  Lifts  they  came,  and  fingle  Sword  and  Taiget 
*ras  their  Fight. 

Pan.  Alas! 

Bef.  Without  the  Lifts  there  ftood  fome  dozen  Cap- 
tains of  either  fide  mingled,  all  which  were  fworn,  and 
one  of  thofe  was  I :  And  'twas  my  Chance  to  ftand  next 
a  Captain  o'  th'  Enemies'  fide,  called  Tiriba/us  \  Valiant, 
they  faid,  he  was ;  whilft  thefe  two  Kings  were  ftretching 
themfelves,  this  Tiribajus  caft  fbmething  a  fcornful  Look 
on  me,  and  ask'd  me  who  I  thought  would  overcome ; 
I  finil'd,  and  told  him,  if  he  would  fight  with  me,  he 
lhould  perceive  by  the  Event  of  that  whofe  King  would  ' 

(15)  To  the  Lifts  they  came,  and  fingle  Sword  and  Gantlet  was 
their  Fight.]  I  know,  in  all  Ages  of  the  World,  that  Soldiers  had  a 
Steel  Glove,  or  Gantlet,  to  defend  the  Back  of  their  Hands  from  the 
Cuts  of  a  broad  Sword;  but,  furely,  this  is  an  odd  Word  for  a  Weapon 
of  War ;  and  for  two  Combatants  to  fight  with  their  Gloves  on,  was 
no  great  fign  of  Courage  or  Dexterity.  A  Target,  (as  I  fufpedfc, 
the  original  Word  to  have  been)  gracefully  and  artfully  managed,  was 
a  Defence  for  the  whole  Body. 

So  the  Words  are  again  joinM  in  The  Mad  Lover. 

This  Fellow, 

With  all  his  Frights  about  him  and  his  Furies, 

His  Larums,  and  his  Lances,  Swords,  and  Targets,  tjfc. 

And  foi  we  find  in  The  Coronation. 

Enter  Seleucus  and  Arcadius  at  federal  Doors ;   their  Pages 
before  them,  hearing  their  Targets. 

Mr.  Sympfon. 

win*: 


'SB 
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win :  SQmething  he  anfwered,  and  a  Scuffle  was  like  to 
grow,  when  one  Zipetus  offered  to  help  him,  I—-    ' 

Pan.  All  this  is  of  thyfelf ;  I  pray  thee,  Bejfus, 
Tell  fomethuig  of  my  Brother,  did  he  nothing  ? 

Bef.  iWhy,  yes,  Til  tell  your  Grace,  they  were  not  to 
fight  till  the  Word  given,  which  for  my  own  Part,  by 
my  troth,  I  confefs,  I  was  not  to  give. 

Pan.  See,  for  his  own  Part.—— 

Bac.  I  fear  yet,  this  Fellow's  abus'd  with  a  good  Report. 

Bef.  But  I 

Pan.  Still  of  himfelf. 

Bef.  Cry'd,  give  *the  Word,  when,  as  fome  of  them 
fay,  Tigranes  .was  ftooping;  but  the  Word  was  not  given 
then  •,  yet  one  Cofroes>  of  the  Enemies'  part,  held  up  his 
Finger  to  me,  which  is  as  much  with  us  Martialifts,  as 
I  will  fight  with  .you :  I  faid  not  a  Word,  nor  made 
Sign  during  the  Combat,  but  that  once  done — 

Pan.  He  flips  o'er  all  the  Fight. 

Bef.  I  call'd  him  to  me,  Cofroes,  faid  I,' 

Pan.  I  will  hear  no  more. 

Bef.  No,  no,  I  lye. 

Bac.  I  dare  be  fwom  thou  doft. 

Bef  Captain,  faid  I,  fo  it  was. 

Pan.  I  tell  thee,  I  will  hear  no  further. 

Bef.  No  ?  Your  Grace  will  wifli  you  had. 

Pan.  I  will  not  wifh  it.    What,  is  tliis  the  Lady 
My  Brother  writes  to  me  to  take  ? 

Bef.  And  pleafe  your  Grace,  this  is  fhe :  Charge,  will 
you  come  near  the  Princefs  ? 

Pan.  You're  welcome  from  your  Country,  and  this  Land 
Shall  fhew  unto  you  all  the  Kindnefles 
That  I  can  make  it ;  what's  your  Name  ?, 

Spa.  Tbaleftris. 

Pan.  You're  very  welcome,  you  have  got  a  Letter 
To  put  you  to  me,  that  has  Power  enough 
To  place  mine  Enemy  here ;  then  muqh  more  you, 
That  are  fo  far  from  being  fo  to  me 
That  you  ne'er  faw  me. 

Bef  Madam*  I  dare  pafs  my  Word  for  her  Truth. 

Spa.  My  Truth?     • 

Pan. 
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Pan.  Why,  Captain,  do  you  think  I  am 
fteal? 

Bef  I  cannot  tell,  Servants  are  flippery, 
give  my  Word  for  her ;  and  for  Honefty,  flie^arw*. 
with  me,  and  many  Favours  ihe  did  me  by  the  wayv 
but,  by  tliis  Light,  none  but  what  ihe  might  do  with  . 
Modefty,  to  a  Man  of  my  Rank. 

Pan.  Why,  Captain,  here's  no  Body  thinks  otherwife. 

Bef.  Nay,  if  you  fhould,  your  Grace  may  think  your 
Pleafure  •,  but  I  am  fure  I  brought  her  from  Armenia^  and 
in  all  that  way,  if  ever  I  touch'd  any  bare  of  her  above 
her  Knee,  I  pray  God,  I  may  fink  where  I  ftand. 

Spa.  Above  my  Knee  ? 

Bef.  No,  you  know,  I  did  not ;  and  if  any  Man  will 
fay,  I  did,  this  Sword  fhall  anfwer ;  Nay,  Pll  defend  the 
Reputation  of  my  Charge,  whilft  1  live :  Your  Grace 
fhaJloinderftand,  I  am  fecret  in  thefe  Bufinefles ;  and  know 
how  to  defend  a  Lady's  Honour. 

Spa.  I  hope,  your  Grace  knows  him  fo  well  already, 
I  fhall  not  need  to  tell  you  he's  vain  and  foolifli. 

Bef.  Ay,  you  may  call  me  what  you  pleafe,  but  Til 
defend  your  good  Name  agairift  the  World ;  and  fo  I 
take  my  Leave  of  your  Grace,  and  of  you  my  Lord 
Prote&or  •,  I  am  likewife  glad  to  fee  your  Lorxlfhip  weH. 

Bac.  O  Captain  Bejfus,  I  thank  you,  I  would  f|>eak 
wi^h  you  anon. 

Bef  When  you  pleafe,  I  will  attend  your  Lordfhip. 

Bac.  Madam,  I'll  take  my  Leave  too. 

Pan.  Good  Bacurius  /  [Exeunt  Bef.  and  Bac. 

Gob.  Madam,  what  writes  his  Majefty  to  you  ? 
•     Pan.  O  my  Lord, 

The  kindeft  Words,  Pll  keep  'em  whilft  I  live, 
Here  in  my  Bofom ;  there's  no  Art  in  'em, 
They  lie  difbrdered  in  this  Paper,  juft 
As  hearty  Nature  fpeaks  'em.       (16)  Gob.  And  to  me 

(16)  And  to  me 

He  'writes,  what  Tear:  of  jfoy  be  Jbed,  to  hear 
Hon*) you  were  grown  in  erfry  Virtue*/  Way]  The  ingenious 
Mr.  Sympfon  conjeftured  tome,  that  it  fhould  be,  virtuous  Way  :  And 
this  ts  confirmed  by  the  Authority  of  the  old  Quarto  in  1619. 

He 
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(e  writes,  what  Tears  of  Joy  he  fhed  to  hear 

Eow  you  were  grown  in  every  virtuous  Way, 
And  yields  all  Thanks  to  me,  for  that  dear  Care 
Which  I  was  bound  to  have  ki  Training  you, 
There  is  no  Princefe  living  that  enjoys 
A  Brother  of  that  Worth,—- 

Pan.  My  Lord,  no  Maid  longs  more  for  any  thing, 
And  feels  more  Heat  and  Cold  within  her  Breaft. 
Than  I  do  now,  in  hopes  to  fee  him. 

Gob.  Yet  I  wonder  much 
At  this  he  writes,  he  brings  along  with  him 
A  Husband  for  you,  that  fame  Captive  Prince ; 
And  if  he  loves  you,  as  he  makes  a  Shf  w, 
He  will  allow  you  Freedom  jn  your  Choice. 

P&ri.  And  fo  he  will,  my  Lord,  I  warrant  you, 
He  will  but  offer*  and  give  me  the  Power 
To  take  or  leave.      Gob.  Trull  me,  were  I  a  Lady, 
I  could  not  like  that  Man  were  bargained  with 
Before  I  chofe  him.     Pan.  But  I  am  not  built 
On  fuch  wild  Humours,  if  I  find  him  worthy, 
He  is  nqt*4efs  beqaufe  he's  offered. 

Spa.  *Tis  true,  he  is  jh#;  'would,  he  would  feem  lefs! 

Gob.  I  think,  fhere  is  no  Lady  can  aflfed 
Another  Prince,  your  Brother  (landing  by  ; 
He  doth  ecjipfe  Men'?  Virtues  fo  with  his. 

Spa.  I  know  a  Lady  may,  and,  more  I  fear, 
Anotho-  Lady  will.     Pan.  'Would,  I  might  fee  him* 

Gob.  Why  fo  you  ihall,  my  !Bufineffes  are  great, 
I  will  attend  you  when  it  is  his  Pkafure  to  fee  you. 

Pan,  I  thank  you,  good  my  Lord. 

Gob.  You  will  be  ready,  Madam  ?  [Exit  Gob. 

Pan.  Yes. 

Spa.  I  do  befeech  you,  Madam,  fend  away 
Your  other  Women,  and  receive  from  me 
A  few  lad  Words,  which,  fet  againft  your  Joys, 
May  make  *em  lhine  the  more. 

Pan.  Sirs,  leave  me  all.  [Exeunt  Women. 

Spa.  I  kneel  a  Stranger  here  to  beg  a  Thing 
Unfit  for  me  to  ask,  and  you  to  grant ; 
'Tis  fuch  another  ftrange  ill-laid  Requeft, 

As 
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.As  if  a  Beggar  feouM  iittreat  a  Kfaig^  tu^n 
To  leave  his  Scfcpter  and  hi*  Th*^&*6him, 
And  take  his  Rdgs  to  wander  ^'er  tfcfc  World 
Hungry  and  cold.  ^    -  .//    ;r. 

Pan.  That  were  a  ftrange  Reaueft.  ,^[ 

Spa*  As  ifl  is  miri£.      Pan.  Then  do  not  titter  it. 

Spa.  Alas,  'tis  of  that  Nature^  thatitmiift 

Be  utter'd,  ^  and  Ranted,  oir  1  die  t  '      -'       ' 
(17)  I  am  afham'd  totfpeak  it ;  but  Where  Life 
lies  at  the  Stake,  I  cfatoot  think  htf  Woman, 
That  will  not  talk  ibm^thing  ii«^afonad[y    ; 
To  hazard  favihg  df  it  :  I  fhall  fcem  , 

A  ftrange  Petitioner,  that  wifh  all 111     l-  ■    :        -' 
To  them  I  beg; of,  e'er  thdy  give  me  aught; 
Yet  fo  I  mud :  1  Would  you  were  not  fair, 
Nor  wife,  for  in  ydur  111  confifta  my  Good : 
If  you  were  fcolifh,'  you  would  heat  my  Prayer* 
If  foul,  you  had  not  Power  to  hinder  ;me. 
He  would  not  love  yoWr 

Pan.  What's  the  Meaning  of  it?    '* 

Spa.  Nay,  my  Reqt&ft  is  rtroffe  without  the  Pounds 
Of  Reafonyet:  Eof  ?tis  not  ii  ihe  l^)Wf r 
Of  you  to  do,  what4-weuld  have  you  grant: 

Pan.  Why,  then  'tis  idle;  pray4hefe,  lpeak  it  out. 

Spa.i  fY<mFBtdther  brings  a  Prince  into  this  Land, 
Of  fuch  a  noble  Shape,  fo  fweet  #  Grate,       ^ 
So  full  of  Worth  Withal,  that*  ev^y  Maid, 
That  looks  upon  him,  gives  awiy  herfclf  - 
To  him  for  ever ;  and  for  yon  to  have 
He  brings  him  :  And  fo  mad  is  my  Demand, 
That  I  defire  you  not  to  have  this  Man  5 
This  excellent  Man,  for  whom  you  heeds  muft  die, 

( 1 7)  — 7"     '  ■*  but  where  Life 

Lies  at  the  Stake,  1  cannot  think  h*r  Woman, 

That  'will  not  take  fomething  unreafonably 

To  hazard  faying  of  it:]  But  what  was  the  Woman  to  taki 
in  this  Cafe?  I  think,  I  may  venture  to  fay,  I  have  reftored  the  ori- 
ginal Word  of  the  Poets;  My  Emendation  is  confirmed  by  what  iht 
fays  three  Lines  above. 

Alas  !  'Tis  of  that  Nature,  that  it  muft    . 

^utter'd, — . 

If 
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If  you  fhould  mifc  him.     I  do  now  r  expert, 

You  fhould  laugh  .at  me.  ;  Pan.  Truft  mt;  I  could  tfeep 

Rather,  fori  have  found  in  all  thy  Words 

A  Arrange  disjointed  Sorrow.      Spa.  'Tj$  by  me 

His  own  Defire  fo,  d^tyOU  wouidi»)tjGve:him. 

Patf.  His  pwn:  Defire!  Why  credit  :me> tfbalejlris,  \ 
I  am  no  comrnon  Wooers  J£  he  fb&U-:    i.y 
Wooe  me,  his  Worthy  rp^y  t>e .  fijcfe  that  I  dare 
Not  fwear  I  will  not  Ipve  him  %  but  if  he    ;       ;    ; 
Will  ftay  to  Jiave  ,mt  yrote  him,  JL wiU  prQmife  thee  *■ 
He  may  keep  all  liis Gr&ceS;to  himfeji*   . ; ., ,  ■.  ■ 
And  fear  no  Ravifhing  from  me.     Spa.  5Tis  yet; 
His  own  Defire,  but*  when  he  fees  your  Fsce, 
I  fear,  it  will  not  be  ;  therefore  I  charge  you 
As  you  have  Pity,  ftop  thofe  tender  Ear?  :    ;  -    , 
From  his  enchanting  Voice,  clofe  up  thofe  Eyes,' 
That  yoy>  may  neither  catfch  a  Dart  from  him, 
Nor  he  from  you ;  I  charge  yqu  a£  ypu  hope 
To  live  in  Quiet ;  for  when  I  am  dead, 
For  certain  I  will  walk  tq  yifit  him    \„ 
If  he  break  Promife  with  me :  For  as  faft 
As  Oaths  without  a  formal  Ceremony,    ; 
Can  make  me,  I  am  to  him,  . 

Pan.  Then  be  fearlels ; 
(18)  For  if  he  were  a  thing  'twixt  God  and  Man, 
I  could  gaze  on  him,  if  I  knew  it  Sin 
,  To  love  him,'  without  Paffion :  Dry  your  Eyes  j 
I  fwear,  you  fhall  enjoy  him  ftill  for  me,  if 

I  will  not  hinder  you  ;  but  I  perceive, 
You  are  not  jarhat  you  feem;  rife,  rife,  ^tbakftris^ 
•*■  ' 

(18)  .'For  if  he  were  a  Thing  ?twtxt  God  and  Man, 
I  could  gaze  on  htm  *  if  I  knew  it  Sin 
To  love  him  without  Paffion ;]  The  falfe  Pointings  have  quite 
fpoil'd  the  Senfe  of  this.  It  certainly  is  no  Sin  to  love  any  one  with- 
out Paffion.  The  Deference,  which  I  have  made  in  the  Punctuation, 
{Seems  to  give  the  proper  Meaning  of  the  Poets.  /.  e.  If  fhe  knew  it 
a  Sin  to  fill  in  I^ove  with  him,  let  him  be  ever  fo  lovely,  fhe  could 
avoid  it.  The  Confidence,  with  which  fhe  fpeaks  this,  is  extremely 
natural,  to  (hew  how  little  we  know  our  own  Weaknefs:  For  fhe 
foon  after  falls  in  Love  with  one,  yvhom,  fhe  took  for  her  own  Brother. 

Mr.  Seward. 

■  .  ■      ■  if 
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IF  your  right  Name  be  fo.     Spa.  Indeed,  it  is  not ; 

Sfaconia  is  my  Name  ;  but  I  defire 

Not  to  be  known  to  other.       Pan.  Why,  by  me 

You  fhall  not,  I  will  never  do  you  Wrong ; 

What  Good  I  can,  I  will :  Think  not  my  Birth 

Or  Education  fuch,  that  I  lhould  injure 

A  ftranger  Virgin ;  you  are  •  welcome  hither  ; 

In  Company  you  wifli  to  be  commanded  ^ 

But  when  we  are  alone,  I  fhall  be  ready  •      *m 

To  be  your  Servant.  [Exeunt.  ' 

Enter  three  Men  and  n ,  Woman. 

1  Man.  Come,  come,  fun,  run,  run. 

2  Man.  We  fhall  out-go  her. 

.     3  Man.  One  were  better  be^hangtt,  than  carry  out 
Women  fidling  to  thefe  Shews. 
WmK  Is  the  King  hacd  by  ? 

1  Man.  You  heard,  he  with  the  Bottles  faid,  he  thought ' 
^we  fhduld  come  too  late :  What  abundance  of  People 
here  is?  /■ 

Worn.  But  what  had  he  in  thofe  Bottles  ? 

3  Man.  I  know  not. 

2  Man.  Why,  Ink,  goodman  Fool. 

3  Man.  Ink,  what  to  do? 

1  Man.  Why,  the  King,  look  you,  will  many  times 
call  for  thefe  Bottles,  and  break  his  Mind  to  his  Friends. 

Worn.  Let's  take  our  Places,  we  fhal  lhave  no  Room  elfe. 

2  Man.  The  Man  told  us  he  would  walk  a'  Foot  through 
the  People.         3  Man.  Ay,  marry,  did  he. 

1  Man.  Our  Shops  are  well  look'd  to  now. 

2  Man.  'Slife,  yonder's  my  Mailer,  I  think. 
1  Man.  No,  'tis  not  he. 

Enter  Philip  with  two  Citizens  Wives. 

1  Cit.  Lord,  how  fine  the  Fields  be,  what  fweet  Living 
'tis  in  the  Country ! 

2  Cit.  Ay,  poor  Souls,  God  help  'em ;  they  live  as 
contentedly  as  one  of  us. 

1  Cit.  My  Husband's  Coufin  would  have  had  me  gone 
into  the  Country  laft  Year ;  wert  thou  ever  there  ? 

2  Cit. 
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i  Cit.  Ay,  poor  Souls,  I  was  amongft  'em  once. 

i  Cit.  And  what  kind  of  Creatures  are  they,  for  Love 
of  God  ? 

2  Cit.  Very  good  People,  God  help  'em. 

i  Cit.  Wilt  thou  go  down  with  me  this  Summer  when 
I  am  brought  to  Bed  ? 

2  Cit.  Alas,  it  is  no  Place  for  us, 

i  Cit.  Why,  pray  thee  ? 

2  Cit.  Why,  you  can  have  nothing  there,  there's  no 
body  cries  Brooms. 

i  Cit.  No? 

2  Cit.  No  truly,  nor  Milk. 

i  Cit.  Nor  Milk !  how  do  they  ? 

2  Cit.  They  are  fain  to.milk  themfelves  i'th5  Country. 

i  Cit.  Good  Lord  \  but  the  People  there,  I  think,  will 
be  very  dutiful  to  one  of  us. 

2  Cit.  Ay,  God  knows,  will  they ;  and  yet  they  do  riot 
greatly  care  for  our  Husbands. 

i  Cit.  Do  they  not  ?  Alas !  Tgood  faith,  I  cannot  blame 
them:  For  we  do  not  greatly  care  for  them  ourfelves. 
Philip^  1  pray,  chufe  us  a  Place. 

Phil.  There's  the  beft,  Forfooth. 

i  Cit.  By  your  Leave,  good  People,  a  little. 

3  Man.  What's  the  matter  ? 

.  Phil.  I  j^ayyou,  my  Friend,  do  not  thrufl:  my  Miftrefi 
fo,  fheVwkhOdd.     • 

.  (19)2  Man.  Let  her  look  to  herfelf  then,  has  fhe  not  had 
Thrufting  enough  yet  ?  If  fhe  ftay  ftiouldring  here,  fhe 
may,  haps,  go  home  with  a  Cake  in  her  Belly. 

3  Man.  How  now,  goodman  Squtaer-breech,  why  do 
you  lean  on  me  ? 

Phil  Becaufe  I  will. 

( 1 9)  Let  her  look  to  herfelf  then$  has  fhe  not  had  fhowing  enough 
yet?"]  How  could  (he  have  fbetwing  enough,  when  as  yet  fhe  had  feen 
nothing  ?  The  Woman,  as  we  find,  was  with  Child ;  and  the  Man, 
having  a  mind  to  be  rude  upon  the  Occafion,  fays,  has  fhe  not  had 
thrufting  enough?  For  fo  theeWeft  Quarto  in  16 19  exhibits  it :  acd 
Philip  fays  in  the  preceding  Speech,  do  not  thruft  my  Mifirefsfo9  fit's 
with  Child.  In  1 676,  the  Players,  I  prefume,  had  chahg'd  this 
Word  to  Jhovt ttg;  and  thence  came  the  Corruption  of  fhowing. 

3  Man. 
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3  Man.  Will  you,  Sir  Sawce-box  ? 

1  Gt.  Look,  if  one  ha*  not  ftrucfc  Philip ;  come  hither, 
Philip ;  why  did  he  ftrike  thee  ? 

Phil.  For  leaning  on  him. 

1  Gt.  Why  didft  thou  lean  on  him  ? 

Phil.  I  did  not  think  he  would  have  ftruck  me** 

1  Gt.  As  God  fave  me,  la,  thou'rt  as  wild  as  a  Buck ; 
there's  no  Quarrel,  but  thou'rt  at  one  End  or  other  on't. 

3  Man.  It's  at  the  firft  End  then,  for  he'll  ne'er  flay 
thelaft, 

1  Gt.  Well,  Slip-ftring,  I  fhall  meet  with  you. 

3  Man.  When  you  will. 
1 1  Gt.  I'll  give  a  Crown  to  meet  with  you. 

3  Man.  At  a  Bawdy-houfe. 

1  Gt.  Ay,  you're  full  of  your  Roguery-,  but  if  I  do 
meet  you,  it  fhall  coft  me  a*  Fall. 

Flourijh.     Enter  one  running. 

4  Man.  The  King,  the  King,  the  King!     Now,  now, 
now,  now* 

Flouri/h.   Enter  Afbaces,  Tigranes,  and  Mardonius. 

All.  God  preferve  your  Majefly! 

Arb.  I  thank  you  all,  now  are  my  joys  at  full, 
When  I  behold  you  fafe,  my  loving  Subjects ; 
By  you  I  grow,  'tis  your  united  LoVe 
That  lifts  me  to  this  Height :  all  the  Account 
That  I  can  render  you  for  all  the  Love 
You've  beftowed  on  me,  all  your  Expeftces  to 
Maintain  my  War,  is  but  a  little  Word, 
You  will  imagine  'tis  flender  Payment,  yet  'tis  foch  a 
Word,  as  is  not  to  be  bought  but  with  your  Bloods,  'tis 
Peace. 

All.  God  preferve  yoiir  Majefty ! 

Arb.  Now  you  may  live  fecurely  i'your  Towns, 
Your  Children  round  about  you ;  you  may  fit 
Under  your  Vines,  and  make  the  Miferies 
Of  othq:  Kingdoms  a  Difcourfe  for  you, 
And  lend  them  Sorrows ;  for  yourfelves,  you  may 
Safely  forget,  there  are  fiich  Things  as  Tears ; 

Vol.  I.  ^  P  And 
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And  may  you  all,  whofe  good  Thoughts  I  have  gain'd^ 

Hold  me  unworthy,  when  I  think  my  Life 

A  Sacrifice  too  great  to  keep  you  thus 

In  fuch  a  calm  Eftate!  -  .: 

-    All.  God  blefs  your  Majefty ! 

Arb.  See,  all  good  People,  I  have  brought  the  Man, 
Whofe  very  Name  you  fear'd,  a  Captive  home  ; 
Behold  him,  'tis  Tigranes  -,  in  your  Hearts 
Sing  Songs  of  Gladnefs,  and  Deliverance. 

i  Cit.  Out  upon  him ! 

2  Cit.  .fjow  he  looks.  < 

3  Worn.  Hang  him,  hang  him.  V 
Mar.  Thefe  are  fweet  People. 
Tigr.  Sir,  you  do  me  Wrong, 

To  render  me  a  fcorned:  Speftacle 

To  common  People.     Ark  If  was  far  from  me 

To  mean  it  fo :  If  I  have  aught  deferv'd,  . 

My  loving  Subjefts,  let  me  beg  of  you, 

Not  to  revile  this  Prince,  (20)  in  whom  there  dwelk 

AH  Worth  of  which  the  Nature  of  a  Man 

Is  capable ;  Valour  beyond  Compare  ; 

The  Terror  of  his  Name  has  ftretcll'd  itfelf 

Where-ever  there  is  Sun ;  and  yet  for  you 

I  fought  with  him  fingle,  and  won  him  too ; 

I  made  his  Valour  ftoop,  and  brought  that  Name 

Soar'd  to  fo  unbeliev'd  a  Height,  to  fall 

Beneath  mine :  this,  infpir'd  with  all  your  Loves, 

I  did  perform,  and  will,  for  your  Content, 

Be  ever  ready  for  a  greater  Work. 

All  The  Lord  blefs  your  Majefty ! 

Tigr.,  So,  he  has  made  me  Amends  now  with  a  Speech 
in  .CQmmendation  of  hjmfelf :  I  would  not  be  fo  vain- 
glorious. 

Arb.  If  there  be  any  thing  in  which  I  may 

(20)  » — — — —  in  whom  there  dwells 

All  Worth  of  which  the  Name  of  Man 

Is  capable."]  As  I  have  adjufted  all  this  Speech  to  its  proper 
Metre,  a  Corruption  is  evident  in  the  Text  from  the  Defect  of  the 
Verfifi cation.  I  have  reftored  the  right  Reading,  from  the  Authority 
of  the  three  Quarto's  in  1619,  163,1,  and  1676. 

"       •       Do 
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Do  Good  to  any  Creature  here,  ipeak  out ; 

For  I  muft  leave  you :  And  it  troubles  me, 

That,  my  Occafions  for  the  Good  of  you, 

Are  fuch  as  call  me  from  you :  elfe,  my  Joy 

Would  be  to  Jpend  my  Days  among  you  all. 

You  {hew.  your  Loves  in  thefe  large  Multitude^ 

That  come  to  meet  me,  I  will  pray  for  you ; 

(**}  Hew-ft^pe^er  yeu,  that  you  may  knowoH  Yean, 

And  live  to  fee  your  Childrens  Children 

Sit  at  your  Boards  with  Plenty !  When  there  i*  %, 

A  Want  of  any  thing,  let  it4  be  known 

To  me,  and  I  will  be  a  Father  to  you : 

God  keep  you  ail! 

[  Flourifh.     Exeunt  Kings  and  their  Train. 

AIL  God  blefs  your  Majefty,  G6d  blefi  your  .Majefty! 

i  Man.  Come,  fhall  we  go  .*  All's  done.       **  '.  * 

Worn.  Ay,  for  God's  fake,  I  have  not  madfe  a Fitt  fit. 

2  Man.  Awayi  away,  £Vb  done. 
c  3  Man.  Cofiterit :  farewel,  Philip.  T 

i  Cit.  Away,  you  Halten-faek,  you.  -; 

2  Man.  Philip  will  not  fight,  he's  afraid  en's  Face. 
Phil.  Ay,  marry;  am  1  afraid  of  my  Face?  ' 

3  Man.  Thou  wouldft  t*,  -  Philip;  if  thou  faw'ft  it  ih  a 
Glafs*  itlookfrfoEkeaVabr.     •  ^ 

[Exeunt  thethtfee  Men*  and  Woman. 
I  Ql  Yotfll  be  hanged,  Sirrah;  Come*  Phtiip,  walk 
before  us  homewards ;  (22)  did  not  his  Majefty  fkf  he  had 
brought  us  home. Peas  for  aH  our  Money? 

2  at; 

.  (21)  Hea<v*n  profper  you,  that  you  may  know  old  Tear s'9 
And  li<ve  to  fee  your  Children*!  Children  fit 
^  At  your  Boards  with  Plenty?]  As  the  Etnphafis  at  the  BeginP 
ning  of  the  third  Verfe  is  manifeftly  faulty,  fo  one  might  fufpeft 
a  Syllable  had  dipt  out  at  Prefs ;  yet  I  do  not  take  that  to  be  the  Cafe. 
For  as  I  know  it  was  a  moll  frequent  Licence  in  the  Poets  of  that 
Age  to  extend  a  Diflfyllable  in  Pronunciation  to  three  Syllables ;  I  do 
not  doubt  but  the  Poets  made  out  their  Verification  by  that  Liberty, 
thus : 

And  li&e  to  fee  your  Childrens*  Chil-de-rea         « 
Sit  at  your  Boards  with  Plenty! 

%     (22)  Did  not  his  Majefty  fay ,  he  had  Brought  ui  home  Yeas  for  all 
•ur  Money?]    This  ridiculous  Blunder  from  the  Ignorance  of  the  Ci- 
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2  Cit.  Yes,  many,  did  he. 

i  Cit.  They're  the  firft  I  heard  of  this  Year,  by  my 
troth;  I  long  d  for  fome  of  'em:  Did  he  not  fey,  we 
fhould  have  fome  ? 

2  Cit.  Yes,  and  fo  we  ihall  anon,  I  warrant  you,:  have 
every  one  a  Peck  brought  home  to  our  Houfes.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    III,     SCENE   L 

'       •  "  f  '*  -     .      .  • 

Enter  Arbaces,  and  Gobrias. 

i*.MYSifteriakeitill? 

i^A     Gob.  Notyeryill; 
Sopiet^iing  unkindly  fhe  does  take  it,  Sir, 
To  have  her  Husband  chofen  to  her  Hands.  ' 

Arb.  Why,  Gobrias,  let  her ;  I  muft  have  her  kftow, 
My  Will,  and  not  her  own,,  muft  govern  her : 
What* yilllhe  marry  with  fome  Slave  at  home ? 

Gob.  O*  ihe  is  far  frofti  any  Stubbornnefs,    . 
You  much  miftake  her,  and,  no  doubt,  will  like 
Where  you  would  have  her ;  but  when  you  behold  her, 
You  will  be  loth  to  part  with  fiich  a  Jewel. 

Arb.  To  part  with  her?   Why,  Gobrias*  art  thou  mad  ? 
She  is;  m?  Sifter.     Gob.  §ir,  I  know,  fhe  is : 
But  it  were  pity  to  make  poor  our  Land, 
With  fuch  a  Beauty  to  enrich  another. 

Arb.  Pifli!  will  fhe  have  him  ? 

Gob.  I  do  hope,  fhe  will  not;  [JJtde. 

I  think,  fhe  will,  Sin  ■ 

Arb.  Were  fhe  my  Father,  and  my  Mother  too, 
And  all  the  Names  for  which  we  think  Folks  Friends, 
She  fhould  be  fore'd  to  have  him,  when  I  know 
'Tis  fit:  I  will  not  hear  her  fay,  fhe's  loth. 

tizen  in  miftakiag  Peace  for  Peas,  might  have  an  effect  perhaps  (at 
leaft  of  Laughter)  on  the  grofs  Audiences  of  thofe  Times;  tho'  I 
queftion  whether  it  would  not  meet  with  a  Rebuke  from  the  nicer 
Taites  in  ours. 

Gob. 
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Gok.  Heav'n  bring  my  Purpafe  luckily  to  pafs  ! 
You  know,  !tisjuft;  fhe  will  not  need  Conftraint 
She  loves  you  fo.     Arb.  How  does  (he  love  me  ?  Speak* 

Gob.  She  loves  you  more  than  People  love  their  Health, 
That  live  by  Labour ;  more  than  I  could  love 
A  Man  that  died  for  me,  if  4ie  could  live 
Again.    Arb.  She  is  not  like  her  Mother  then. . 

Gob.  O,  vno,  when  you . were  m-<47»*ff/<7, 
I  durft  not  let  her  know  when  you  were  hurt : 
For  at  the  firft,  on  every  little  Scratch, 
She  kept  her  Chamber,  wept*  and  could  not  eat, 
Till  you  were  well  5  and  many  times  the  News 
Was  fo  long  coming,  that  before  we  heard 
She  was  as  near  her  Death,  as  you  your  Health. 

Arb.  .AJ&3,  poor  Soul !  but  yet  fhe  muft  be  ruPd ; 
I  know  not  how  I  fhall  requite  her  well. 
I  long  to  fee  her;  have  you  fent  for  her, 
To  tell  her  I  am  ready  ?    Gob.  Sir,  I  have. 

Enter  1  Gentleman  and  Tigranes. 

1  Gent.  Sir,  here  is  the  Armenian  King. 

Arb.  He's  welcome. 

1  Gent.  And  the  Queen  Mother  and  the  Princefe  wait 
without. 

Arb.  Good  Gobrias,  bring  'em  in.  [Exit  Gobrjas. 

ftgranesj  you  will  think  you  are  arriv'cl 
In  a  ftrange  Land,  where  Mothers  call  to  poifon 
Their  only  Sons  ;  think  you,  yoy  fhall  be  fefe  ? 

-Sfijpv  Too  lafe  I  am,  Sir. 

Enter  Gobrias,  Arane,  Panthea,  Spaconia,  Bacurius, 
Mardonius,  BefTus,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

(23)  Ara.  As  low  as  this  I  bow  to  you,  and  would 

As 

(23)  As  low  as  this  I  bow  to  you,  and  would  v» 

As  low* as  is  my  Grave,  tofbew  a  Mind 
Thankful  for  all  your  Mercies. 

Arb.  O  ftand  up, 

And  let  me  kneel  \  the  Light  will  be  a/han? d  %. 

To  fee  Obfer<vance  done  to  me  by  you. ]  There  is  a  fine  Pa f- 
fege,  upon  a  fimilar  Occafion,  in  Shakespea  Ri!aO«Vfa;j  to 
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As  low  as  is  my  Grave,  to  fhew  a  Mind 
Thankful  for  all  your  Mercies.     Arb.  Oftandup, 
And  let  me  kneel ;  the  Light  will  be  afhamM 
yo  fee  Obfervance  done  to  me  by  you. 

Ara.  You  are  my  King. 

Arb.  You  are  my  Mother,  rife ; 
As  far  be  all  your  Faults  from  your  own  Soul, 
As  from  my  Memory ;  then  you  fhall  be 
As  white  as  Innocence  herfelf.     Ara.  I  came 
Only  to  fhew  my  Duty,  and  acknowledge 
My  Sorrows  for  my  Sins  $  longer  to  ftay* 
Were  but  to  draw  Eyes  more  attentively 
Upon  my  Shame  y  that  Pow'r,  that  kept  you  fafc 
From  me,  preferve  you  ftill!     Arb.  Your  own  Defires 
ShaH  t>e  your  Guide.  [Exit  Awic: 

Pan.  Now  let  me  die,  fince  I 
Have  feen  my  Lord  the  King  return  in  Safety. 
I  have  feen  all  the  Good  that  Life  pan  fhew  me ; 
Pve  ne'er  another  Wifli  fpr  Heav'n  to  granfc^ 
Nor  were  it  fit  I  fhould  j  for  I  am  bound 
To  fpend  my  Age  to  come,  in  giving  Thanks 
That  this  Was  granted  me. 

Gob.  Why  does  not  your  Majefty  fpeak  ? 

Arb.  To  whom  ?     Gob.  To  the  Priocefs* 

Pan.  Al^By  Siry  I  am  fearful;  you  do  look     ' 
On  me,  as  if  I  were  fome  loathed  Things  :: 
That  yoii  Were  finding  out  a  way  to  fhun. 

Gob.  Sir,  you  fhould  fpeak  to  her.     4rb.  Ha  ?    r 

Pan.  I  know,  I  am  unworthy,  yet  not  ill :  armM  with 

which  onr  Authors  might  pofjibly  have  an  Eye : .  \. 

Vol.  O  fianduf  blefi df i    ■        :      n      \ 

Whilji  with  no  fofter  Cyfbion  than  the  Flint  , 

1 kneel  before  thee ;  and  improperly 

Shew  Duty  as  miftaken  all  the  while 

Between  the  Child  and  Parent. 
Cor.  What  u  this?         v  - 

Your  Knees  to  me?  to  your  torrefied  Son?  * 

Then  let  the  Pebbles  on  the  hungry  Beach 

Ft  Hop  the  Stars ;  then  let  the  mutinous  Winds; 

Strike  the  preud  C*dars*gdi*fi  the  fiery  $»*  }  * 

Mfurth'rhtg  Jmppffibility,  t&  make 

WbdieamM  be  flight  W*r£     • 

which 
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which  Innocence  here  I  wiU  kneel,  'till  I  am  one  with 
Earth,  but  I  wiU  gain  fome  Words  and  Kindneft  from 
you.  *      -  ■•  -  i  '•  "  " 

r/fr.  Willyou  fpeak,  Shi 

Arb.  Speak,  am  I  what  I  was?  ; 

What  art  thou,  that  doft  creep  into  my  Breaft, 
And  dar'ft  not  fee  my  Face  ?  fhew  forth  thyfeif : 
(24)  I  feel  a  pairdf  fiery  Wings  difplay'd, 
Hither,  from  thence ;  you  fliall  not  tarry  there, 
Up,  and  be  gone,  if  thou  be'ft  Love,  be  gone  : 
Or  I  will  tear  thee  from  my  wbunded  Breaft, 
Pull  thy  lov'd JDown  away,  (25)  and  with  a  QuiH 
-  By  this  right  Arm  drawn  from  thy  wanton  Wing, 
Write  to  thy  laughing  Mother  i'thy  Blood ; 
That  you  are  Pow'rs  bely'd,  and  all  your  Darts  } 

Are  to  be  blown  away,  by  Men  refolv'd, 
Like  Duft ;  I  know,  thou  fear'ft  my  Words,  away. 

Tigr.  O  Mifery!  Why  fhould  he  be  fo  flow  ? 
There  can  no  Falfhood  come  of  loving  her ; 
Though  I  have  given  my  Faith,  ihe  is  a  Thing 
Both  to  be  lov'd  and  ferv'd  beyond  my  Faith : 
I  would,  he  would  prefent  me  to  her  quickly. 

Pan.  Will  you  not  fpeak  at  all  ?  Are  you  fo  fer 
From  kind  Words  ?  Yet  to  lave  my  Mbdeffy, 
That  muft  talk  till  you  anfwer,  do  not  Hand 
As  you  were  dumb,  fay  fomething,  though  it  be 
Poifon'd  with  Anger,  that  may  ftrike  me  dead. 

Mar.  Have  you  no  Life  at  all  ?  For  Manhood  lake, 

(24)'/ feel  a  pair  of  fiery  Wings  difplafd 

Hither ,  from  hence :]  I  have  retriev'd  the  genuine  Reading 
here  by  the  Addition  of  a  fingie  Letter^  from  the  eldeft  Quarto  in 
1619  ;  and  the  ingenious  Mr.  Sympfon  likewife  obferv'd  to  me, 'that  it 
fhould  be  fo ;  and  was  a  Speech  with  Action.         •     . 

(25)  1 And  with  thy  Quill  \    .        . 

Drawn  by  this  right  Arm  from  thy  wonted  Wing9 
Write  to  thy  laughing  Mother  in  thy  Blood ;]  The  Alterations, 
made  here,  are  likewile  from  the  Authority  of  the  eldeft  Quarto's  y 
and  Mr.  Sympfon*  s  Sagacity  here  faw,  that  the  Changes,  which  are  fo 
confirm'd,  were  abfolutely  neceffary.  Thy  laughing  Mother 
Venus  m  by  the  Poets,  both  Greek  and  Latine,  characterized  with  the 
Epithets  of  f /ao/a//#/jk,  and  ridens. 
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Let  her  not  kneel,  ancj  talk  negle&ed  thus  * 
A  Tree  would  find  a  Tongue  to  aniwer  her, 
Did  fhe  but  give  it  fuch  a  lov*d  Refpeft. 

Arb.  You  mean  this  Lady:  Lift  her  from  the  Earth  \ 
Why  dtf  you  let  her  kneel  to  long  ?  Alas,  r 
Madam,  your  Beauty  ufes  to  command, 
And  not  to  beg.     What  is  your  Suit  to  me  ? 
It  fhall  be  granted,  yet  the  Time  is  fhort, 
And  my  Affairs  ate  great : 
But  where's  my  Sifter  ?  I  bade,  flie  fhould  be  brought. 

(26)  Mar.  What,  is  he  mad? 

Ar.  Gobrias,  where  is  fhe  ? 

Gob.  Sir. 

Arb.  Where  is  flie,  Man  ? 

Gob.  Who,  Sir? 

Arb.  Who,  haft  thou  forgot  my  Sifter? 

Gob.  Your  Sifter,  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Your  Sifter,  Sir  ?  Some  one  that  hath  a  Wit, 
'Anfwer,  where  is  flie  ? 

Gob.  Do  you  not  fee  her  there  ? 

Arb.  Where? 

Gob:  There* 

Arb,  There,  where? 

Mar.  S'light,  there,  are  you  blind  ? 

Arb.  Which  do  you  mean,  that  little  one  ? 

Gob.  No,  Sir, 

Arb.  No,  Sir?  Why,  do  you  mode  me  ?  I  can  fee 
No  other  here,  but  that  petitioning  Lady. 

Gob.  That's  (he. 

Arb.  Away. 

Gob.  Sir,  it  is  flie, 

Arb.  'Tis  falfe. 

Got.  Is  it  ? 

Arb.  As  Hell;  by  Heav'n,  as  falfe  as  Hell ; 

(26)  What  is  flie  madK\  There  is  no  Reafon  to  ask  this  with  re- 
gard to  the  Princefs ;  (he  had  given  no  Symptoms  of  any  thing  like 
Madnefs,  which  the  Kipg  had ;  and  concerning  him  is  the  Queftion 
ask*d,  Mr.  Seward. 

The  Change  is  authorised  by  the  Quarto  in  16 19,  and  the  Folio  in 
1679.  '    ■       '  < 

:  My 
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My  Sifter Is  flie  dead  ?  If  it  be  fo, 

Speak  boldly  to  me  ?  for  I  am  a  Man, 

And  dare  not  quarrel  with  Divinity ; 

And  do  not  think  to  dozen  me  with  this : 

I  lee,  you  all  are  mute  and  ftand  amaz'd, 

Fearful  to  anfwer  me;  (27)  it  is  too  true, 

A  decreed  Inftant  cuts  off  ev'ry  Life, 

For  which  to  mourn,  is  to  repine ;  fhe  dy'd 

A  Virgin  though,  more  innocent  than  Sleep ; 

As  clear  as  her  own  Eyes;  and  Bleffednefs 

Eternal  waits  upon  her  where  fhe  is : 

I  know,  fhe  could  not  make  a  With  to«  change 

Her  State  for  new,  and  you  fhall  fee  me  bear 

My  Croffes  like  a  Man ;  we  all  muft  die, 

And  fhe  hath  taught  us  how..    Gob.  Do  not  miftake, 

And  vex  yourfelf  for  nothing ;  for  her  Death 

Is  a  long  Life  off  yet,  I  hope :  'Tis  fhe, 

And  if  my  Speech  deferve  not  Faith,  lay  Death 

Upon  me,  and  my  lateft  Words  fhall  force 

A  Credit  from  you.     Arb.  Which,  good  Gobrias? 

That  Lady,  doft  thou  mean?     Gob.  That  Lady,  Sir, 

She  is  your  Sifter,  and  fhe  is  your  Sifter 

That  loves  you  fo,  'tis  fhe  for  whom  I  weep, 

To  fee  you  ufe  her  thus.     Arb.  It  cannot  be. 

Tigr,  Pifh !  this  i$  tedious, 
I  cannot  hold,  I  muft  prefent  myfelf, 
And  yet  the  Sight  of  my  Spaconia 

(27)  ■     "  //  is  too  true, 

A  decreed  Inftant  cuts  off  e*v*ry  Life, 

For  which  to  mourn  is  to  refine ;  ft>e  died 

A  Virgin,  though  more  innocent  than  Sheep,]  The  King  hat 
been  mourning  for  his  Sifter's  fuppofed  Death ;  and  then  immediately 
comforts  himfelf  up,  that  fhe  died  a  Virgin.  But  this  PafTage  har 
long  labour'd  under  a  wrong  Reading,  a  wrong  Pointing,  and,  thence; 
confequently,  an  abfurd  Reafoning.  If  fhe  were  more  innocent  than 
a  Sheep,  .might  fhe  not  therefore  die  a  Virgin  ?  But  how  low  and 
ridiculous  is  it  in  a  Prince  to  compare  the  Innocence  of  a  fine  young 
JLady,  his  beloved  Sifter,  to  that  of  a  Sheep?  I  have  cured  the  Point- 
ing ;  and  retrieved  the  genuine  Reading,  by  the  Aid  of  the  old  Quart* 
in  1619, 

Touches 
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Touches  me,  as  a  fudden  Thunder-clap 
Does  one  that  is  about  to  fin.     Arb.  Away, 
No  iriore  of  this ;  here  I  pronounce  him  Traitor, 
The  direft  Plotter  of  my  Death,  that  names 
Or  thinks  her  for  my  Sifter ;  'tis  a  Lye, 
The  moft  malicious  of  the  World,  invented 
To  mad  your  King ;  he  that  will  fay  fo  next, 
Let  him  draw  out  his  Sword  and  (heath  it  here, 
It  is  a  Sin  fully  as  pardonable  : 
She  is  no  Kin  to  me,  nor  fhall  fhe  be ; 
If  fhe  were  ever,  I  create  her  none : 
And  which  of  you  can  queftion  this  ?  my  Pow'r 
Is  like  the  Sea,  that  is  to  be  obey'd, 
And  not  difputed  with :  I  have  decreed  her 
As  far  from  having  part  of  Blood  with  me, 
As  the  nak'd  Indians  \  come  and  anfwer  me, 
He  that  is  boldeft  now;  is  that  my  Sifter  ? 

Mar.  O,  this  is  fine.  ^ 

Bef.  No,  marry,  fhe  is  not,  an't  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
I  never  thought  fhe  was,  fhe's  nothing  like  you. 

Arb.  No,  'tis  true,  fhe  is  not. 

Mar.  Thou  fhou'dft  be  hang*d. 

Tan.  Sir,  I  will  fpeak  but  once ;  by  the  fame  Pow'r 
You  make  my  Blood  a  Stranger  unto  yours, 
You  may  command  me'  dead ;  and  fo  much  Love 
A  Stranger  may  importune ;  pray  you,  do ; 
If  this  Requeft  appear  too  much  to  grant,  • 
Adopt  me  of  fome  other  Family, 
By  your  unqueftion'd  Word ;  elfe  I  fhall  live 
Like  finful  Iffues  that  are  left  in  Streets 
By  their  regardkfs  Mothers,  and  no  Name 
Will  be  found  for  me. 

Arb.  I  will  hear  no  more, 
"Why  fhould  there  be  fuch  Mufick  in  a  Voice, 
And  Sin  for  me  to  hear  it  ?  All  the  World 
May  take  Delight  in  this  •,  (28)  yet  'tis  Damnation 

For 

(28)  ■  and  'tis  Damnation 

For  me  to  do  fo{\  To  make  Senfc  and  true  Reafoning,  the  Con- 
junction 
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For  me  to  do  fo :  You  are  fair,  and  wife, 

And  virtuous,  I  think ;  and  he  is  bleft, 

That  is  fo  near  you .  as  a  Brother  is ; 

But  you  are  nought  to  me  but  a  Difeafe ; 

Continual  Torment  without  Hope  of  Eafe ; 

Such  an  ungodly  Sicknefs  I  have  got, 

That  he,  that  undertakes  my  Cure,  muft  firft 

Overthrow  Divinity,  .all  moral  Laws, 

And  leave  Mankind  as  unconfin'd  as  Beads  5 

Allowing  'em  to  do  all  Aftions 

As  freely,  as  they  drink  when  they  defire, 

Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  again  ;  yet  fo 

I  fhall  but  languifh  for  the  Want  of  that, 

The  having  which  would  kill  me :  No  Man  here 

Offer  to  fpeak  for  her ;  for  I  confider 

As  much  as  you  can  fay;  I  will  not  toil 

My  Body  and  my  Mind  too,  reft  thou  there, 

Here's  one  within  will  labour  for  you  both.    * 

Pan.  I  would,  1  were  paft  fpeaking. 

Gob.  Fear  not,  Madam, 
The  King  will  alter,  'tis  fome  fudden  Rage, 
And  you  fhall  fee  it  end  fome  other  way. 

Pan.  Pray  Heav'n  k  do! 

Tig.  Though  fhe,  to  whom  I  fwore,  be  here,  I  cannot 
Stifle  my  Paffion  longer  \  if  my  Father, 
Should  rife  again  difquieted  with  this, 
And  charge  me  to  forbear,  yet  it  would*  out. 
Madam,  a  Stranger,  and  a  Pris'ner  begs 
To  be  bid  wdcome.    Pan.  You  are  welcome,  Sir, 
I  think ;  but  if  you  be  not,  'tis  paft  me 
To  make  you  fo :  For  I  am  here  a  Stranger 
Greater  than  you ;  we  know  from  whence  you  come; 
But  I  appear  a  loft  Thing,  and  by  whom 
Is  yet  uncertain,  found  here  i'the  Court, 
And  only  fufFer'd  to  walk  up  and  down,  y 

jun&ion  %and  muft  he  changed  into  the  difcretive  Particle^/.  The 
King  meant,  all  the  Work),  befides  himfelf,  may  take  Delight  in 
the  Mufick  of  her  Tongue.;  but  it  would  be  Damnation  in  him  to 
dofo.  '         '      '  " 

As 
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As  one  not  worth  the  owning.     Spa.  O,  I  fear 
digrams  will  be  caught,,  he  looks,  methinks,  . 
As  he  would  change  his  Eyes  with  her ;  fome  Help 
There  is  above  for  me,  I  hope. 

Tigr.  Why  do.  you. turn  away,  and  weep  fo  faft, 
-And  utter  Things  that  mif- become  your  Ix>oks, 
Can  you  want  owning  ?    Spa.  O,  'tis  certain  fo. 

Ttgr.  Acknowledge  yourfelf  mine. 

Arb.  How  now  ?    Tigr.  And  then 
Sec  if  you  want  an  Owner.     Arb.  They  are  tallying. 

Tigr.  Nations  lhall  own  you  for  their  Queen. 

Arb.  Tigranes,  art  not  thou  my  Prifoner  ? 

Tigr.  I  am: 

Arb.  And  who  is  this  ? 

Tigr.  She  is  your  Sifter.     Arb.  She  is:fo. 

Mar.  Is  fhe  fo  again  ?  that's  well.     Arb.  And  then 
How  dare  you  offer  to  change  Words  with  her  ? 

Tigr.  Dare  do  it!  Why?  You  brought  me  hither,  Sir, 
To  that  Intent.     Arb.  Perhaps,  I  told  you  fo; 
If  I  had  fworn  it,  had  you  fo  much  Folly 
To  credit  it  ?  The  leaft  Word,  that  {he  lpeaks, 
Is  worth  a  Life  {  rule  your  diforder'd  Tongue, 
Or  I  will  temper  it.     Spa.  Bleft  be  that  Breath ! 

Tigr.  Temp^-  my  Tongue !  —  Such  Incivilities 
As  thefe  no  barbarous  People  ever  knew : 
You  break  the  Laws  of  Nature,  and  of  Nations  i 
You  talk  to  me  as  if  I,  were  a  Prifoner 
For  Theft:  My  Tongue  be  temper'd?  Imuftipeak, 
If  Thunder  check  me,  and  I  will.     Arb.  You  will? 

Spa.  Alas,  my  Fortune! 

Tygr.  Do  not  fear  his  Frown* 
Dear  Madam,  hear  me. 

Arb.  Fear  not  my  Frown  ?  But  th#  'twere  hafe  in  me 
To  fight  with  one,  I  know  I  can  overcome, 
Again  thou  fhouldft  be  conquerM by  me. 

Mar.  He  has  one  Ranfom  with  him  already  •,  methinks, 
'Twere  good  to  fight  double,  or  quit. 

Arb.  Away  with  him  to  Prifon :  Now,  Sir,  fee 
If  my  Frowns  be  regardlefs ;  Why  delay  you  ? 
Seize  him,  Bacurius-,  you  fhall  know  my  Word 

Sweeps 
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Sweeps  like  a  Wind;  and  all,  it  grapples  with, 
Are  as  the  Chaff  before  it.       Tigr.  Touch  me  not. 

Arb.  Help  there.       Tigr.  Away. 

i  Gent.  It  is  in  vain  to  ftruggle. 
-    ±  Gent.  You  muft  be  forc'd. 

Bac.  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  us, 
We  muft  obey.       Arb.  Why  do  you  dally  there  ? 
Drag  him  away  by  any  thing.     Bac.  Come,  Sir. 

Tig.  Juftice,  thou  ought'ft  to  give  me  Strength  enough 
To  fhake  all  thefe  off;   (29)  this  is  Tyranny, 
Arbaces,  fubtler  than  the  burning  Bull's ; 
(30)  Or  that  fam'd  Tyrant's  Bed.  Thou  mightft  as  well 

• 

(29)  ■         this  is  Tyranny, 

Arbaces,  fubtler  than  the  burning  Bulls;]  What  burning 
Bulls  the  Editors  had  in  their  Heads,  I  am  unacquainted  with.  Jafin^ 
I  know,  towards  obtaining  the  golden  Fleece,  was  obliged  to  combat 
with  brazen-footed  Bulls,  that  breath'd  Fire  from  their  Noftrils*  But 
thefe  were  only  fome  of  the  Guardians  of  the  Fleece ;  and  how  it 
any  Tyranny  concerned  in  this  ?  The  Allufion  is  to  the  Tyranny  of 
Phalaris,  who  inclofed  the  Wretches,  that  had  offended  him,  in  a 
Bull  of  Brafs,  and  burn'd  them  alive ;  being  delighted  to  hear  their 
Groans  exprefs  the  bellowing  of  a  Bull.  This  was,  indeed,  Tyranny. 
One  Periffust  we  are  told,  made  this  Savage  Prefent  to  Pbalaris  i 
and  the  Tyrant  made  the  firfl  Experiment  upon  him  of  his  own  cruel 
Ingenuity :  Upon  which,  0<uid  has  very  properly  obferv'd, 

■       Nee  Lex  efi  iuftior  ulla9 
$>uam  net  is  Artifices  Arte  fer  ire  fud. 

"  There  is  no  more  equal  Juftice,  than  that  the  Artificers  of  Mif- 
"  chief  fhould  fiiffer  by  their  own  bad  Arte." 

(30)  Or  that  fan?  i  Titan' s  Bed.}  Here  the  Editors  (from  theF*//# 
Edition  of  1679,  downwards)  have  fbifted  in  another  fham  Fable. 
What  fam-'d  Titan's  Bed  was  this  ?  The  Titans  took  up  Arms  againft 
Jupiter,  with  Intent  to  dethrone  him;  and,  being  vanquiuYd,  were 
thrown  into  fubterranean  Volcanoes,  and  overwhelmed  with  Moun- 
tains. But  where,  again ,  was  the  Tyranny  of  this  I  They  rebelPd 
againft  a  rightfull  Prince,  and  were  juftly  punifh'd.  The  Quart* 
Edition  of  1628,  gives  it  us  thus; 

Or  that  fantd  Tyrant'/  Bed.  ■  ' 
And  this  is  the  true  Reading.  The  Poets  allude  to  the  Bed  of  the 
inhumane  Procruftes,  an  infamous  Robber  of  Attica,  who  com  pel  Pd 
all  his  Prisoners  to  lie  in  it ;  and,  if  they  were  too  lhort,  he  by  Racks 
ftretch*d  out  their  Limbs  to  the  Extent  of  it ;  if  they  were  of  too  tall 
a  Stature,  he  lopp'd  off  their  Feet,  and  reduced  them  to  a  Length 
fuitable  to  his  Bed.  Both  Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Symffin  fagacioufly 
kw,  that  Tyrant  was  the  Word  of  our  Authors. 

Search 
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Search  i'  the  deep  of  Winter  through  the  Snow 
For  half-ftarv'd  People,  to  bring  home  with  thee, 
To  fhew  'em  Fire  and  fend  'em  back  again, 
As  ufe  me  thus. 

Arb.  Let  him  be  clofe,  Bacurius.  [Exe.  Tigr.  and  Bac 

Spa.  I  ne'er  rejoie'd  at  any  111  to  him, 
But  thfe  Imprifonment :  What  fhall  become 
Of  me  forfaken  ?      Gob.  You  will  not  Jet  your  Sifter 
Depart  thus  difcontented  from  you,  Sir? 

Arb.  By  no  means,  Gobrias,  I  have  done  her  Wrong, 
And  made  myfelf  believe  much  of  myfelf, 
That  is  not  in  me :  You  did  kneel  to  me, 
Whilft  I  flood  ftubborn  and  regardlefs  by, 
And,  like  a  God  incenfed,  gave  no- Ear 
To  all  your  Prayers :  Behold,  I  kneel  to  you,  ^ 
Shew  a  Contempt  as  large  as  was  my  own, 
And  I  will  fufFer  it ;  yet  at  the  laft 
Forgive  me. 

Pan.  O  you  wrong  me  more  in  this, 
Thah  in  your  Rage  you  did :  You  mock  me  now* 
.    Arb.  Never  forgive  me  then,  which  is  the  worft 
Can  happen  to  me.       Pan.  If  you  be  in  Earned, 
Stand  up  and  give  me  but  a  gende  Look^ 
And  two  kind  Words,  and  I  fhaIT  be  in  Heav'n. 

Arb.  Rife  you  then  too ;  here  I  acknowledge  thee 
My  Hope,  the  only  Jewel  of  my  Life, 
The  beft  of  Sifters;  dearer  than  my  Breath* 
A  Happinefs  as  high  as  I  could  think*, 
And  wnen  my  A6tions  call  thee  otherwife, 
Perdition  light  upon  me !       Pan.  This  is  better 
Than  if  you  had  not  frown'd,  it  comes  to  me, 
Like  Mercy  at  the  Block,  and  when  I  leave 
To  ierve  you  with  my  Life,  your  Curfe  be  with  mt!   * 

Arb.  Then  thus  I.  do  falutd  thee,  and  again, 
To  make  this  Knot  the  ftronger  •,  Paradife 
Is  there:  It  may  be,  you  are  yet  in  Doubt, 
This  third  Kifs  blots  it  out  —  I  wade  in  Sin, 
And  fooliflily  intice  myfelf  along  j 
Take  her  away,  fee  her  a  Prifbner 

In  her  own  Chamber  clofely,  Gebrias. 

Pan. 
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Pan.  Alas,  Sir,  why  ? 

Arb.  I  muft  not  flay  the  Anfwer, 
Do  it.     Gob.  Good  Sir !     Arb.  No  more,  do  it,  I  fay; 

Mar.  This  is  better  and  better.  — — 

Pan.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak. 

Arb.  I  will  not  hear  you  fpeak. 
Away  with  her,  let  no  Man  think  to  fpeak 
For  fudi  a  Creature  j  (31)  for  fhe  is  a  Witch, 
A  Poifoner,  and  a  Traitor. 

Gob.  Madam,  this  Office  grieves  me. 

Pan.  Nay,  it  is  well ;  the  King  is  pleafed  with  it; 

Arb.  BeffiiSj  go  you  along  too  with  her  ;  I  will  £rove 
All  this  that  I  have  faid,  if  I  may  live  . 
So  long;  but  I  am  defperately  fick, 
For  fhe  has  given  me  Poifon  in  a  Kifs  ; 
She  had  it  'twixt  her  Lips,  and  with  her  Eyes 
She  witches  People :  Go,  without  a  Word. 

[Exeunt  Gob.  Pan.  Bef.  and  Spaconia. 
Why  fliould  you,  that  have  made  me  ftarfd  in  War 
Like  Fate  itfelf,  cutting  what  Threads  I  pleas'd, 
Decree  fuch  an  unworthy  End  of  me, 
And  all  my  Glories  ?  What  am  I,  alas, 
That  you  oppofe  me  ?  If  my  fecret  Thoughts 
Have  ever  harboured  Swellings  againft  you, 
They  could  not  hurt  you ;  and  it  is  in  you 
To  give  me  Sorrow,  that  will  render  me 
Apt  to  receive  your  Mercy  •,  rather  fo, 
Let  it  be  rather  fb,  than  punifh  me' 
With  fuch  Unmanly  Sins :  (32)  Inceft  is  in:  me. 

Dwelling 

(51)  ■  for  Jhe  is  a  Witch, 

A  Prifoner  and  a  Traitor.]  Here  is  a  Blunder  of  the  Copy- 
tfts;  who,  feeing  in  the  Line  above  Orders  given  to  take  F anthem 
fcway,  had  foifted  in  this  Le&ion  upon  us:  But  Poifontr  is  the  Word 
that  the  Poets  gave  herl     So,  in  a  few  Lines  below ; 
8 hr  as  given  me  Poifon  in  a  Kifs, 

She  had  it  *t<wixt  her  Lips.  Mr.  Sympfon. 

And  the  Conje&ure  is  confirmed  by  the  {Quarto's  in  1619,    163IV 
and  1676. 

t32)  '  -    ■  Inceft  is  in  me 

Dwelling  already,  and  it  muft  he  holy 

That  pulls  it  thence t\  The  Obfcurity  of  this  Paffage  puzzled? 

me 
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Dwelling  already  ;  and  it  muft  be  holy, 
That  pulls  it  thence ;  where  art,  Mardonius  i? 

Mar .  Here,  Sir. 

Arb.  I  pray  thee,  bear  me*  if  thou  canft  ; 
Am  I  not  grown  a  ftrange  Weight  ? 

Mar.  As  you  were*  , 

Arb.  No  heavier? 

Mar.  No,  Sir.     At b.  Why,  my  Legs 
Refufe  to  bear  my  Body ;  O  Mardonius^ 
Thou  haft  in  Field  beheld  me,  when  thou  know'ffc 
I  could  have  gone,  though  I  cbuki  never  run. 

Mar.  And  fo  I  (hall  agaifi.     Arb.  Q,  no,  'tis  part:. 

Mar.  Pray  you  go  reft  yourfelf. 

Arb.  Wilt  thou  hereafter  when  they  talk  of  me, 
As  thou  fhalt  hear  nothing  but  Infamy, 
Remember  fome  of  thofe  Things? 

Mar.  Yes, .  I  will. 

Arb.  I  pray  thee,  do :  For  thou  (halt  never  fee  me  (o 
again. 

Mar.  I  warrant  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Beflus  alone. 

r 

Bef.  They  talk  of  Fame,  I  have  gotten  it  in  the  Wat's, 
land  will  afford  any  Man  a  reafoftable  Penny-worth: 
Some  will  fay,  they  could  be  content  to  have  it,  but  that 
it  is  to  be  atchiev'd  with  Danger ;  but  my  Opinion  is 
otherwife :  For  if  I  might  ftand  ftill  in  Cannonrproof, 
and  have  Fame  fall  upon  me,  I  would  refufe  it :  My 
Reputation  came  principally  by  thinking  to  run  away, 
which  ho  Body  knows  but  Mardonius^  and,  I  think,  he 
conceals  it  to  anger  me.  Before  I  went  to  the  Wars,  I 
came  to  die  Town  a  young  Fellow,  without  Means  or 
Parts  to  deferve  Friends ;  arid  my  empty  Guts  perfuaded 
me  to  lye,  and  abufe  People,  for  my  Meat ;  which  I 
did,  and  they  beat  me:  Then  would  I  faft  two  Days, 

me  a  great  while ;  but  by  pondering  often  over  it>  I  think,  1  have 
traced  the  Intention  of  the  Poets.  The  King  would  fay,  that  In  celt 
has  already  taken  up  its  Refidence  in  him';  and  is  a  $in  of  fo  horrid 
a  Dye,  that  nothing  but  the  Affiftance  of  the  Holy  Powers  can  ex- 
peE  it.  •  | 

till 
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ill  my  Hunger  cry'd  out  on  me,  Railftill\  then,1  itie- 
hought,  I  had  a  monftrous  Stomach  to  abufe  'em  again, 
ind  did  it.  In  this  State  I  continuM  till  they  hung  me 
ip  by  th$  Heels,  and  beat  me  wi*  Hafle-Sticks  as  if 
hey  would  have  baked  me,  and  have  cozen'd  feme  Body 
Wl  me  for  Venifon:  After  this  I  raiTd,  and  eat  quietly: 
For  the  whole  Kingdom  took  Notice  of  me  for  a  baffled 
whip'd  Fellow,  and  what  I  faid  was  rememfbftd  ki  Mirth 
DUt  never  in  Anger,  of  which  I  was  glad ;  I  would^  it 
were  at  that  Pafs  again !  After  this,  Heaven  calls  an 
Aunt  of  mine,  that  left  two  Hundred  Pounds  in  a 
Coufin's  Hand  for  me,  who,  taking  me  to  be  a  gallant 
poung  Spirit,  raifed  a  Company  for  me  with  the  Money, 
Mid  fent  me  into  Armenia  with  'em :  Away  I  would  halve 
run  from  them,  but  that  I  could  get  no  Company,  and 
alone  I  durft  not  run.  I  was  never  at  Battel  but  Once, 
and  there  I  was  running,  but  Mardonius  cudgel'd  me ; 
yet  I  got  loofe  at  laft,  but  was  fo  afraid,  that. I  faw  no 
more  than  my  Shoulders  do ;  but  fled  with  my  whole 
Company  amongft  mine  Enemies,  and  overthrew  *em : 
Now  the  Report  of  my  Valour  is  come  over  before  me, 
and,  they  lay,  I  was  a  raw  young  Fellow,  but  now  I  am 
improv'd ;  a  Plague  on  their  Eloquence !  'twill  coft  me 
many  a  Beatings  and  Mardonius  might  help,  this,  too,  if 
he  would ;  for  now  they  think  to  get  Honour  on  me, 
(33)  and  all  the  Men/ 1  have  abus'd  call  me  freflily 
to  Account,  (worthily,  as  they,  call  it)  by  the  way  of 
Challenge.  T 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Good-morrow,  Captain  Bejfus. 
Bef.  Good-morrow,  Sir. 
Gent.  T  come  to  fpeak  with  you. 
Bef. .  You're  very  welcome. 

Gent.  From  one  that  holds  himfelf  wrong'd  by  yoi* 
fome  three  Years  firice:.  Your  Worth,  he  fays,  is  fam'd, 

(33)  and  all  the  Men  I  have  abused  call  me  frejbly  worthily, 
as  they  call  it  ly  the  way  of  Challenge.]  I  have  retriev'd  two  Wordf 
from  the  old  Quarto ;  and  by  regulating  the  Pointing,  and  the  Ad- 
dition  of  a  Parentbefis,  have  cured  thi*  Paffage  of  iu  Obfcurity. 

Vol.  I.  Q.  and 
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and  bfi  4otfi  nothing  doubt  but  you  will  da  him  Right, 

jil  fetfefims  a  Soldier. 

.    Btf*  A  Pq*  on  'cm,  fo  they  cry  all ! 

£>#«  And  g  flight  Note  I  have  about  me  for  you,  fyt 
the  Delivery  of  which  you  muft  exeufe  me;  it  is  an 
0flfoe  that  Friendihip  csplls  upon  me  to  do,  and  no  way 
flffimfive  to  you ;  fwee  I  defire  but  R^ght  on  both  Sides. 

J&j/I  *X«  a  Challenge,  Sir,  is  it  not? 
:    Gent.  *Ti$  an  Inviting  to  the  Field. 

:  jfa/  An  Inviting?  Q  Sir,  your  Mercy ;  what  a  Com- 
<ptattKgtt  i&  deliver  it  with?  He  might  as  agreeable  to 
my  Nature  prcfent  me  Poifon  with  fuch  a  Speech :  Um, 
Wm,  urn,  .  RcpUtatioN*  urn,  urn,  urn,  call  you  to  A$c*unt% 
uro,  una.,  um,  fjwfdte  this,  um,  um,  urn,  wi/A  mySword> 
Mm,  um,  um,  /ife  0  Gmtkman^  urn,  u*n,  um,  iwr  t$ 
$#,  um,  um,  um,  Satisfaction :  'Tis  very  well.  Sir,  I  do 
accept  it,  but  he  muft  awak  an  Anfwer  this  thirteen 
Weeks. 

Gait.  Why,  Sir,  he  would  be  glad  to  wipe  off  his  Stain 
as  loon  as  he  could. 

Bef,  Sir,  upon  my  Qedit  I  am  already  ingag'd  to  two 
Hundred  rod  twelve,  all  which  muft  have  their  Stains 
wip'd  off,  if  that  be  the  Word,  before  him. 

Gtnt.  Sir,  if  you  be  truly  ingag'd  hit  to  one,  he  fhali 
(lay  a  competent  Tj*ne> 

,  Bef:  Upon  my  Faith,  Sir,  to  two  Hundred  and  twelve, 
and  I  haye  a  foei\t  Body,  too  much  bcuis'd  ip  Battel;  ib 
that  I  cannot  tight,  I  muft  be  plain,  above  thx&  Com- 
bats a  Day :  All  the  Kindnpis  I  c^i  fhew  him,  is  to  fet 
him  refblvedly  in  my  Roll,  die  two  Hundred  anci  t{iir- 
teenth  Man,  which  is  fomething  ;  foiy  I  teH  you*  I  think 
there  will  be  more  after  him,  than  before  him,  I  think  fo ; 
pray,  you,  commend  me  to  him,  and  tell  him  tig*. 

Gent.  I  will  Sir,  Good-morrow  to  you. 

[Exit  Gentleman. 

Bef.  Good-morrow,  good  Sir.  Certainly,  my  fafeft 
way  were  to  print  myfclf  a  Coward,  with  a  Difcovery 
how  I  came  by  my  Credit,  and  clap  it  upon  every  Poft ; 
1  have  received  above  thirty  Challenges  within  this  two 
Hours  ;  marry,  all  but  the  firft  I  put  off  with  Engage- 
ment;; 
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aaent*  and,  by  good  Fortune;  thefirfl  is  no  madder  of 
Fighting  than  I,  fo  that  that's  referred,  the  Place  where 
it  muft  be  ended  is  four  Days  Journey  off,  and  our  Ar- 
bitrators are  thefe :  He  has  chofen  a  Gentleman  in  Travel* 
and  I  have  a  fpecial  Friend  with  a  quartain  Ague,  like  to 
hold  him  this  five  Years,  for  mine :  And  when  his  Mart 
comes  home,  we  arc  to  expert  my  Friend's  Health :  (34) 
If  they  would  ibid  me  Chalfengesrtfaus  thick*  as  long  as 
I  liv'd,  I  would  have  no  other  Living;  I  can  raak« 
feven  Shillings  a  Day  o*  th*  Paper  to  the  Grocers:  Yet  I 
learn  nothing  by  all  thefe  but  a  little  Skill  in  comparing 
of  Stiles.  I  do  find  evidently,  that  there  is  fome  one 
Scrivener  in  this  Town,  that  has  a  great  Hand  in  writing 
of  Challenges,  for  they  are  all  of  a  Cut,  and  fit  of  'em 
in  a  Hand ;  and  they  all  end,  my  Refutation  is  dear  to 
me9  and  I  muft.  require  Satisfa&ivn.  Who's  thefe  ?  More 
Piper,  Ihope;  no,  'tis  my  Lord  Baturius,  I  fear,  all 
is  not  well  betwixt  us. 

Enter  Bacurius. 

V 

Bac.  Now,  Captain  Beffus9  I  come  about  a  frivolous 
Matter,  cdlis'd  by  as  idle  a  Report :  You  know,  you 
were  a  Coward. 

Bef.  Very  right. 

Bac.  And  wiong'd  me, 

Bef,  True,  my  Lord. 

Bac.  But  now  People  will  call  you  Vafiant,  defeftkfly; 
I  think;  yet  for  their  Satisfaction,  1  will  have  you  fight 
with  me.  ■     *    ■ 

Bef^  O  my  good  Lord,  my  deep  Engagemente— ^ " 

Bat.  Teli  not  irie  of  your  Engagements,  Captain  Beffus% 
it  is  not  to  be  put  off  with  an  Excufe :  For  my  own 
Part,  1  am  none  of  the  Multitude  that  believe  your  Con- 
verfion  from  Coward.  * 

r  (34)  if  they  would  find  me  Challenges  thus  thick,  as  long  as  I  Ih?49 
I  would  have  no  other  Living ;]  I  have  fubitituted  the  Word  of  the 
cldeft  Quarto,  which  is  certainly* the  true  Reading:  If  they  would 
continue  to  fend  him  fo  many  Letters  of  Challenge,  he  could  fuj* 
ply  ail  his  Neceflities  by  the  Money,  that  the  Grocers  would  givt 
him  for  the  Paper. 

Qji  Bef. 


228       A  King j    and  No  King. 

Bef  My  Lord,  I  feek  no  Quarrels,  and  this*  belongi 
not  to  me,  I  am  not  to  maintain  it. 
Bac.  Who  then,  pray? 

*  Bef.  Beffus,  the  Coward,  wrong'd  you.     Bac.  Right. 
Bef.  And  fhall  Beffus  the  Valiant  maintain  what  Beffus 

the  Coward  did  ? 

Bac.  I  pray  thee,  leave  thefe  cheating  Tricks ;  I  fwcar, 
thou  fhalt  fight  with  me,  or  thou  fhak  be  beaten  extream- 
ly,  and  kick' d. 

Bef  Since  you  provoke  me  thus  far,  my  Lord,  I  will 
fight  with  you  j  and,  by  my  Sword,  it  fhall  coft  me  twenty 
Pounds,  but  I  will  have  my  Leg  well  a  Week  fooncr 
purpofely. 

Bac.  Your  Leg  ?  Why,  what  ails  your  Leg  ?  I'll  do  a 
Cure  on  you,  Hand  up.  [Kicks  him. 

Bef.  My  Lord,  this  is  not  Noble  in  you.. 

Bac.  What  doft  thou  with  fuch  a  Phrafe  in  thy 
Mouth  ?  I  will  kick  thee  out  of  all  good  Words  before 
I  leave  thee. 

Bef  My  Lord,  I  take  this  as  a  Punilhment  for  the 
Offence  I  did  when  I  was  a  Coward. 

Bac.  When  thou  wert  ?  Confefs  thyfclf  a  Coward  ffill, 
or  by  this  Light,  I'll  beat  thee  into  Spunge. 

Bef  Why,  I  am  one. 

Bac.  Are  you  fo,  Sir  ?  And  why  do  you  wear  a. Sword 
then?  Come,  unbuckle. 

Bef  My  Lord? 

Bac.  Unbuckle,  I  fay,  and  give  it  me ;  or,  as  I  live,  thy 
Head  will  ake  extreamly. 

Bef  It  is  a  pretty  Hilt,  and,  if  your  Lordfhip  take  an 
Affe&ion  to  it,  with  all  my  tieart  I  prefent  it  to  you 
for  a  New-year's-gift.  *     . 

,  Bac.  I  thank  you  very  heartily,  fweet  Captain,  farewd. 

-Bef  One  Word  more,  I  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to 
render  me  my  Knife  again. 

Bac.  Marry,  by  all  means,  Captain ;  cherilh  yourfelf 
with  it,  arid  eat  hard,  good  Captain-,  we  cannot  tell 
whether  we  fhall  have  any  more  -fuch.  Adieu,  dear 
Captain.  •      [Exit  Bac. 

Bef  I  will  make  better  Ufe  of  this,  than  of  my  Sword : 

*  •  A  bale 
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A  bafe  Spirit  has  this  Vantage  of  a  brave  one,  it  keeps 
always  at  a  Stay,  nothing  brings  it  down,  not  Beating. 
I  remember,  I  promis'd  the  King  in  a  great  Audience," 
that  I  would  make  my  Back-biters  eat  my  Sword  to  a 
Knife;  how  to  get  another  Sword,  I  know  not;  nor 
know  any  Means  left  for  me  to  maintain  my  Credit,  but 
Impudence:  Therefore  I  will  out-fwear  him  and  his  Fol- 
lowers, that  this  is  all  that's  left  uneaten  of  my  Sword. 

[£x//Beffus. 
Enter  Mardonius. 

(35)  Mar.  I'll  move  the  King,  he  is  moft  ftrangely 
aker'd: 
I  gucfs  the  Caufe,  I  fear,  too  right ;  Heav'n  has 
Some  fecret  End  in't,  and  it  is  a  Scourge, 
No  Queftion,  juftly  laid  on  him :  He  'as  folloW'd  me 
Through  twenty  Rooms ;  and  ever,  when  I  ftay 
To  wait's  Command,  he  blulhes  like  a  Girl, 
And  looks  upon  me,  as  if  Modefty 
Kept  in  his  Bufinefs ;  fb  turns  away  from  me; 
But,  if  I  go  on,  he  follows  me  again. 

Enter  Arbaces,. 

See,  here  he  is.     I  do  not  ufe  this,  yet 

I  know  not  how,  I  cannot  choofe  but  weep 

To  fee  him  5  his  very  Enemies,  I  think, 

Whofe  Wounds  have  bred  his  Fame,  if  they  fhould  fee 

Him  now,  would  find  Tears  i*  their  Eyes. 

Arb.  I  cannot  utter  it ;  why  fliould  I  keep 
A  Breaft  to  harbour  Thoughts  I  dare  not  Ipeak  ? 
Darknefs  is  in  my  Bolbm,  and  there  lie' 
A  thoufand  Thoughts  that  cannot  brook  the  Light: 

(35)  FM  move  the  King,  &c]  This  and  all  the  fubfequent  Scene 
betwixt  the  King  and  Mardonius  has  all  along  been  printed  as  Profe  ; 
but  it  came  from  the  Poets  ftri&ly  in  Metre.  To  fuch  I  have  reduced 
it  with  no  finall  Difficulty,  and  with  the  great  A ffi fiance  of  the  in- 
genious Mr.  Seward:  Not  without  the  Neceflity  of  throwing  out, 
here  and  there,  fome  few  trifling  Monofyllables,  which  were  foifted 
in,  as  I  ))refumef  by  the  Players,  to  fupport  a  Cadence  more  to  their 
Minds ;  but  which,  indeed,  much  incumber  the  Verification. 

Q^3  ."    How 
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How  wilt  thou  vex  me,  when  this  Deed  is  done,        i 
Conference,  that  art  afraid  to  let  me  name  it ! 

Mar,  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Why,  very  well,  Mardonius  ; 
How  doft  thou  do?     Mar.  Better  than  you,  I  fear. 

Arb.  I  hope,  thou  art ;  for  to  be  plain  with  thee, 
Thou  art  in  Hell  elfe:  Secret  fcordung  Flames, 
That  far  tranfcend  earthly  material  Fires, 
Are  crept  into  me,  and  there  is  no  Cure. 
Is  it  not  ftrange,  Mardonius^  there's  no  Cure  ? 

Mar.  Sir, 
Either  I  miftake,  or  there  is  fomething  hid 
That  you  would  utter  to  me.     Arb.  So  there  i% 
But  yet  I  cannot  do  it.    Mar.  Out  with  it,  Sir, 
If  it  be  dangerous,  I  will  not  fhrinfc 
To  do  you  Service,  I  lhali  not  eftcem 
My  Life  a  weightier  Matter  than  indeed 
It  is :  I  know,  'tis  fubjeft  to  more  Chances 
Than  it  has  Hours,  (36)  and  I  were  better  lofc  it 
In  my  King's  Caufe,  than  with  an  Ague,  or 
A  Fall,  or  fleeping  to  a  Thief;  as  all  thefe 
Are  probable  enough :  Let  me  but  know 
What  I  fhall  do  for  you.     Arb.  It  will  not  out : 
Were  you  with  Gobrias,,  and  bad  him  give 
My  Sifter  all  Content  the  Place  alfiwfe, 
And  give  her  Leave  to  fend  and  fpeak  tQ  whom 
She  pleafe  ?    Mar.  Yes,  Sir,  I  was, 

(36) ■      and  I  were  bitter  lofe  it 

In  my  Kings  Caufe,  than  with  an  Ague,  or 
A  Fall,  orjleeping  to  a  Thief;  fcfc]  I  own,   I  did  not  uit- 
derftand,  thisjleepinv  to  a  Thief;  I  had  conjectured 

:  -— . * —  orjkefinz  to  my  Death; 
j.  e.  meaning,  by  a  Lethargy*  or  Apoplexy..  But  I  have  retraced 
my  Conje&ure,  as  Mr*  Seward  has  given  me  fo  ingenious  a  Comment 
on  the  Paffage. 

'*  This  is  a  very  fenfible  Exprefiion:  What  can  be  more  fo, 
€t  than  to  call,  being  ftabb'd  in  one's  Sleep  by  a  Thief  \  one  of  the 
*<  commpn  Accidents  by  which  our  Lives  may  be  taken  away.  Be- 
««  fides,  the  Expreffions,  an  Ague,  or  2.  Fall,  or  Jleeping  to  a  Thief \ 
u  contain  the  three  common  Methods  of  Death  (in  Oppofition  to  the 
"  glorious  one  of  dying  in  War  in  our  King's,  and  Country's  Caufe) 
"  viz.  Sicine/s,  Mi/chance,  or  Villany. '  Mr,  Seward. 

Arb. 
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Arb.  And  did  y6»  to 
iBafltriu*  fay  as  mucfc  about  Tigrams  ? 
Mar.  Y$s. 

Arb.  That's  all  m?  Bufinefc. 

Mar.  G  fay  nfct  fc, 
You  had  an  Anfwer  of  att  this  before ; 
Befides,  I  think,  this  Bufiftefi  might  be  uttcr'd     ' 
More  carelefly .    Arb.  CotM  thou  fhak  hate  it  out  $ 
I  do  bcfeeeh  thee  by  the  Love  thou  haft 
Profeft  to  me,  to  fee  iriy  Sifter  from  me. 

Mar.  Well,  and  what  then?    Atb.  That's  alt 

Mar.  That's  ftrahge, 
Shall  I  fay  nothing  to  her?    Atb.  Not?  a  Word; 
But  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  find  fotne  fbbtle  Way 
To  make  her  underftand  by  Signs.     Mar.  But  what  fhill 
I  make  her  underftand  ?    Arb.  O  Mairddhius, 
For  that  I  muft  be  pardoned.      Mar,  You  may  * 
But  I  can  only  fee  her  then.     Arb.  'Tis  true ; 
Bear  her  tliis  Ring  then,  and,  on  more  Advice, 
Thou  ihalt  fpeak  to  her :  TcU  her  I  do  love 
My  Kindred  all :  Wilt  thou?    Mar.  Is  there  no  rifore  ? 

Arb.  And  her  the  beft  ;  better  than  a  Brother  lotas- 
His  Sifter :  That  is  all.     Mar.  Methinks,  this'  need  not 
Have  been  delivered  with  fbch  Caution  5  Pll  do*  k. 

Arb.  There  k  more  yet ;  Wilt  thou  bd  faithful  t!o  mtf? 

Mar.  Si4  if  I  take  upon  me  fty  deliver  it, 
After  I  hear  id,  I'll  pals  through  Fire  to  do  it. 

Arb.  I  love  her  better  thai  a  Brother  ought ; 
Doft  thou  conceive  me  ?    Mat.  I  hope,  I  do  not,  Sir. 

Atb.  Thou'rt  dufl,  kneel  down  before  her,  artd  ne'dr 
Again,  'till  (he  will  lovenle.  Mdr.  I  think,  fhedoes;  frife 

Arb.  But  better  than  fhe  does,  another  Way ; 
As  Wives  love  Husbands. 

Mar.  Why,  there  are  few  Wives* 
That  love  their  Husbands  better  than  Ihe  does  you; 

Arb.  Thou  wilt  not  underftand  mfc :  Is  it  fit 
This  fhould  be  utter'd  plainly  ?  Take  it  then, 
Naked  as  it  is :  I  would  define  her  Love 
Lafcivioufly,  lewdly,  inceftuoufly, 
To  do  a  Sin  that  needs  muft  damn  us  both  $ 

Q^4  And 
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And  thee  too :  Poft  thou  understand  me  now  ?  t 

Mar.  Yes,  there's  youf^  Ring  again  5  what  have  I  done 
Difhoneftly  in  my  whole  Life,  name  it,  Sir, 
That  you  fhould  put  fo  bafe  a  Bufinefs  tome? 

Arb.  Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  then,  that  thou  wouklft 
Mar.  Yes,  if  I  undertook  it  5  but  if  all  [do  it? 

My  Hairs  were  Lives,  I  would  not  be  engaged 
In  fuch  a  Caufe  to  fave  my  laft  of  Life. 

Arb.  O  Guilt !  how  poor  and  weak  a  thing  art  thou  ? 
This  Man  that  is  my  Servant,  whom  my  Breath 
Might  blow  about  the.  World,  might  beat  me  here 
Having  this  Caufe ;  whilft  I,  preft  down  with  Sin, 
Could  not  refill  him  :  Dear  Mardonius^ 
It  was  a  Motion  mis-befeeming  Man, 
I'm  forry  fbr't.     Mar.  Heav'n  grant,  you  may  be  fo! 
You  muft  underftand,  nothing,  that  you  can  utter, 
Can  move  my  Love  and  Service  from  my  Prince, 
Otherwife,  I  think,  I  fhall  hot  love  you  more. 
For  you  are  finful,  and  if  you  do  this  Crime, 
You  ought  to  have  no  Laws.     For  after  this, 
It  will  be  great  InjufHce-  in  you  to  punifh 
Any  Offender,  and  for  any  Crime. 
For  myfelf,  I  find  my  Heart  too  big:  I  fed, 
I  have  not  Patience  to  look  on  whilft.  you 
Run  thefe  forbidden  Courfes.     Means  I  have 
None  but  your  Favour,  and  I  am  rather  glad 
That  I  (hall  lofe  'em  both  together,  than  keep  'em 
With  fuch  Conditions ;  I  fhall  find  a  Dwelling 
Amongft  fome  People,  where  though  our  Garments  per- 
JBe  coarfe,  we  fhall  be  richer  fkr  within,  {haps 

And  harbour  no  fuch  Vices  in  'em :  The  Gods 
Preferve  and  mend  you ! 

Arb.  Mardoniusy  ftay,  Mardmius ;  for  though 
My  prefent  State  requires  nothing,  but  Knaves 
To  be  jjbout  me,  fuch  as  are  prepar'd 
For  every  wicked  Aft,  yet  who  does  know, 
But  that  my  loathed  Fate  may  turn  about, 
And  I  have  Ufe  for  honeft  Men  agajn  ?  , 
I  hope,  I  may ;  I  prithee,  leave  me  not. 

»..-•.  ».  - 

Enttr 
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Enter  Beffus. 

Bef  Where  is  the  King?    Mar.  There. 

Bef  An't  pleafe  your  Majefly,  there's  the  Knife. 

Arb.  What  Knife? 

Bef.  The  Sword  is  eaten. 

Mar.  Away,  you  Fool,  the  King  is  ferious, 
And  cannot  now  admit  your  Vanities. 

B*f  Vanities !  I'm  no  honeft  Man,  if  my  Enemies  have 
not  brought  it  to  this ;  what,  do  you  think,  I  lye  ? 

Arb.  No,  no,  'tis  well,  Beffus^  'tis  very  well  5  Pm 
glad  on't. 

Mar.  If  your  Enemies  brought  it  to  this,  your  Ene- 
mies are  Cuders,  come  leave  the  King. 

Bef.  Why,  may  not  Valour  approach  him  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  but  he  has  Affairs ;  depart,  or  I  (hall  be 
fomething  unmannerly  with  you. 

Arb)  No,  let  him  ftay,  Mardonius,  let  him  flay ; 
I  have  Occafion  with  him  very  weighty, 
And  I  can  fpare  you  now.      Mar.  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Why,  I  can  fpare  you  now. 

Bef  Mardonmfgvt  way  to  thefe  State- Affairs. 

Mar.  Indeed,  you  are  fitter  for  his  prefent  Purpofc. 

[Exit  Mar. 

Arb.  Bejfus9 1  fhould  imploy  thee,  wilt  thou  do't  ? 

Bef  Do't  for  you  ?  By  this  Air,  I  will  do  any  thing 
without  Exception,  be  it  a  good,  bad,  or  indifferent 
thing.  l 

Arb.  Do  not  fwear. 

Bef  By  this  Light,  but  I  will,  any  thing  whatfocver. 

Arb.  But  I  fhall  name  the  Thing, 
Thy  Conference  will  not  fuffer  thee  to  do. 

Bef  I  would  fain  hear  that  Thing. 

Arb.  Why,  I  would  have  thee  get  my  Sifter  for  me ; 
Thou  underftandft  me,  in  a  wicked  manner. 

Bef  O,  you  would  have  a  Bout  with  her  ? 
I'll  do't,  HI  dot,  i'  faith. 

Arb.  Wilt  thou,  doft  thou  make* no  more  on't; 

Bef  More?  No,  why  is  there  any  thing  elfc?  If  there 
be,  it  fhall  be '  donetoo. 

Arb. 
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Arb.  Haft  thou  no  greater  Senfe  of  fuch  4  Sin  ? 
Thou  art  tpo  wicked  for  my  Company, 
Though  I  have  Hell  within  me,  thou  may'ft  yet 
Corrupt  me  further :  Pray  thee,  anfwer  me* 
How  do  I  lhew  to  thee  after  this  Motion  ? 

Bef  Why,  your  Majefty  looks  as  well  in  my  Opinion, 
As  ever  you  did  fince  you  were  bom. 

Arb.  But  thou  appear 'ft  to  me  after  thy  Grant, 
The  ugheft,  loathed,  deteftable  Thing 
That  I  have  met  with.     Thou  haft  Eye* 
like  Flames  of  Sulphur,  which,  methinks,  do  dart; 
Infedion  on  me  5  and  thou  haft  a  Mouth 
Enough  to  take  me  in,  where  there  do  ftand 
Four  Rows  of  Iron  Teeth. 

Bef  I  feel  no  fiich  thing,  but  'tis  no  matter  how  1 
look  •>  ril  do  my  Bufinefs  as  well  as  they  that  look  bet- 
ter 5  and  when  this  is  dilpatch'd,  if  you  hare  a  Mind 
to  your  Mother,  tell  me,  and  you  fhaH  fee  I'll  fet  it 
hard. 

Arb.  My  Mother !  Hfeav'n  forgave  me,  to  hear  this  \ 
I  am  infoir'd  with  Horror :  Now  I  hate  thee 
Worfe  than  my  Sk,  which,  if  I  could  come  by. 
Should  foffer  Death  eternal,  ne'er  to  rife 
In:  any  Breaft  again.     Know,  I  will  die 
Languishing  mad,  as  I  refolve  I  fhallr 
E'er  I  will  deal  by  fuch  an  IhftrumeBt  r 
Thou  art  too  finful  to  imploy  in  this  -y 
Out  of  the  World,  away ! 

Bef.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Jrk  Hung  round  with  Curies*  take  thy  fearfol  Flight 
Into  the  Defarts,  where  'mongft  all  the  Monftcsrs, 
If  thou  find'ft  one  fo  beaftly  as  thyfel£ 
Thou  fhalt  be  held  as  innocent. 

B»f  Good  Sir- 

Arb<  If  there  were  m>  fuch  Inftruments  as  thou* 
We  Kings  could  never  aft  fuch  wicked  Deeds : 
Seek  out  a  Man  that  mocks  Divinity, 
That  breaks  each  Precept  both  of  God  and  Man, 
And  Nature's  too,  and  does  it  without  Luft, 
Meerjy  becaufe  it  is  a  Law,  and  good, 

And 
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And  live  with  him :  for  him  thow  canft  not  fpoil. 

Away,  I  fay,  I  will  not  do  this  Sin.  [Exit  Beffira. 

Fll  prefs  it  .here,  *tUl  it  do  break  my  Breaft  v 

It  heaves  me  to  get  out  j  but  thou  art  a  Ski, 

And  fpight  of  Torture  I  will  keep  thee  in.  [Exit. 


MMMMtfa* 


A   C  T    IV.     SCENE     I. 

0 

Enter  Gobrias,  Parithea,  and  Spaconia. 

• 

Gab.  TLT  AVE  you  written,  Madam ? 
■*■#•     Pan.  Yes,  ,good  Gobrias. 

Gob.  And  with  a  Kindnels,  and  fuch  winning  Wprds 
As  may  provoke  him,  at  one  Inftant,  feel 
His  double  Fault,  your  Wrong,  and  his  own  Rafhnejs  ? 

Pan.  I  have  fent  Words  enough,  if  Words  may  wia 
From  his  Dilpleafure ;  and  foch  Words,  I  hope,        JTuov 
As  fhall  gain  much  upon  his  Goodnefs,  Gobrias. 
Yet  fearing,  fince  they're  many,  and  a  Woman's,- 
A  poor  Belief  may  follow;  I  have  woven 
As  many  Truths  within  'em  to  fpeak  for  me, 
That  if  he  but  be  gracious,  and  receive  *em       ■ 

Gob.  Good  Lady,  be  not  fearful  \  though  he  lhould  not 
Give  you  your  prefent  End  in  this,  believe  it, 
(37)  You  fhall  feel,  if  your  Virtue  can  in4uce  you 
To  labour  out  this  Tempefl:  (which  I  know, 
Is  but  a  poor  Proof  'gainft  your  Patience: ) 
All  thofe  Content^  your  Spirit  will  arrive  at* 

(37)  You  Jball feel,  if  your  Virtue  can  induce  you  s 

To  labour  on't,  this  Tempefl  which  I  know  p 

Is  but  a  poor  Ptfaf  y gas  nfl  your  Fatunce  ; 

All  tbofr  Contents  y  your  Spirit  null  I  a+rUv+at, 

Newer  and  fweeur  toypu,]  The  Corruption  of  the  tetter^ 
and  Stops  of  this  Paflage  hath  fpoilM  both  Senfe  and  Grammar.  It 
fhou'd,  without  queftion,  be  as  I  have  refbrm'd  the  Text.  The 
Emendation,  I  think,  feftcrident.  Mr.  Seaward. 

I  had  likewife  made  this  Regulation  myfelfA  and  it  is  authored  bjr 
the  old  Quarto  in  1619. 

NeweJr 
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frewer  and  fWeeter  to  you ;  your  Royal  Brother* 
When  he  fhall  once  colledt  himfelf,  and  fee 
How  far  he  has  been  afunder  from  himfelf; 
What  a  mere  Stranger  to  his  golden  Temper : 
Muft  from  thofe  Roots  of  Virtue,  {never  dying, 
Though  fomewhat  ftop*d  with  Humour,)  fhoot  again 
Lite  a  thoufand  Glories,  bearing  fair  Branches 
Tligh  as  our  Hopes  can  look  at,  ftraight  as  Juftice, 
Loaden  with  ripe  Contents ;  he  loves  yoa  dearly, 
I  know  it,  and,  I  hope,  I  need  not  farther 
Win  you  to  underftand  it."    Pan.  I  believe  it. 
But  howfoever,  Fm  fure,  I  love  him  dearly : 
So  dearly,  that  if  any  thing  I  write 
For  my  Enlarging  fhould  beget  his  Anger, 
Heav'n  be  a  Witnefs  with  me  and  my  Faith, 
I  had  rather  live  intomb'd  here.- 

Gob.  You  fhall  not  feel  a  worfe  Stroke  than  your  Grief, 
I  am  forry,  'tis  fo  fliarp ;  I  kifs  your  Hand, 
And  this  Night  will  deliver  this  true  Story, 
With  this  Hand  to  your  Brother. 

Pan.  Peace  go  with  you ! 
You  are  a  good  Man.  [£#//  Gob. 

My  Spaconia, 
Why  are  you  ever  fad  thus  ?     Spa.  O  dear  Lady,  — ^  . 

Pan.  Prithee,  difcover  not  a  Way  to  Sadnefs, 
Nearer  than  I  have  in  me ;  our  two  Sorrows  * 
Work  like  two  eager  Hawks,  who  fhall  get  higheft ; 
How  fhall  I  leflen  thine  ?  for  mine,  I  fear, 
Is  eafier  known  than  cur'd. 

Spa.  Heav'n  comfort  both, 
And  give  yours  happy  Ends,  however  I 
Fall  in  my  ftubborn  Fortunes ! 

Pan.  This  but  teaches 
How  to  be  more  familiar  with  our  Sorrows, 
That  are  too  much  our  Matters :  Good  Spaconia, 
How  fhall  I  do  you  Service  ?    Spa.  Nobleft  Lady, 
You  make  me  more  a  Slave  ftill  to  your  Goodnefs  j 
I  only  live  to  purchafe  Thanks  to  pay  you, 
For  that  is  all  the  Bufinefs  of  my  life  now. 
I  will  be  bold,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo, 

-  To 
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To  ask  a  noble  Favour  of  you. 

Pan.  Speak  it,  'tis  yours  -,  for  from  fo  fweet  a  Virtue, 
No  ill  Demand  has  iflhc. 

Spa.  Then,  ever  virtuous,  let  me  beg  your  Will 
In  helping  me  to  fee  the  Prince  Tigranes, 
With  whom  I'm  equal  Prifoner,  if  not  more. 

Pan.  Referve  me  to  a  greater  End,  Spaconia%  # 
Bacurius  cannot  want  fo  much  Good-manners  ■  ■     "" 

As  to  deny  your  gentle  Vilitation, 
Though  you  came  only  with  your  own  Command. 

Spa.  I  know,  they  will  deny  me,  gracious  Madam, 
Being  a  Stranger,  and  fo  little  fam*d, 
(38)  So  utter  empty  of  thofe  Excellencies 
That  tame  Authority ;  but  in  you,  fweet  Lady, 
All  thefe  are  natural;  befide,  a  Pow'r 
Deriv'd  immediate  from  your  Royal  Brother, 
Whofe  leaft  Word  in  you  may  command  the  Kingdom. 

Pan.  More  than  my  Word,  Spacotiia,  you  Hull  carry, 
For  Fear  it  fail  you. 

Spa.  Dare  you  truft  a  Token  ? : 
Madam,  I  fear,  I  am  grown  too  bold  a  Beggar. 

Pan.  You  arc  a  pretty  One,  and,  truft  me,  Lady, 
It  joys  me,  I  fhall  do  a  Good  to  you, 
Though  to  myfclf  I  never  fhall  be  happy : 
Here,  take  this  Ring,  and  from  me  as  a  Token 
Deliver  it;  I  think,  they  will  not  ftay  you: 
So  all  your  own  Defires  go  with  you,  Lady ! 

Spa.  And fweetPcace to yqur Grace ! 

Pan.  Pray  Heaven,  I  find  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Tigrancs,  in  Prifon. 

* 

.   SSjjr.  Fool  that  I  am,  I  have  undone  myfelf, 
And  with  my  own  Hand  tura'd  my  Fortune  round, 
That  was  a  fair  one :  I  have  childifhly 

(38)  So  utter  empty  of  thofe  Excellencies 

That  tame  Authority^  The  oldeft  Quarto  in  1 6 19 'reads,  that 
have,  Sec.  but  the  Quarto's  in  1631,  j66i,  and  1676,  all  concur  in 

tiving  us  the  Word  tame,  which,  without  doubt,  is  the  true  Reading, 
he  means,  (he  is  utterly  void  of  thofe  Talents  that  can  have  an/  Con* 
troul  over  People  in  Office  and  Power. 

Play'd 
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Play'd  with  my  Hope  fo  long,  'dill  have  broke  it,' 

And  now  too  late  I  mourn  fort ;  O  Spacmia  I 

Thou  haft  found  an  even  Way  to  thy  Revenge  ndw; 

Why  didft  thou  follow  me  like  a  faint  Shadow, 

To  wither  my  Defines  ?   But,  wretched  Fool, 

Why  did  Lpbmt  thee  *twixt  the  Sun  and  me, 

To  make  me  freeze  thus  ?  Why  did  I  prefer  her 

To  the*  fair  ftincefi?  O  thou  Fool,  thou  Fool, 

Thou  Family  of  Fools,  live  like  a  Slave  ftill ; 

And  in  thee  bear  thine  own  Hell  and  thy  Torment, 

Thou  haft  dderv'd  it:  Couldft  thou  find  no  Lady 

But  {he,  that  has  thy  Hopes  to  put  her  to, 

And  hazard  all  thy  Peace?  None  to  abufe, 

But  (he  that  Jbv'd  thee  ever  ?  (poor  Spaconia  /) 

And  fo  much  lovM  thee,  that  in  Honefty 

And  Honour  thou  art  bound  to  meet  her  Virtues ; 

She,  that  forgat  the  GreatndTs  of  her  Grief 

(29)  And  Miferies,  that  muft  follow  fach  mad  Paffions, 

Endlefs  and  wild  in  Women ;  fhe  that  for  thee, 

And  with  thee,  left  her  liberty,  her  Name, 

And  Country;  you  have  paid  me,  equal  Heav'ns* 

And  fent  my  own  Rod  to  correct  me  with, 

A  Woman :  -for  Inconftancy  I'll  fuffcr ; 

Lay  it  on,  Juftice,  'till  my  Soul  melt  in  me 

For  my  wmanly,  beaftiy,  fudden  Doting 

Upon  a  new  Face;  after  all  fivy  Oaths, 

Many,  and  Orange  ones* 

I  feci  my  old  Fire  flame  again  and  burn 

So  ftiong  aqd  violent,  that  fhould  I  fee  her 

Again,  the  Grief  and  that  would  kill  me* 

(39)  And  Miferies,  that  muft  follow  fuch  mad  Paffions, 

Endlefs  and  wild  as  Women?]  Why  muft  cttgfanes$  whltlA  hi 
is  fpealtiag  ia  Pratfe  of  one  Wofjun,  abofe  ail  Women  in  general  I 
Befides,  had  he  a  mind  to  abuft  'cm,  *nd  apply  tjbe  Epithet  wild  to 
them,  he  couM  with  no  Propriety  add  the  other,  endlefs:  J  hope,  I 
have  reftor'd  the  true  Particle,  which  gives  a  very  different  and  a  very 
good  Senfe  to  the  whole  Sentence,  /.  e.  when  Women,  Fo  weak  to 
defend  themfelves,  have  fuch  ftrong  Paffions  as  to  fly  their  Friends, 
and  follow  a  Prifdner  into  an  Enemy's  Country,  they  muft  run  the 
Ha2ard  of  endlefs  and  wild  Miferies.  Or  if  the  Epithets  endlefs  and 
wild  be  apply  *d  to  Paffions*  the  Senfe  will  be  much  the  fame,  and  the 
Emendation  as  necejTary,  Mr.  Seward. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bacurius  and  Spaconia. 

Bac.  L^dy* 
Your  Token,  I  acknowledge,  you  may  pais  5 
There  is  the  King. 

Spa.  I  thank  your  Lord/hip  for  it.  {Exit  Bad. 

Tigr.  3he  comes,  (he  comes,  Shame  hide  me  ever 
from  her, 
'Would,  I  were  bqry*d,  or  fo  far  remov'd 
Light  might  not  find  me  out,  I  dare  not  fee  her.    '  '•  «  • 

Spa.  Nay,  never  hide  yourfelf;  cm:  were  you  hid, 
Where  Earth  hides  all  her  Riches,  near  her  Center  5 
My  Wrongs  without  more  Day  would  light  me  to  you : 
I  mufi  fpeak,  e'er  I  die;  were  all  your  Greatnefe 
Doubled  upon  you,  you're  a  perjur'd  Man, 
And  only  mighty  in  your  Wickednefi 
Of  wronging  Women.    Thou  art  falfe,  fatte,  Prince  % 
I  liVje  to  fee  it,  (40)  poor  Spaconia  live*  ...  •  .  i 

To  tell  thee  thou  art  falfe  ;  and  tell  thee  more  5 
She  lives  to  tell  thee,  thou  art  more  unconftant, 
Than  all  ill  Women  ever  were  together. 
Thy  Faith  as  firm  as  raging  Over-flows, 
Th#  no  Bank  can  command  5  as  totting 
As  Boys'  gay  |krt>bte$>  blown  iW  Air  ao4  bfoke«: 
The  wM  is  fix'dj  %o  thee*,  and  iooner iball 
The  beaten  Mariner  mth  his  JhriU  Whittle  .    ■  .  ■  , 
Calm  the  Ipud  Miarmur  of  the  troubkd  Main, 
And  ftrike  it  finooth  agwi*  ihm  thy  Soul  feU 
To  *ve  Peace  in  Love  with  any :  Thou  art  all, 
That  all  good  Men  muft  hate ;  and  if  thy  Story  * 
Shall  tell  fucceecftqg  Age?  what  t^ou  wert* 
O,  let  it  fpare  me  in  it,  left  true  Lovers, 
In  Pity  of  my  Wrong,  bum  thy  black  Legend, 
And  with  their  Curies,  Ihake  thy  fkeping  Alhes  f 

(40)  ■  pw  Spaconia  tims 

To  tell  thee  thou  art  falf*;  and  then  no  more  1 J  Should  not 
Spaconia  then  haye  held  fcer  Tongue?  Yes,  Bat  does  five  &  ?  The 
next  Lines  (hew  its,  fte  doe*  not.  To  care  this  Place,  therefore,  I 
tJ^iplc.,  we  ought  to  read. 

To  tell  thee,  thou  art  falfe  *  and  tcU  thee  more  ;     Mr.  Sjmtfo*. 
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figr.  Oh!  oh! 

(41)  Spa.  The  Deftinies,  I  hope,  have  pointed  ottt 
Our  Ends  alike,  that  thou  may'ft  die  for  Love, 
Though  not  for  me ;  for,  this  affure  thyfelf, 
The  Princefs  hates  thee  deadly,  and  will  lboner 
Be  won  to  many  with  a  Bull,  and  fafer, 
Than  fuch  a  Beaft  as  thou  art.  — - 1  have  ftruck, 
I  fear,  too  deep ;  belhrew  me  for  it !  Sir, 
This  Sorrow  works  me,  like  a  cunning  Fricndfhip, 
Into  the  feme  Piece  with  it ;  he's  afham'd, 
Alas,  I  have  been  too  rugged :  Dear  my  Lord, 
1  am  ferry,  I  have  fpoken  any  thing, 
Indeed,  I  am,  that  may  add  more  Reftraint 
To  that  too  much  you  have :  Good  Sir,  be  pleas'd 
To  think  it  was  a  Fault  of  Love,  not  Malice  * 
And  do,  as  I  will  do,  forgive  it,  Prince.. 
I  do,  and  can  forgive  the  greateft  Sins 
To  me  you  can  repent  of;  pray,  believe. 

tfgr.  O  my  Spaconia!  O  thou  virtuous  Woman  I 

Spa.  No  more-,  the  King,  Sir  ■    ( 

Enter  Arbaces,  Bacurius,  WMardonius. 

Arb.  Have  you  been  carefull  of  our  noble  Prifoner, 
That^hfe  want  nothkig  fitting  for  his  Greatnefe  ? 

Bac.  I  hope,  hfe  Gfacfe  wiU  quit  mfe  for  my  Care,  Sir. 

Arb.  "Tiswdl.     Royal  Tigranes,  Health ! 

Tigr.  More  than  the  Stri&nefs  of  this  Place  can  give,  Sir, 
I  offer  back  again  to  great  Arbaces. 

Arb.  We  thank  you,  worthy  Prince ;  and,  pray,  excufe  us, 
We  have  not  feerf  you  fihce  your  being  here ; 
I  hope,  your  noble  Wage  has  been  equal 
With  your  own  Perfon :  Your  Imprifonment, 
If  it  be  any,  I  dare  lay,  is  eafy ; 
And  fhall  not  laft  two  Days. 

(4.1)  The  Deftinies  1  I  hope,  have  pointed  out 

Our  Ends,  that  thou  mafft  die  for  Love, 

Though  not  for  me  ;  ]  The  Second  Verfe  is  manifeftly  defective 
in  a  whole  Foot.  The  Quarto's  in  1619,  163 1,  and  1676,  all  have 
farniih'd  me  with  the  Word  which  I  have  fubftituted  into  the  Text, 
and  which  makes  oat  the  Verification. 

Tiff. 
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*tigr.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 
My  Ufage  here  has  been  the  fame  it  was, 
Worthy  a  Royal  Conqueror.     For  my  Reftraint, 
It  came  unkindly,  becaufe  much  unlook'd-for  5 
But  I  muft  hear  it. 

Arb.  What  Lady's  that,  Bacurius  ?  g 

Bac.  One  of  the  Princefs'  Women,  Sir. 

Arb.  I  fear'd  it ; 
Why  comes  fhe  hither  ? 

Bac.  To  fpeak  with  Prince  Sf/jr anet* 

Arb.  From  whom,  Bacurius  ? 

Bac.  From  the  Princefs,  Sir. 

Arb.  I  knew,  I  had  fcen  her. 

Mar.  His  Fit  begins  to  take  him  now  again, 
'Tis  a  ftrange  Fever,  and  'twill  fhake  us  all 
Anon,  I  fear ;  I  would,  he  were  well  cur'd  of 
This  raging  Folly !  Give  me  the  Wars,  where  Men 
Are  mad,  and  may  talk  what  they  lift,  and  held 
The  braveft  Fellows ;  this  pelting  pratigg  Peace    • 
Is  good  for  nothing:  Drinking' s  a  Virtue  to't. 

Arb.  I  fee,  there's  Truth  in  no  Man,  nor  Obedience, 
But  for  his  own  Ends :  Why  did  you  let  her  in  ? 

Bac.  'Twas  your  Command  to  bar  none  from  him ; 
befides, 
The  Princefs  fent  her  Ring,  Sir,  for  my  Warrant* 

Arb.  A  Token  to  Tigranes,  did  (he  not  ? 
Sir,  tell  the  Truth.     Bac.  I  do  not  ufe  to  lie,  Sir, 
'Tis  no  Way  I  eat,  or  live  by,  and,  I  think, 
This  is  no  Token,  Sir. 

Mar.  This  Combat  has  undone  him :  If  he  had  been 
well  beaten,  he  had  been  temperate ;  I  fhall  never  fee 
him  handfome  again,  'till  he  have  a  Horfe-man's  ftaff 
yok'd  thorough  his  Shoulders,  or  an  Arm  broken  with  a 
Bullet. 

Arb.  I  am  trifled  with.     Bac.  Sir? 

Arb.  I  know  \t>  as  I  know  thee  to  be  falfe. 

Mar.  Now  the  Clap  comes. 

Bac.  You  never  knew  me  fo,  Sir,  I  dare  lpeak  it ; 
And,  durft  a  worfe  Man  tell  me,  though  my  better  — 
s    Mar.  'Tis  well  faid,  by  my  Soul. 

Vol.  I.  R  M. 
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Arb.  Sirrah,  you  anfwer,  as  you  had  no  life. 
Bac.  That  I  fear,  Sir,  to  lofe  nobly. 

Arb.  I  fay,  Sir,  once  again. 

Bac.  You  may  fay  what  you  ple^fe,  Sir, 
'Would,  I  might  do  fo ! 

Arb.  I  will,  Sjjf,  and  fay  openly,  this  Woman  carries 
Letters;  by  my  Life,  I  know,  me  carries  Letters,  this  Wo- 
man does  it. 

Mar .  '  Would,  Bejfus  were  here  to  take  her  afide  and 
fearch  her !  he  would  quickly  tell  you  what  (he  carried, 
Sir. 

Arb.  I  have  found  it  out,  this  Woman  carries  Letters. 

Mar.  If  this  hold,  'twill  be  an  ill  World  for  Bawds, 
Chamber-maids,  andPoft-boys.  I  thank  Heav'n,  1  have 
none  but  his  Letters-Patents,  Things  of  his  own  inditing. 

Arb.  Prince,  this  Cunning  cannot  do't. 

Tigr.  Do  what,  Sir  ?  I  reach  you  not. 

Arb.  It  Jhall  not  ferve  your  Turn,  Prince. 

"Tigr.  Serve  my  Turn,  Sir  ?    • 

Arb.  Ay,  Sir,  it  lhall  not  ferve  your  Turn.     . 

Tigr.  Be  plainer,  good  Sir. 

Arb.  This  Woman  fhall  carry  no  more  Letters  back  to 
your  Love  Pantbea  ->  by  Heav'n,  fhe  fhall  not ;  I  fay,  fhe 
fhall  not. 

.Mar.  This  would  make  a  Saint*  fwear  like  a  Soldier; 
(42)  and  a  Soldier,  like  Termagant, 

Tigr.  This  beats  me  more,  King,  than  the  Blows  you 
gave  me. 

Arb.  Take  'em  away  Both,  and  together  let  them 
Prifoners  be,  ftridtiy  and  clofely  kept,  or  Sirrah,  your 
Life  fhall  anfwer  it ; .  and  let  no  body  fpeak  with  'em  here- 
after. 

Tigr.  Well,  I  am  fubjedl  to  you, 
And  muft  indure  thefe  Paflions : 

(42)  and  a  Soldier  like  Termagant.]  Thefe  Words  I  have  retricvM 
from  the  eldeft  Quarto  in  1619.  Termagant  was  an  old  fwearing, 
fwaggering  Chara&er,  well  known  for  tome  Centuries  paft.  It  is 
mencion'd  by  Shakespeare  in  his  Hamlet ;  by  Spenser  in  hh 
Fairy  Queen-,  by  CHAucER.in.hii  Tate  of  Sir  Tbopas,  and  m  feveral 
old  Plays. 
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(43)  Spa.  This  is  th*  Imprifonment  I've  look'd  for 
And  the  dear  Place  I  would  choofe.  [always ; 

[Exeunt  Tigr.  Spa.  Bac. 

Mar.  Sir,  you  have  done  well  now. 

Arb.  Dare  you  reprove  it  ?        Mar.  No. 

Arb.  You  muft  be  eroding  me. 

Mar.  I  have  no  Letters,  Sir,  to  anger  you, 
But  a  dry  Sonnet  of  my  Corporal's 
To  an  old  Sutder's  Wife,  and  that  I'll  burn,  Sir  \ 
*Tis  like  to  prove  a  fine  Age  for  the  Ignorant. 

Arb.  How  dareft  thou  fo  oft  forfeit  thy  Life  ? 
Thou  know'ft,  'tis  in  my  Power  to  take  it. 

Mar.  Yes,  and  I  know  you  wo'  not,  or  if  you  do, 
you'll  mifs  it  quickly. 

Arb.  Why? 

Mar.  Who  fhall  tell  you  of  thefe  childifli  Follies, 
When  I  am  dead  ?  Who  fhall  put  to  his  Power 
To  4raw  thofe  Virtues  out  of  a  Flood  of  Humours, 
When  they  are  drown'd,  and  make  'em  fhine  again  ? 
No,  cut  my  Head  off: 

Then  you  may  talk,  and  be  believed,  and  grow  worfe, 
(44)  And  have  your  too  felf-glorious  Temper  rock'd 
Into  a  deep  Sleep,  and  the  Kingdom  with  you  5 
Till  foreign-  Swords  be  in  your  Throats,  and  Slaughter 
Be  every  where  about  you  like  your  Flatterers, 
Do,  kill  me. 

(43)  This  is  th*  Imprifonment  P<ve  looked  for  always.!  But,  furely, 
Tigranes  had  no  Reafon  to  look  for,  or  fufpeft,  any  fuch  Treatment. 
The  eMeft  Quarto  in  1619,  and  that  of  1676,  place  this  Verfe  and 
the  fubfequent  one  to  the  Beginning  of  Spaconia's  Speech.;  and  they 
certainly  belong  to  her.  She  bleffes  her  Fate,  that  me  is  to  be  with 
her  Tigranes,  .tho*  in  a  Prifon.  I  own,  tho*  I  would  not  venture  to 
depart  fo  far  from  the  Text,  I  could  wiih  we  might  fuppofe,  the 
Authors  had  wrote ; 

This  is  th*  Imprifonment  V*ve  long'd  for  always. 
For  fhe  had  no  more  Reafon  to  look  for  it,  than  Tigranes  had. 

(44)  And  have  your  too  felf-glorious  Temper  rot 

Into  a  deep  Sleep."]  Befides  the  Impropriety  of  rotting  into 
Sleep,  the  Expreffion  is  too  coarfe  for  the  Character  -  of  Mar  don  i us  ; 
who,  tho*  bold  and  honeft,  is  not  abufive.  I  hope,  I  have  reflor'd 
the  original  Word.  Mr.  Seward. 

This  Emendation  is  finely  imaginM ;  and  it  fumciently  confirmed 
by  the  three  Verfes  that  follow. 
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Arb.  Prithee,  be  tamer,  good  Mardonius^ 
Thou  know'ft,  I  love  thee ;  nay,  I  honour  thee; 
Believe  it,  good  old  Soldier,  I  am  thine  ; 
But  I  am  rack'd  clean  from  myfelf,  bear  with  me, 
Woo't  thou  bear  with  me,  my  Mardonius  ? 

Enter  Gobrias. 

Mar.  There  comes  a  good  Man,  love  him  too,  he's 
temperate, 
You  may  live  to  have  Need  of  fuch  a  Virtue,- 
Rage  is  not  (till  in  Fafhion. 

Arb   Welcome,  good  Gobrias. 

Gob.  My  Service  and  this  Letter  to  your  Grace. 

Arb.  From  whom? 

Gob.  From  the  rich  Mine  of  Virtue  and  all  Beauty, 
Your  mournful  Sifter. 

Arb.  She  is  in  Prifon,   Gobrias^  is  fhe  not  ? 

Gob.  She  is,  Sir,  till  your  Pleafure  do  enlarge  her, 
Which  on  my  Knees  I  beg.     Oh,  'tis  not  fit, 
That  all  the  Sweetnefs  of  the  World  in  one, 
The  Youth  and  Virtue  that  would  tame  wild  Tygere, 
And  wilder  People,  that  have  known  no  Manners, 
Should  live  thus  cloifter'd  up ;  for  your  Love's  fake, 
If  there  be  any  in  that  noble  Heart,     ' 
To  her  a  wretched  Lady,  and  forlorn ; 
Or  for  her  Love  to  you,  which  is  as  much 
As  Nature  and  Obedience  ever  gave, 
Have  Pity  on  her  Beauties. 

Arb.  Pray  thee,  ftand  up ;  *Tis  true,  flie  is  too  fair, 
And  all  thefe  Commendations  but  her  own; 
' Would,  thou  hadft  never  fo  commended  her, 
Or  I  ne'er  liv'd  to  have  heard  it,  Gobrias ! 
If  thou  but  knew'ft  the  Wrong  her  Beauty  does  her, 
Thou  wouldft  in  Pity  of  her  be  a  Lyar ; 
Thy  Ignorance  has  drawn  me,  wretched  Man, 
Whither  myfelf,  nor  thou,  can'ft  well  tell :  O  my  Fate! 
I  think,  (h*  loves  me,  but,  Ifear,  another 
Is  deeper  in  her  Heart :  How  think'ft  thou,  Gobrias? 

Gob.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace,  believe  it  not \ 
For,  let  me  perifh,  if  it  be  not  falfe !  Good  Sir,  read 
her  Letter.    -  Mar. 
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Mar.  This  Love,  or  what  a  Devil  it  fe,  I  know  not, 
begets  more  Mifchief  than  a  Wake.  I  had  rather  be  well 
beaten,  ftarv'd,  or  loufy,  than  live  within  the  Air  on't. 
He,  that  had  feen  this  brave  Fellow  charge  through  a 
Grove  of  Pikes  but  t'other  Day,  and  look  upon  him  now, 
will. ne'er  believe  his  Eyes  again:  If  he  continue  thus 
but  two  Days  more,  a  Tailor  may  beat  him  with  one 
Hand  tied  behind  him. 

'  Arb.  Alas,,  fhe  fain  would  be  at  Liberty. 
And  there  be  a  thoufand  Reafons,  Gobrias, 
Thoufands  that  will  deny 't : 
Which,  if  (he  knew,  fhe  would  contentedly  " 
Be  where  (he  is,  and  blefs  her  Virtues  for  it, 
And  me,  though  (he  were  clofer ;  (he  would,  Gobrias, 
Good  Man,  indeed,  (he  would. 

Gob.  Then,  good  Sir,  for  her  Satisfaction, 
Send  for  her,  and  with  Reafon  make  her  know 
Why  (he  muft  live  thus  from  you. 

Atb.  I  will ;  go  bring  her  to  me.  {Exeunt.  m 

Enter  Befius,  two  Sword-men,  and  a  Bey. 

Bef.  You're  very  welcome  Both ;  fome  Stools  there, 
And  reach  a  Table ;  Gentlemen  o'  th'  Sword,  [Boy, 

Pray  fit  without  more  Complement ;  be  gone,'  Child. 
I  have  been  curious  in  the  (earching  of  you, 
Becaufe  I  underftand  you  wife  and  valiant. 

1  Sw.  We  underftand  ourfelves,  Sir. 

Bef.  Nay,  Gentlemen,  and  my  dear  Friends  o'th'  Sword, 
No  Complement,  I  pray ;  but  to  the  Caufe 
I  hang  upon,  which  in  few,  is  my  Honour. 

2  Sw.  You  cannot  hang  too  much,  Sir,  for  your  Honour ; 
But  to  your  Caufe 

Bef.  Be  wife,  and  fpeak  the  Truth ;  my  firft  Doubt  is,  „ 
My  Beating  by  my  Prince. 

1  Sw.  Stay  there  a  little,  Sir ;  do  you  doubt  a  Beating? 
Or  have  you  had  a  Beating  by  your  Prince  ? 

Bef.  Gentlemen  o'th'  Sword,  my  Prince  has  beaten  me. 

2  Sw.  Brother,  what  think  you  of  this  Cafe  ? 

1  'Sw.  If  he  has  beaten  him,  the  Cafe  is  clear. 

2  Sw.  If  he  have  beaten  him,  I  grant  the  Cafe ;     . 

R  3  But 


*    * 


>M 


246        A  King*  and  No  King. 

But  how  ?  We  cannot  be  too  fubtle  in  this  Bufinefe, 
I  fay,  but  how  ? 

Bef  Even  with  his  Royal  Hand. 

1  Sw.  Was  it  a  Blow  of  Love,  or  Indignation  ? 

Bef.  'Twas  Twenty  Blows  of  Indignation,  Gentlemen  j 
Befides  two  Blows  o'th*  Face. 

(45)  2  $w-  Thofe  Blows  o'th*  Face  have  made  a  new 
Caufe  on't, 
The  reft  were  but  an  Honourable  Rudenefs. 

1  Sw.  Two  Blows  o'th*  Face,  and  given  by  a  worfc 
Man,  I  muft  confefs,  as  the  Sword-men  fay,  had  turn'd 
the  Bufinefs :  Mark  me,  Brother,  by  a  worfe  Man :  But 
being  by  his  Prince,  had  they  been  Ten,  and  thofe  Ten 
drawn  Ten  Teeth,  befides  the  Hazard  of  his  Nofe  for 
ever-,  all  this  had  been  but  Favours:  This,  is  my  flat 
Opinion,  wtoch  Til  die  in. 

2  Sw.  The  King  may  do  much,  Captain,  believe  it ; 
for  had  he  crack'd  your  Skull  through,  like  a  Bottle,  or 
broke  a  Rib  or  two  with  toffing  of  you,  yet  you  had  loft 
no  Honour:  This  is  ftrange,  you  may  imagine,  but  this 
is  Truth  now,  Captain. 

Bef.  I  will  be  glad  to  embrace  it,  Gendemen  5 
But  how  far  may  he  ftrike  me  ? 

1  Sw.  There  is  another :  A  new  Caufe  rifing  from  the 
Time  and  Diftance,  in  which  I  will  deliver  my  Opinion : 
He  may  ftrike,  beat,  or  caufe  to  be  beaten :  For  thefe 
are  natural  to  Man :  Your  Prince,  I  fay,  may  beat  you, 
fb  far  forth  as  his  Dominion  reacheth,  that's  for  the  Di- 
ftance ;  the  Tim$  ten  Miles  a-Day,  I  take  it. 

2  Sw.  Brother,  you  err,  'tis  fifteen  Miles  a-Day ; . 
His  Stage  is  ten,  his  Beatings  are  fifteen. 

,  Bef  'Tis  of  the  longeft,  but  we  Subjefts  muft— — 
1  Sw.  Be  fubjeft  to  it ;  you  are  Wife  and  Virtuous. 
Bef  Obedience  ever  makes  that  noble  Ufe  pn't, 

To  which  I  dedicate  my  beaten  Body ; 

(^5)  Thofe  Blows  oyth%  Face  have  made  a  netv  Caufe  on%tf 

The  reft  were  but  an  horrible  Rudenefs.']  The  laft,  I  am  fure, 
is  an  horrible  rotigh,  as  well  as  defe£live,  Verfe.  The  Quarto's  of 
1619,  and  1676  have  (he  Epithet,  which  I  have  reflored  in  the 
Text,  . 
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I  muft  trouble  you  a  little  further,  Gentlemen  o'th'  Sword. 

2  Sw.  No  Trouble  at  all  to  us,  Sir,  if  we  may 
Profit  your  Underftanding,  wc  are  bound 
By  virtue  of  our  Calling  to  utter  our  Opinions, 
Shortly,  and  difcreetly. 

Bef.  My  foreft  Bufinefs  is,  I  have  been  kick'd. 

2  Sw.  How  far,  Sir  ? 

(46)  Bef  Not  to  flatter  myfelf  in  it,  all  over;  my 
Sword  loft,  but  not  fore'd ;  for  difcreetly  I  rendred  it,  to 
fave  that  Imputation. 

1  Sw.  It  fhew'd  Difcretion,  the  bell  Part  of  Valour. 

2  Sw.  Brother,  this  is  a  pretty  Caufe  ;  pray,  ponder 
Our  Friend  here  has  been  kick'd.  [oh't ; 

1  Sw.  He  has  fo,  Brother. 

2  Sw.  Sorely,  he  lays :  Now,  had  he  let  down  here 
Upon  the  meer  Kick,  *t  had  been  cowardly. 

1  £10.  I  think,  it  had  been  cowardly  indeed. 

2  Sw.  But  our  Friend  has  rcdeem'd  it,  in  delivering 
His  Sword  without  Compulfion ;  and  that  Man, 
That  took  it  of  him,  I  pronounce  a  weak  one, 

And  his  Kicks  Nullities. 

He  fhould  have  kick'd  him  after  the  delivering, 

Which  is  the  Confirmation  of  a  Coward. 

1  Sw.  Brother,  I  take  it,  you  miftake  the  Qucftion; 
For,  fay,  that  I  were  kick'd. 

2  Sw.  I  muft  not  fay  fo  ; 

•  * 

(46)  Not  to  flatter  my  ft If in  it,  all  aver;  my  Sword  fore'd,  but  not 
loft ;]  This  is  as  abfurd  and  ridiculous  a  Tranfpoiition  (made  thro* 
the  Error  of  the  Copyifts,  or  at  Prefs)  as  we  (hall  meet  with  in  hafte. 
Tho*  Beffus  was  by  Nature  and  Habit  a  Lyar,  yet  here  he  meant  to 
reprefenc  the  State  of  his  Cafe  ferioufly  to  the  Sword-men,  to  have 
their  Opinion  upon  it.  We  find  in  a  preceding  Scene,  that,  upon 
Bacurius  di (covering  him  to  be  a  notorious  Poltron,  he  orders  him  to 
unbuckle  and  deliver  up  his  Sword.  Bejfus  obeys,  and  does  it  with 
a  Gafcqnade ;  faying,  it  is  a  pretty  Hilt,  and  if  bis  Lordjbip  takes 
an  Affe&ion  to  it,  with  all  bis  Heart  he'll  prefent  it  to  him  for  a 
New-years-gift.  How  then  was  his  Sword  forced  from  him  ?  1\  was 
not-;  for  he  immediately  fubjoins  here  to  the  Sword-men ;  for  I  dif- 
creetly render'd  //  to  fave  that  Imputation.  All  the  Editions  concur 
in  the  Blunder;  and,  I  imagine,  the  moll  accurate  Readers  may  have 
flip'd  over  this  Abfurdity.  Let  the  two  Words  forced  and  loft  change 
Places,  and  then  all  is  clear,  and  the  Faft  truly  dated. 
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Nor  I  muft  not  hear  it  fpoke  by  Tongue  of  Man. 
You  kick'd,  dear  Brother !  Youfre  merry. 

1  Sw.  But  put  the  Cafe>  I  were  kick'd;— 7— 

2  Sw.  Let  them  put  it,  that  are  Things  wfeary  of  their 
Lives,  and  know  not  Honour ;  put  the  Cafe,  you  were 
kick'd? 

1  Sw.  I  do  not  fay,  I  was  kicked. 

2  Sw.  Nor  no  filly  Creature  that  wears  his  Head  with- 
out a  Cafe,  his  Soul  in  a  Skin-coat :  You  kick'd,  dear 
Brother? 

Bef  Nay,  Gentlemen,  let  us  do  what  we  (hall  do, 
Truly  aAd  honeftly ;  good  Sirs,  to  the  Queftion. 

1  Sw.  Why,  then  I  fay,  fuppofe  your  Boy  kick'd, 
Captain  ? 

2  Sw.  The  Boy  may  be  fuppos'd,  he's  liable. 
But  kick  my  Brother  ? 

1  Sw.  A  foolilh  forward  Zeal,  Sir,  in  my  Friend ; 
But  to  the  Boy,— — .  Suppofe,  the  Boy  were  kick'd. 

Bef  I  do  fuppofe  it. 

1  Sw.\ Has  your  Boy  a  Sword? 

Bef.  Surely,  no  j  I  pray,  fuppofe  a  Sword  too. 

1  Sw.  I  do  fuppofe  it ;  you  grant,  your  Boy  was 
kick'd  then. 

s  Sw.  By  no  means,  Captain,  let  it  be  fuppofed  Hill ; 
the  Word  Grant  makes  not  for  us. 

(47)  1  Sw.  I  fay  this  muft  be  granted. 

2  Sw. 

(47)  I  Sw.   /  fay,  this  muft  be  granted. 
2  Sw.    This  mult  be  granted,  Brother  t 

1  Sw.-  Ayt  this  muft  be  granted. 

2  Sw.  Still  this  muft,  &c  ]  The  Poets  here  are  flirting  (I  was 
$lmoft  going  to  fay,  invidioufly)  at  a  Paffage  in  Shakespeare's 
Qoriolanus. 

~ ■ —  //  is  a  Mind 

That  (hall  remain  a  Pot  fan  where  it  is, 

Not  poifon  any  further. 
Cor.   Shall  remain? 

Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  Minnows  ?  Mark  you 

His  abfolute  (hall? 
Com.  'Twas from  the  Canon. 
.      for.    Shall !  ' 

.  Have  you  thus 

pkf/t  Hydra  here  tochoofe  an  Officer ,    - 
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2  Sw:  This  muft  be  granted,  Brother  ? 
1 .  Sw.  Ay,  this  muft  be  granted, 
2  Sw.  Still,  this  muft  ? 

1  Sw.  I  lay,  this  muft  be  granted.  [palter, 

2  Stv.  Ay,  give  me  the  muft  again?  (48)  Brother,  you 

1  Sw.  I  will  not  hear  you,  Waip. 

2  Sw.  Brother,  I  fay,  you  palter;  the  Muft  three  times 
together  ?  I  wear  as  fharp  Steel  as  another  Man,  and  my 
Fox  bites  as  deep;  mufted,  my  dear  Brother? 

But  to  the  Caufe  again  r 

Bef  Nay,  look  you,  Gentlemen. 

2  Sw.  In  a  Word,  I  ha*  done. 

1  Sw.  A  tall  M^n,  but  intemperate,  'tis  great  Pity  5 
Once  more  liippofe  the  Boy  kick'd.     2  Sw.  Forward. 

1  Sw.  And,  being  thoroughly  kick'd,  laughs  at  the 
Kicker. 

2  Sw.  So  much  for  us ;  proceed. 

1  Sw.  And  in  this  beaten  Scorn,  as  I  may  call  it, 
Delivers  up  his  Weapon ;  where  lies  the  Error  ? 

Bef  It  lies  iW  Beating,  Sir,  I  found  it  four  Days  fince. 

2  Sw.  The  Error,  and  a  fore  one,  as  I  take  it, 
Lies  in  the  Thing  kicking. 

Bef  I  underftand  that  well,  'tis  fo,  indeed,  Sir. 

1  Sw.  That  is  according  to  the  Man  that  did  it. 

2  Sw.  There  fprings  a  new  Branch,  whofe  was  the 
Foot  ? 

Bef.  A  Lord's.  ,  • 

Tba t  <witb  bis  peremptory  fhall  — 

_ ■  fbey  choofe  their  Magi  ft  rate  / 

And  fuch  a  one  as  be,  *wbo  'puts  bis  (hall, 

His  popular  fhall,  &c .  . 

(48)  2  Sw.  ■    — Brother \  you  palter] 

i  Sw.  /  will  not  bear  you,  Wafp.]  Here  again  is  a  Sneer  upon 
that  celebrated  quarrelling  Scene  betwixt  Brutus  and  CaJJius,  in 
Shakespeare's  Julius  C&far. 

-  Muft  I  budge  ? 

Muft  I  obfern/e  you  f  Muft  I  ftand  and  crouch 

Under  your  tefty  Humour  ?  By  the  Gods, 

Youjhall  digeft  the  Venom  of  your  Spleen, 

no*  it  do  Jplit  you.     For,  from  this  Day  forth,. 

Vll  ufe  you  for  my  Mirtb%  yea,  for  my  Laughter, 

When  you  are  wafpifh. 

X  Sw. 
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i  Sw.  The  Caufe  is  mighty,  but  had  it  been  two  Lords, 
And  Both  had  kick'd  you,  if  you  laugiVd,  'tis  dear. 

Bef.  I  did  laugh, 
But  how  will  that  help  me,  Gentlemen  ? 

2  Sw.  Yes,  it  fhaU  help  you,  if  you  laugh'd  aloud. 

Bef.  As  loud  as  a  kick'd  Man  could  laugh,  I  laugh'd, 

Sir. 

i  Sw.  My  Reafon  now ;  the  valiant  Man  is  known 
By  fufFering  and  contemning  it ;  you  have 
Enough  of  both,  and  .you  are  valiant. 

2  Sw.  If  he  be  fure,  he  has  been  kick'd  enough : 
For  that  brave  Sufferance  you  fpeak  of,  Brother, 
Confifts  not  in  a  Beating  and  away, 
But  in  a  cudgell'd  Body,  from  eighteen 
To  eight  and  thirty ;  (49)  in  a  Head  rebuked 
With  Pots  of  all  fize,  Daggers,  Stools,  and  Bed-ftaves; 
This  fhows  a  valiant  Man. 

(49)  —  — — — .  in  a  Head  rebuked 

With  Pots  of  all  Size,  degrees  ;  Stools  and  Bed-ftaves ; 
This  Jhfws  a  valiant  Man.]  What  an  inharmonious  line  is 
this  Second  here  ?  Betides,  where  is  the  mighty  Difference  betwixt 
Six*  and  Degrees  ?  What  then  if  we  (hould  read  Daggers  ?  There  is 
a  pleafant  Paflage  in  Plautus's  Perfian  about  Parautes,  whom  he 
ftyles  bard  headed  Fellows,  becaufe  they  had  frequently  Things 
thrown  at  their  Pate* . 

His  Cognomentum  trat  duris  Capitonibus. 
Cafaubon  has  this  Note  upon  the  Place.    Olim  inter  alia  Inftmmenta 
perditi  Lux  us,  et  Matul<e  in   Triclinia  inferri  folita  ;   cuas  fief** 
ubi  incaluijfenty  in  Capita  fibi  invicem   illiferunt.    Hinc  di£H  prof- 
terea  Parafiti,  duri  Capitones.  Mr.  Sysnp/on. 

My  Friend  has  delivered  his  Conjecture,  about  fubftituting  Daggers, 
with  Diftruft  and  Difapprobation.  But,  I  believe,  I  (hall  foon  over- 
come his  Modefty  ;  and  demonftrate  the  Emendation  to  be  moft  cer- 
tain, Jn  the  firft  Place,  the  Word  has  the  Sanction  of  the  oldeft 
Quarto  in  1619.  Then,  again,  afterwards,  where  Mardonius  is  cha- 
racterizing Bejfus  to  Lygones,  he  fays, 

—  He  has  had,  Jince  he  was  firft  a  Slave  f 
At  leaft  three  Hundred  Daggers  fet  in  s  Head, 
As  little  Boys  do  Knives  in  hot  Meat  1 
So,  in  Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a  Wife  ; 

From  thence  toth*  Dicing-Houfe,  there  I  found  Quarrels, 
<      Needlefs  and  fenfelefs.  Swords,  Pots,  Candlefticks, 
Tables,  and  Stools,  and  all  in  one  Confufion, 
And  no  Man  knew  bis  Friend. 
The  Word,  Swords,  here,  is  plainly  equivalent  to  Daggers* 


/ 
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Bef  Then  I  am  valiant,  as  valiant  as  the  proudeft, 
For  thefe  are  all  faniiliar  Things  to  me ; 
Familiar  as  my  Sleep,  or  Want  of  Money ; 
All  my  whole  Body's  but  one  Bruife  with  Beating, 
I  think  I  have  been  Cudgell'd  with  all  Nations, 
And  almoft  all  Religions. 

2  Sw.  Embrace  him,  Brother,  this  Man  is  valiant, 
I  know  it  by  myfelf,  he's  valiant. 

1  Sw.  Captain,  thou  art  a  valiant  Gentleman, 
To  abide  upon't,  a  very  valiant  Man. 

Bef  My  equal  Friends  o*  th*  Sword,  I  muft  requeft 
Your  Hands  to  this,     2  Sw.  'Tis  fit  it  fhould  be. 

Bef.  Boy, 
Get  me  fome  Wine,  and  Pen  and  Ink  within : 
Am  I  clear,  Gentlemen  ? 

1  Sw.  Sir,  when  the  World  has  taken  Notice  what 
we  have  done, 

Make  much  of  your  Body,  for  PH  pawn  my  Steel, 
Men  will  be  coyer  of  their  Legs  hereafter. 

Bef.  I  muft  requeft  you  go  along  and  teftify  to  the 
Lord  BacuriuSy  whofe  Foot  has  (truck  me,  how  you  find 
my  Caufe. 

2  Sw.  We  will,  and  tell  that  Lord,  he  muft  be  ruPd; 
Oi;  there  are  thofe,  abroad,  will  rule  his  Lordfhip. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Arbaces,  at  one  Door ;  and  Gobrias,  and  Panthea 

at  another. 

Gob.  Sir,  here's  the  Princefi. 

Arb.  Leave  us  then  alone, 
For  the  main  Caufe  of  her  Imprifonment 
Muft  not  be  heard  by  any,  but  herfelf.         [Exit  Gob. 
You're  welcome,  Sifter ;  and  I  -would  to  Heav'n, 
I  could  fo  bid  you  by  another  Name  : 
If  You  above  love  not  fuch  Sins  as  thefe, 
Circle  my  Heart  with  Thoughts  as  cold  as  Snow, 
To  quench  thefe  rifing  Flames  that  harbour  here/ 

Pan.  Sir,  does  it  pleafe  you,  I  fhould  fpeak  ? 

Arb.  Pleafe  me  ? 

Ay,  more  than  all  the  Art. of  Mufick  can ; 

Thy 
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Thy  Speech  doth  pleafe  me,  for  it  ever  founds, 
As  thou  brought' ft  joyful  unexpected  News ; 
And  yet  it  is  not  fit  thou  fhouldft  be  heard. 
I  pray  thee,  think  fo.      Pan.  Be  it  fo,  I  will. 
I  am  the  firft,  that  ever  had  a  Wrong 
So  far  from  being  fit  to  have  Redrefs, 
That;  'twas  unfit  to  hear  it :  I  will  back 
To  Prifon,  rather  than  difquiet  you, 
And  wait  till  it  be  fit.     Arb.  No,  do  not  go  ; 
For  I  will  hear  thee  with  a  ferious  Thought : 
I  have  collefted  aH  that's  Man  about  me 
Together  ftrongly,  and  I  am  refolv'd 
To  hear  thee  largely ;  but  I  do  befeech  thee, 
Do  not  come  nearer  to  me,  for  there  is 
Something  in  that,  that  will  undo  us  Both. 

Pan.  Alas,  Sir,  am  I  Venom  ? 

Arb.  Yes,  tome-, 
Though*  of  thyfeif,  I  think  thee  to  be  in 
As  equal  a  Degree  of  Heat  or  Cold, 
As  Nature  can  make :  Yet  as  unfound  Men 
Convert  the  fweeteft  and  the  nourifhing'ft  Meats 
Into  Difeafes ;  fo  fhall  I,  diftemper'd, 
Do  thee ;  I  pray  thee,  draw  no  nearer  to  me. 

Pan.  Sir,  this  is  that  I  would :  I  am  of  late 
Shut  from  the  World,  and  why  it  fhould  be  thus, 
Is  all  I  wilh  to  know.      Arb.  Why,  credit  me, 
Panthea,  credit  me  that  am  thy  Brother, 
Thy  loving  Brother,  that  there  is  a  Caufe 
Sufficient,  yet  unfit  for  thee  to  know, 
That  might  undo  thee  everlaftingly, 
Only  to  hear  ;  wilt  thou  but  credit  this  ? 
By  Heav*n,  'tis  true;  believe  it,  if  thotrcan'ft. 

Pan.  Children  and  Fools  are  ever  credulous, 
And  I  am  Both,  I  think,  for  I  believe; 
If  you  diflemble,  be  it  on  your  Head ; 
I'll  back  unto  my  Prifon :  Yet,  methinks, 
I  might  be  kept  in  fbme  Place  where  you  are ; 
For  in  myfelf,  I  find  I  know  not  what 
To  call  it,  but  it  is  a  great  Defire 
To  fee  you  often. 
*     -  '  Arh 


ptr^- 
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Arb.  Fie,  you  come  in  a  Step,  what  do  you  mean? 
Dear  Sifter,  do  not  fo :  Alas,  panthea. 
Where  I  am,  would  you  be  ?  Why,  that's  the  Caufe 
You  are*imprifon'd,  that  you  may  not  be 
Where  I  am. 

Pan.  -Then  I  muft  endure  it,  Sir  •,  Heav'n  keep  you ! 

Arb.,  Nay,  .you  ihall  hear  the  Caufe  in  fhort,  Pantbea ; 
And,  when  thou  hear 'ft  it,  thou  wilt  blufti  for  me  j 
And  hang  thy  Head  down  like  a  Violet 
Full  of  the  morning  Dew :  There  is  a  Way  / 

To  gain  thy  Freedom,  but  'tis  filch  a  one 
As  puts  thee  in  worfe  Bondage,  and,  I  know, 
Thou  wouldft  encounter  Fire*  and  make  a  Proof 
Whether  the  Gods  have  Care  of  Innocence, 
Rather  than  follow  it :  Know,  that  I've  loft, 
The  only  Difference  betwixt  Man  and  Beaft, 
My  Reafon.        Pan.  Heav'n  forbid ! 

Arb.  Nay,  it  is  gone  •, 
And  I  am  left  as  far  without  a  Bound, 
As  the  wild  Ocean,  that  obeys  the  Winds  ;       v 
Each  fudden  Paffion  throws  me  where  it  lifts, 
And  overwhelms  All  that  oppofe  my  Will : 
I  have  beheld  thee  with  a  luftfal  Eye  : 
My  Heart  is  let  on  Wickednefs  to  aft 
Such  Sins  with  thep,  as  I  have  been  afraid 
To  think  of;  if  thou  dar'ft  confent  to  this, 
Which,  I  befeech  thee,  do  not,  thou  may'ft  gain 
Thy  Liberty,  and  yield  me  a  Content  •, 
If  not,  thy  Dwelling  muft'  be  dark  and  clofe, 
Where  I  may  never  fee  thee  5  for,  Heav'n  knows, 
That  laid  this  Punifhment  upon  my  Pride, 
Thy  Sight  at  fome  time  will  enforce  my  Madnefs 
To  make  a  Start  e'en  to  thy  Ravifhing  •, 
Now  lpit  upon  me,  and  call  all  Reproaches 
Thou  can'ft  devife  together,  and  at  once 
Hurl  'em  againft  me ;  for  I  am  a  Sicknefs 
As  killing  as  the  Plague,  ready  to  feize  thee. 
,  Pan.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  revile  the  King! 
But  it  is  true,  that  I  fhall  rather  choofe 
To  fearch  out  Death,  that  elfe  would  fearch  out  me, 

And 
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And  in  a  Grave  flecp  with  my  Innocence, 
Than  welcome  fuch  a  Sin :  It  is  my  Fate, 
To  thefe  crofe  Accidents  I  was  ordain'd, 
And  muft  have  Patience ;  and  but  that  my  Eye* 
Have  more  of  Woman  in  'em  than  my  Heart* 
I  would  not  weep :  Peace  enter  you  again ! 

Arb.  Farewel,  and,  good  Pantbea*  pray,  for  me ; 
Thy  Prayers  are  pure,  that  I  may  find  a  Death 
However  foon,  before*  my  Paffions  grow, 
That  they  forget  what  I  defire  is  Sin ; 
For  thither  they  are  tending :  If  that  happen, 
Then  I  fhall  force  thee,  fto'  thou  wert  a  Virgin 
By  Vow  to  Heaven,  and  fhall  pull  a  Heap 
Of  ftrange,  yet  uninvented,  Sin  upon  me. 

Pan.  Sir,  I  will  pray  for  you,  yet  you  fhall  know 
It  is  a  fullen  Fate  that  governs  us ; 
For  I  could  wifh  as  heartily  as  you 
I  were  no  Sifter  to  you;  I  fhould  then 
*'  Embrace  your  lawful  Love,  fooner  than  Health. 

Arb.  Couldft  thou  affeft  me  then  ? 
,    Pan.  So  perfeftly, 

That,  as  it  is,  I  ne'er  fhall  fway  my  Heart 
To  like  another.      Arb.  Then  I  curie  my  Kith ; 
Muft  this  be  added  to  my  Miferies 
That  thou  art  willing  too  ?  Is  there  no  Stop 
To  our  full  Happinefs,  but  thefe  meer  Sounds, 
Brother  and  Sifter? 

Pan.  There  is  nothing  elfe, 
But  thefe,  alas!   will  feparate  us  more 
Than  twenty  Worlds  betwixt  us. 

Arb.  I  have  Kv'd 
To  conquer  Men,  and  now  am  overthrown 
Only  by  Words,  Brother  and  Sifter :  Where 
Havethofe  Words  Dwelling?  I  will  find  'em  out, 
And  utterly  deftroy  'em ;  but  they  are 
Not  to  be  grafp'd :  Let  'em  be  Men  or  Beafts, 
And  I  will  cut  'em  from  the  Earth ;  or  Towns, 
And  I  will  raze  'em,  and  then  blow  'em  up  :       . 
Let  *em  be  Seas,  and  I  will  drink  'em  off, 
And  yet  have  unquench'd  Fire  left  in  my  Breaft : 

Let 
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Let  'em  be  any  thing  but  meerly  Voice. 

Pan.  But  'tis  not  in  the  Pow'r  of  any  Force, 
Or  Policy,  to  conquer  them.     Arb.  Pantheay 
"What  fhall  we  do  ?  Shall  we  ftand  firmly  here, 
And  gaze  our  Eyes  out  ?     Pan.  'Would,  I  could  do  fb  1 
But  I  (hall  weep  out  mine.     Arb.  Accurfed  Man, 
Thou  bought'ft  thy  Reafon  at  too  dear  a  Rate ; 
For  thou  haft  all  thy  Adtions  bounded  in 
With  curious  Rules,  when  ev'ry  Beaft  is  free : 
What  is  there  that  acknowledges  a  Kindred, 
But  wretched  Man  ?  Who  ever  faw  the  Bull 
Fearfully  leave  the  Heifer <that  he  lik'd, 
Becaufc  they  had  one  Dam  ?     Pan.  Sir,  I  difturb 
You  and  myfelf  too ;  'twere  better  I  were  gone. 

Arb,  I  will  not  be  fo  foolifh  as  I  was, 
Stay,  we  will  love  juft  as  becomes  our  Births, 
No  otherwife :  Brothers  and  Sifters  may 
Walk  Hand  in  Hand  together ;  fo  will  we. ' 
Come  nearer :  Is  there  any  Hurt  in  this  ? 

Pan.  I  hope  not,  Sir. 

Arb.  Faith,  there  is  none  at  all :     . 
And  tell  me  truly  now,  is  there  not  one 
You  love  above  me  ? 

Pan.  No,  by  Heav'n.    Arb.  Why  yet 
You  fent  unto  Tigranes,  Sifter.     Pan.  True,'  ' 

But  for  another :  For  the  Truth  — — ^    Arb.  No  more. 
I'll  credit  thee,  thou  canft  not  lie, 
Thou  art  all  Truth. 

Pan.  But  is  there  nothing  elfe, 
That  we  may  do,  but  only  walk  ?  Methinks, 
Brothers  and  Sifters  lawfully  may  kifs. 

Arb.  And  fo  they  may,  Pmtbta^  fo  will  we, 
And  kifs  again  too ;  we  were  too  (crapulous, 
And  foolifh,  but  we  will  be  ib  no  more. 

Pan.  If  you  have  any  Mercy,  let  me  go 
To  prilbn,  to  my  Death,  to  any  thing  : 
I  feel  a  Sin  growing  upon  my  Blood, 
Worfe  than  all  thefe,  hotter,  I  fear,  than  yours. 

Arb.  That  is  impoffible,  what  fliou'd  we  do  ? 

Pan. 
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Pan.  Fly,  Sir,  for  Heav'ns  fake. 
Arb.  So  we  mult ;  away ! 
Sin  grows  upon  us  more  by  this  Delay* 

,  [  Exeunt \  fever -al  ways. 


A  C  T     V.       SCENE! 

Enter  Mardonius  and  Lygones. 


Mar.  C  I R,  the  King  has  lien  your  Commiflion, 
^  believes  it ;  and  freely  by  this  Warrant  gives 


and 
gives  you 
Power  to  vifit  Prince  Tigranes,  your  noble  Mafter. 

Lyg.  I  thank  his  Grace,  and  kifs  his  Hand. 

Mar.  But  is  the  Main  of  all  your  Bufinefs  ended  in  this? 

Lyg.  I  have  another,  but  a  worfe-,  I  am  afham'd,  it  is 
a  Bufinefs,  — 

Mar.  You  ferve  a  worthy  Perfon,  and  a  Stranger,  I  am 
fure,  you  are ;  you  may  employ  me  if  you  pleafe  without 
your  Purfe,  fuch  Offices  lhould  ever  be  their  own  Re- 
wards. 
/  Lyg.  I  am  bound  to  your  Noblenefi. 

Mar.  I  may  haye  Need  of  you,  and  then  this  Courtefy, 
If  it  be  any,  is  not  ill  beftowed ; 
(50)  But  may  I  civilly  defire  the  reft  ? 
I  fhall  not  be  a  Hurter,  if  no  Helper.      ,    . 

Lyg.  Sir,  you  fhall  know ;  I  have  loft  a  foolifli  Daughter, 
And  with  her  all  my  Patience,  pilfer'd  away 
By  a  mean  Captain  of  your  King's. 

Mar.  Stay  there,  Sir : 
If  he  have  reach'd  the  noble  Worth  of  Captain, 
He  may  well  claim  a  worthy  Gentlewoman, 

(jo)  But4 may  1  civilly  defire  the  reft  f]  Mardonius  may  feem  jbere, 
at  hrft  View,  to  be  over  inquifitive  into  the  Secrets  of  one,  whom  he 
had  never  feen  before  :  but  he,  firft,  offers  him  his  bed  Services  with- 
out Fee,  or  Reward.  But  the  Motive  of  the  Poets  for  this  Curiofity 
was  to  let  the  Audience  be  inform'd  that  Lygones  was  the  Father  of 
Spaconia  ;  and  that  a  fcurvy  Captain,  belonging  to  Arbacts,  had  pil- 
fei'd  her  away  from  him. 

Though 
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Though  fhe  were  yours,  and  noble. 

Lyg.  I  grant  all  that  too  :•  But  this  wretched  Fellow 
Reaches  no  further  than  the  empty  Name, 
That  ferves  to'  feed  him ;  Were  he  valiant, 
Or  had  but  in  him  any  noble  Nature, 
That  might  hereafter  promife  him  a  good  Man, 
My  Cares  were  fo  much  lighter,  and  my  Grave 
A  Span  yet  from  me.  •? 

Mar.  I  confefs,  fuch  Fellows  < 
Be  in  all  Royal  Camps,  and  have  and  muft  be,  \ 
To  make  the  Sin  of  Coward  more  detefted 
In.  the  mean  Soldier,  that  with  fuch  a  Foil 
Sets  off  much  Valour.     By  Description 
I  fhould  now  guefs  him  to  you ;  it  Was  Bejjusy 
I  dare  almoft  with  Confidence  pronounce  it. 

Lyg.  'Tis  fuch  a  fcurvy  Name  as  Beflus,   and  now  I 
think,  'tis  he.  « 

Mar.  Captain,  do  you  ($11  him  ? 
Believe  me,  Sir,  you  have  a  Mifery 
Too  mighty  for  your  Age :  A  Pox  upon  him ! 
For  that  muft  be  the  End  of  all  his  Service : 
Your  Daughter  was  not  mad,  Sir? 

Lyg.  No;  'would,  fhe  had  been! 
The  Fault  had  had  more  Credit :  I  would  do  fomething.' 

Mar.  I  would  fain  counfd  you,  but  to  what,  I  knr w  not, 
He's  fo  below  a  Beating,  that  the  Women 
Find  him  not  worthy  of  their  Diftaves,  and/ 
To  hang  him  were  to  caft  away  a  Rope; 
He's  fuch  an  airy,  thin,  unbodied  Coward, 
-'That  no  Revenge  can  catch  him :  I'll  tell  you,  Sir, 
And  Truth ;  this  Rafcal  fears  nor  God  nor  Man, 
He  has  been  fo  beaten :  Sufferance  has  made  him 
Wainfcot ;  he  has  had  fince  he  was  firft  a  Slave, 
At  leaft  three  hundred  Daggers  fet  in's  Head, 
As  litdc  Boys  do  new  Knives  in  hot  Meat, 
There's  not  a  Rib  in's  Body,  o*  my  Confcience, 
That  has  not  been  thrice  broken  with  dry  Beating : 
And  now  his  Sides  look  like  two  Wicker  Targets, 
Every  way  bended ;  Children  will  fhortly  take  him 
For  a  Wall,  and  fet  their  Stone-bows  in  his  Forehead, 

Vol.  I.  S  HeV 
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He's  of  fo  bafc  a  Senfe,  1  cannot  in 

A  Week  ima^ne  what  {hall  be  done;  to  him. 

Lyg.  Surely,  1  have  committed  fome  great  Sin 
That  this  bafe  Fellow  Ihould  be  made  my  Rod. 
I  would  fee  him,  but  I  (hall  have  no  Patience. 

Mar.  5Ti$  no  great  matter  if  you  have  not :  If 
A  Laming  of  him,  or  fome  fucn  Toy  may  do 
You  Pleafure,  Sir,  he  has  it  for  you,  and 
I'll  help  you  to  him :  'tis  now  News  to  him 
To  have  a  Leg  broken,  or  Shoulder  out, 
With  being  turn'd  o*  th*  Stones  like  Tanfy :  Draw  not 
Your  Sword,  if  you  do  love  it ;  for,  on  my  Confidence, 
His  Head  will  break  it :  we  ufe  him  iW  Wars 
Like  to  a  Ram  to  fhake  a  Wall  withal. 
Here  comes  the  very  Perfon  of  him,  do 
As  you  fliail  find  your  Temper,  I  muft  leave  you : 
But  if  you  do  not  break  him  like  a  Bisket,    - 
You're  much  to  blame,  Sir.  [Exit  Mar. 

;  Enter  Beflus  and  the  Sword-men. 

Lyg,  Is  yoyr  Name  Bejfks  ? 

Bef  Men  call  me  Captain  Bejfus.  \ 

Lyg.  Then,  Captain  Beffus, 
You're  a  rank  Rafcal,  without  more  Exordiums, 
A  dirty  frozen  Slave  \  and  with  the  Favdur 
Of  your  Friends  here,  I  will  beat  you. 

t  Sw.  Pray,  ufe  your  Pleafore,  Sir ; 
You  feem  to  be  a  Gentleman. 

Lyg.  Thus,  Captain  Bejfus9  thus ; 
Thus  twinge  your  Nofe,  thus  kick,  thus  tread  upon  you. 

Bef.  I  do  befeech  you,  yield  your  Caufe,  Sir,  quickly. 

Lyg.  Indeed,  I  fliould  have  told  that  firfL 

Bef.  I  take  it  fo. 

1  Sw.  Captain,  he  Ihould,  indeed ;  he  is  miftaken. 

Lyg.  Sir,  you  fhall  have  it  quickly,  and  more  Beating : 
You  have  ftoPn  away  a  Lady,  Captain  Coward, 
And  fuch-  an  one [Beats  him. 

Bef.,  Hold,  I  befeech  you,,  hold,  Sir, 
i  never  yet  ftole  any  living  Thing 
That  had  a  Tooth  about  it.    Lyg.  I  know  you  dare  lie. 

£ef 
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Bef  With  none  but  Summer  Whores  upon  my  Life,  Sir  y 
My  Means  and  Manners  never  could  attempt 
Above  a  Hedge  or  Haycock. 

Lyg.  Sirrah,  that  quits  not  me,  wliert  is  this  Lady  ? 
l5o  that^  you  do  not  ufc  to  do,  tell  Truth, 
Or,  by  my  Hand,  I'll  beat  your  Captain's  Brains  out, 
Wafli  'em,  and  put  'em  in  again,  that  will  I. 

Bef  There  was  a  Lady,  Sir,  I  muft  confefi, 
Once  in  my  Charge :  The  Prince  Tigranes  gave  her 
To  my  Guard  for  her  Safety,  how  I  us'd  her 
She  may  herfelf  report,-  (he's  with  the  Prince  now : 
I  did  but  wait  upon  her  like  a  Groom, 
Which  ihe  will  teftify,  I'm  fure :  If  not, 
My  Brains  are  at  your  Service  when  you  pleafe,  Sir, 
And  glad  I  have  'em  for  you. 

Lyg.  This  is  moil  likely ;  Sir, 
I  ask  your  Pardon,  and  am  ibrry  I 
Was  fo  intemperate.    Btf  Well,  I  can  ask  no  more, 
You  will  think  it  ftrange  now  to  have  me  beat  you 
At  the  firft  Sight.     Lyg.  Indeed,  I  would  •,  but,  I  know, 
Your  Goodnefs  can  forget  twenty  Beatings,  you  muft 
Forgive  me. 

Bef.  Yes,  there's  my  Hand,  go  where  you  will, 
I  fhail  think  you  a  valiant  Fellow  for  all  this. 

Lyg.  My  Daughter  is  a  Whore,  I  feel  it  now 
Too  fenfible ;  yet  I  will  fee  her  once, 
Difcharge  myfelf  from  being  Father  to  her, 
And  then  back  to  my  Country,  and  there  die : 
Farewel,  good  Captain.  [Exit  Lyg; 

Bef.  Farewel,  Sir,  farewel, 
Commend  me  to  the  Gentlewoman,  I  pray. 

iSto.  How  now,  Captain?  Bear  up,  Man. 

Bef.  Gendemen  o'th'  Sword,  your  Hands  once  more ; 
I  have  been  kick'd  again,  but  the  foolifli  Fellow  is  Peni- 
tent, h'as  ask'd  me  Mercy,  and  my  Honour's  fafe. 

2  Sw.  We  knew  that,  or  the  foolifh  Fellow  had  better 
have  kicked  his  Grandfire. 

Bef.  Confirm,  confirm,  1  pray. 

i  Sw.  There  be  our  Hands  again,  now  let  him  come 
And  fay  he  was  not  forry,  and  he  fleeps  for  it. 

S  2         '  Bef 


** 


262        A  King)   and  No  King. 

Now  as  he?  Father,  I  cannot  chufe  but  greatly 
Rejoice  that  fhc  fhall  be  aQueen :  but  if  I 
ShaU  fpeak  to  you  as  a  Statefman,  (he  were  more  fit 
To  be  your  Whdre. 

3%r.  Get  you  about  your  Bufinefs  to  Arhaces^ 
Now  you  talk  idly.    Lyg .  Yes,  Sir,  I  will  go, 
And  mall  fhe  be  a  Queen?  fhe  had  more  Wit 
Than  her  old  Father,  when  fhe  ran  away : 
Shall  fhe  be  Queen  ?  now,  by  my  Troth,  'tis  fine, 
1*11  dance  out  of  all  Meafure  at  her  Wedding : 
Shall  I  not,  Sir  ?    Tigr.  Yes,  marry,  fhalt  thou. 

Lyg.  Fll  make  thefe  withered  Kexes  bear  my  Body 
Two  Hours  together  above  Ground,    tfgr*  Nay,  go, 
My  Bufinefs  requires  Hafte. 

Lyg.  Good  Heav'n  preferve  you ! 
You  are  an  excellent  King.    Spa.  Farewel,  good  Father. 

Lyg.  Farewel,  fweet  virtuous  Daughter,    - 
I  never  was  fo  joyful  in  all  my  Life,     -, 
That  I  remember :  fhall*  fhe  be  a  Queen  ? 
Now  I  perceive  a  Man  may  weep  for  Joy, 
I  had  thought  they  had  lied  that  faid  fo.     [Exit  Ligoncs. 

ftigr.  Come,  my  dear  Love. 

Spa,  But  you  may  fee  another 
May  alter  that  again;    Tigr.  Urge  it  *io  more, 
I  have  made  up  a  new  ftrong  Conftancy, 
Not  to  be  fhook  with  Eyes :  I  know,  I  have 
The  Paflions  of  a  Man,  but  if  I  pieet '  . 
With  any  Subjeft  that  fhould  hold  my  Eyes 
More  firmly  than  is  fit,  Til  think  of  thee, 
And  run  away  from  it :  let  that  fuffice.  [Exeunt. 

__  •   -  r 

Enter  Bacurius  and  his  Servant. 

Bae.  Three  Gentlemen  without  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir. 

Bac.  Let  them  come  in.  .     . 

Enter  Beffus  with  the  two  Sword-men. 

Ser9  They  are  entred, 'Sir,  already. 
Bac.  N$w,  Fellows,  your  Bufinefs?    Are  thefe  the 
Gejatkmen? 

Be/. 
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Bef  My  Lord,  I  have  made  bold  to  baring  thefe  Gen- 
tlemen, my  Friends  oW  Sword,  along  with  me. 

Bac.  I  am  afraid,  you'll  fight  then. 

Bef.  My  good  Lord,  I  will  not, 
Your  Lordfhip's  much  miftaken;  fear- not,  Lord. 

Bac.  Sir,  I  am  forry  for't. 

Bef.  I  ask  no  more  in  Honour ;  Gentlemen,  you  hear 
my.  Lord  is  lorry. 

Bac.  Not  that  I  have  beaten  you,  but  beaten  one  that 
will  be  beaten ;  One  whole  dull  Body  will  require  a  La- 
ming, 

As  Surfeits  do  the  Diet,  Spring  and  Fall. 
Now  to  your  Sword-men;  what  come  they  for,  good 
Captain  Stock-fifh  ? 

Bef.  It  feems,  your  Lordfhip  has  forgot  my  Name. 

Bac.  No,  nor  your  Nature  neither,  though  they  are 
Things  fitter,  I  mult  Confcfs,  for  any  thing, 
Than  my  Remembrance,  or  any  honeft  Man's : 
What  fhall  thefe  Billets  do  j   be  pil'd  up  in  my  Wood- 
yard? 

Bef.  Your  Lordfhip  holds  your  Mirth  ftiU,  Heav'n 
continue  it!  but  for  thefe  Gentlemen,  they  come— • 

Bac.  To  fwear  you  are  a  Coward,  fpare  your  Book,  I 
do  believe  it. 

Bef  Your  Lordfhip  ffiU  draws  wide,  they  come  to  vouch 
Under  their  valiant  Hands  I  am  no  Coward. 

Bac.  That  would  be  a  Show,  indeed,  worth  feeing: 
Sirs,  be  wife,  and  take  Money  for  this  Motion,  travell 
with  it;  and  where  die  Name  of  Beffus  has  been  known, 
or  a  good  Coward  ftirring,  'twill  yield  more  than  a  Tilt- 
ing. This  will  prove  more  beneficial  to  you*  if  you  be 
thrifty,  than  your  Captainfhip,  and  more  natural :  Men 
of  moft  valiant  Hands,  is  this  true  ? 

2  Sw.  It  is  fb,  moft  renowned. 

Bac.  'Tis  fomewhat  ftrange. 

1  Sw.  Lord,  it  is  ftrange,  yet  true ; 
We  have  examined  from  your  Lordfhip5s  Foot  there, 
To  this  Man's  Head,  the  Nature  of  the  Beatings ; 
And  we  do  find  his  Honour  is  come  off 
Clean  and  fufficient :  this,  as  our  Swords  fhall  help  us. 

S  4  Bac. 
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Bac.  You  are  much  bounden  to  your  Bilbo  Men, 
Fm  glad  you're  ftraight  again;  Captain,  'twere  good, 
You'd  think  on  fome  way  how  to  gratify  them, 
They've  undergone  a  Labour  for  you,  Bejfusr 
9  Would  havcpuzzled  Hercules  with  all  his  Valour 

2  Sw.  Your  Lordfhip  muft  underftand,  we  are  no  Men 
o'th*  Law,  that  take  Pay  for  our  Opinions:  it  is  fuffi- 
cient  we  have  clear'd  our  Friend. 

Bac.  Yet  there  is  fbmething  due,  which  I,  as  touch'd  in 
Confcience,  will  difcharge,  Captain;  I'll  pay  this  Rent 
For  you. 

Bef.  Spare  yourfelf,  my  good*  Lord ;  my  brave  Friends 
aim  at  nothing  but  the  Virtue.' 

Bac.  That's  but  a  cold  Difcharge,  Sir,  for  their  Pains. 

2  Sw.  O  Lord,  my  good  Lord. 

Bac.  Be  not  fb  modeft,  I  will  give  you  Something. 

Bef.  They  fhall  dine  with  your  Lonifliipi  that's  fufl> 
cient. 

Bac.  Something  in  Hand  the  while,  you  Rogues,  you 
Apple-Squires: 

Po  you  come  hither  with  your  bottled  Valour, 
Your  windy  Froth,  to  limit  out  my  Beatings  ? 

j  §w.  I  dp  befeech  your  Lordfhip. 

2  Sw.  O,  good  Lord ! 

Bac  S'foot,  what  a  beavy  of  beaten  Slaves  are  here  ? 
Get  me  a  Cudgel,  Sirrah,  and  a  tough  one. 

2  Sw.  More  of  your  Foot,  I  do  befeech  your  Lord- 
Ihip. 

Bae.  You  fhall,  you  fhall,  Dog,  and  your  Fellowrbeagle. 

1  Sw.  O'  this  fide,  good  my  Lord. 

Bac.  Off  with  your  Swords, 
For  jf  you  hurt  my  Foot,  J'll  have  you  flead, 
YouRafcals. 

1  Sw.  Mine's  off,  my  Lord, 

2  Sw.  I  befeech  your  Lordfhip,  ftay  a  little,  my  Strap's 
tied  to  my  Cod-pieee  Point :  now,  when  you  pleafe. 

Bqe.  Captain,  thefe  are  your  valiant  Friends, .  you  long 

for  a  little  too  ? 

Bef.  I  am  very  well,  I  humbly  thank  your  Lordfhip. 

Bag,  What's  that  in  y<W  Pocket  hyrts  my  Toe,  you 

MungriJ? 
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Mungril?  Thy  Buttocks  cannot  be  fo  hard,  out  with  it 
quickly. 

2  Sw.  Here  'tis,  Sir,  a  fmall  Piece  of  Artillery,  that 
a  Gentleman,  a  dear  Friend  pf  your  Lordfhip's,  fent  me 
with,  to  get  it  mended,  Sir;  for,  if  you  mark,  the  Nofe 
is  fomewhat  loofe. 

Bac.  A  Friend  of  mine,  you  Rafcal  ?  I  was  never  wearier 
of  doing  any  thing,  than  kicking  thefe  two  Foot-balls. 

.Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Here  is  a  good  Cudgel,  Sir. 

Bac.  It  comes  too  late,  Pm  weary ;  pray  thee,  do  thou 
beat  them. 

2  Sw.  My  Lord,  this  is  Foul  Play,  i'faith  %  to  put  a 
frefli  Man  upon  us ;  Men  are  but  Men,  Sir. 

Bac.  That  Jeaft  fhall  fave  your  Bones ;  Captain,  rally  up 
your  rotten  Regiment,  and  be  gone :  I  had  rather  thrafh 
than  be  bound  to  kick  thefe  Rafcals,  'till  they  cry'd,  Ho  5 
BeJfuSj  *you  may  put  your  Hand  to  them  now,  and  then 
you  are  quit.  Farewel,  as  you  like  this,  pray  vifit  me 
again,  'twill  keep  me  in  good  Health.  [Exit  Bac. 

2  Sw.  H'as  a  devilifh  hard  Foot,  I  never  felt  the  like, 

1  Sw.  Nor  I,  and  yet,  I  am  fure;  I  have  felt  a  hun- 
dred. 

2  Sw.  If  he  kick  thus  i'th*  Dog-days,  he  will  be  tfry- 
foundred:  What  Cure  now,  Captain,  befides  Oil  of 
Bays? 

Bef.  Why,  well  enough,  I  warrant  you  5  you  can  go. 
2  Sw.  Yes,  Heav'n  be  thanked ;  but  I  feel  a  fhrew'd 
Ach ;  fure,  h'as  lprang  my  Huckle-bone. 

1  Sw.  I  ha*  loft  a  Hanch. 

Bef.  A  little  Butter,  Friend,  a  little  Butter,  Butter  and 
Parfley  is  a  Sovereign  Matter :  probatum  eft. 

2  Sw.  Captain,  we  muft  requeft  your  Hand  now  to  our 
Honours. 

Bef.  Yes,  marry,  fhall  ye,  and  then  let  all  the  World 
come,  we  are  valiant  to  ourfelves,  and  there's  an  end. 

1  Sw.  Nay,  then,  we  muft  be  valiant ;  O  my  Ribs. 

2  Sw.  O  my  fmall  Guts !  a  Plague  upon  thefe  fharp- 
tped  Shoes,  they  are  Murtherers !  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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.;•  Enter  AAaces,  with  bis  Sword  drawn. 

(5 1)  Arb.  It  is  refolv'd :  —  I  bare  it  whilft  I  could, 
1  can  no  more;  Hell,  open  all  thy  Gates, 
And  I  will  thorough  them :  If  they  be  fhut, 
Til  batter  fem,  but  I  will  find  the  Place 
Where  the  moft  Damn'd  have  Dwelling :  E5er  I  end, 
Amongft  them  all  they  fhall  not  have  a  Sin, 
But  I  may  call  it  mine:  I  mull  begin 
Wi'th*  Murder  of  my  Friends,  and  fo  go  on, 
To  that  inceftuous  Raviihing,  and  end 
My  life  and  Sins  with  a  forbidden  Blow 
Uponmyfelf. 

Enter  Mardonius. 

Mar.  What  Tragedy  is  near  ? 
That  Hand  was  never  wont  to  draw  a  Sword, 
But  it  cry'd  Dead  to  fomething.     Arb.  Mardomus* 
Have  you  bid  Gobrias  come  ? 

Mar.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Well ;  is  he  coming  ? 

Mar.  Why,  Sir,  are  you  thus  ? 
Why  do  your  Hands  proclaim  a  lawlefs  War 
Againft  yourfelf  ?  — — - 

(51)  7/  is  refihfd: /  bare  it  whilft  I  amid, 

1  can  no  more  ;[------« 

..     _x.     .     .     -     -  ]     Imuft  begin 

With  Murthtr  of  my  Friends,  Arc]    Thus  this  Pafiage  has 
flood  from  the  firfl  Edition  quite  downwards.    But,  furely,  no  Cha- 
racter was  ever  introduced  on  the  Stage,  with  a  Sword  drawn  and  an 
Intention  of  Self-Murther  5  and  fo  little  Aid,  to  explain  to  the  Au- 
dience the  Drift  of  what  he  was  about.    But  neither  Abfurdity  in 
This,  or  Barrennefs  of  Invention,  are  to  be  placed  to  the  Account  6f 
the  Authors.    The  noble  intermediate  Lines,  which  I  have  inferted, 
are  owing  to  the  invaluable  Quarto  in  1619.     I  fufpeft,  why  they 
were  dropp'd ;  they  border,  indeed,  a  little  upon  Impiety :   and  the 
Precifenefs  of  the  Players,  or  their  wife  Manager,  could  not  judge 
them  proper  to  be  fpoken ;  tho'  Jrbaces,  through  the  whole  Play,  is 
drawn  a  Man  of  the  moft  wild  and  extravagant  Paffions;  tho9  he  was 
almoft  befides  himfelf  with  the  Thought  0?  his  intended  Inceft ;  and 
tho*  he  fhew'd  the  utmoft  Contempt  of  Religion,  in  that  confirmed 
Madnefs  of  coming  up  to  a  Refolutwn  of  destroying  himfelf. 

Arb. 
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'Arh  Thou  anfwereft  mc  one  Queftion  with  another. 
Is  Gobrias  coming  ?  Mar.  Sir,  he  is.  A'b.  'lis  well, 
I  can  forbear  your  Queftions  then,  be  gone, 

Mar.  Sir,  I  have  mark'd,  — — 

Arb.  Mark  lefs,  it  troubles  you 
And  me.    Mar.  You  are  more  variable  than  you  were; 

Arb.  It  may  be  fo.  Mar.  To  Day  no  Hermit  could  be- 
Humbler  than  you  were  to  us  all. 

Arb.  And  what  of  this  ? 

Mar.  And  now  you  take  new  Rage  into  your  Eyes, 
As  you  would  look  us  all  out  of  the  Land. 

Arb.  1  do  confefs  it,  will  that  fatisfy  ? 
I  prithee,  get  thee  gone.     Mar.  Sir,  I  will  (peak. 

Arb.  Will  ye?    Mar.  It  is  my  Duty. 
I  fear,  you'll  kill  yourfelf :  I  am  a  Subjeft, 
And  you  fhall  do  me  Wrong  in**:  'tis  my  Caufe, 
And  I  may  fpeak.    Arb.  Thou  art  not  train'd  in  Sin, 
Itfeems,  Mardonius:  killmyfelf!  byHeav'n, 
I  will  not  do  it  yet;  and  when  I  will, 
Fll  tell  thee  then,  I  fhall  be  fiich  a  Creature, 
That  thou  wilt  give  me  Leave  without  a  Word. 
(52)  There  is  a  Method  in  Man's  Wkkedncfs, 
It  grows  up  by  degrees :  I  am  not  come 
So  high  as  killing  of  myfelf,  there  are 
A  hundred  thoufand  Sins  'twixt  me  and  it, 
Which  I  muft  do,  and  I  fhall  come  to't  laft  j 
But  take  my  Oath,  not  now;  befatisficd, 
And  get  thee  hence. 

Mar.  Pm  forty,  'tis  fo  ill. 

(53)  4rb.  Be  forry  then,  true  Sorrow  is  alone, 
Grieve  by  thyfelf.  > ■ 

m 

(52)  There  is  a  Method  in  Man's  Wickeinefs, 

It  grows  up  by  degrees. 1    This  Thought  is  plainly  borrowed 
from  Juvenal's  Satires;  (as  I  had  mark'd  in  the  Margin  of  my 
Book,  and  as  Mr.  Symp/on  likewife  hinted  to  me) 
Nemo  repeats  fuit  turpiffimus. 

(53)  Be  forry  then ;  tru*  Sorrow  is  alone ; 

Grieve  by  thyfelf.]   This  Refle&ion  is  as  evidently  fhadow'd 
cut  from  one  of  Martial's  Epigrams. 
We  Met  vcre,  j«#  fine  Tefte  do  let. 

This, 
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Mar.  I  pray  you,  let  me  fee  your  Sword  put  up 
Before  I  go :  Fll  leave  you  then. 

Arb.  Why,  fo; — what  Folly  is  das  in  thee ?    is  it  not 
As  apt  to  Mifchief  as  it  was  before? 
Can  I  not  reach  it,  think'ft  thou?  thefe  are  Toys 
For  Children  to  be  pleas'd  with,  and  not  Men, 
Now  I  am  fafe,  you  think :  I  would,  die  Book 
Of  Fate  were  here;  my  Sword  is  not  fo  lime 
But  I  would  get  it  out  and  mangle  that, 
ThaT  all  the  Deftinies  fhould  quite  forget 
Their  fix'd  Decrees,  and  hafte  to  make  us  new, 
Far  other  Fortunes ;  mine  could  not  be  worfe ; 
Wilt  thou  now  leave  me  ? 

Mar.  Heav'n  put  into  your  Bofom  temperate  Thoughts! 
I'll  leave  you,  though  I  fear. [Exit  Mar. 

Arb.  Go,  thou  art  honeft. 
Why  fhould  the  hafty  Error  of  my  Youth 
Be  to  unpardonable  to  draw  a  Sin 
Helplefs  upon  me  ? 

Enter  Gobrias. 

Gob.  There  is  the  King,  now  it  is  ripe. 

(54)  Arb.  Draw  near,  thou  guilty  Man, 
That  art  the  Author  of  the  loathed*ft  Crime 
Five  Ages  have  brought  forth,  and  hear  me  (peak ; 
Curfes  incurable,  and  all  the  Evils 
Man's  Body  or  his  Spirit  can  recaivev    » 
Be  with  thee ! 

Gob.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  eurfe  me  thus  ? 

Arb.  Why  do  I  curfe  thee?  if  there  be  aMai\ 
Subtle  in  Curfes,  that  exceeds  the  reft, 
His  worft  Wifh  on  thee !  thou  haft  broke  my  Heart. 

This,  if  I  remember  right,  was  thus  rendered  by  our  facetious 
Tent  Brown. 

That  Man  grieves  with  a  Witnefs,  who  grieves  without  one. 

(C4)  Draw  near,  *thou  guilty  Man,]  The  fubfequent  Scenes,  to  the 
End  of  the  May,  have  been  through  the  whole  Courfeof  the  Impref- 
fions  delivered  down  to  us  as  Profe;  but  I  havereftor'd  them  to  their 
llrift  Metre  and  Verification:  And  thro'  my  whole  Edition  (where the 
Interpolations,  or  Caft rations,  by  the  Stage  do  not  obilrud  me  in  it) 
I  (ball  endeavour  to  do  our  Authors  the  fame  Juftice. 

Gob. 
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Gob.  How,  Sir>  have  I  preferv'd  you  from  a  Child, 
From  all  the  Arrows  Malice  or  Ambition 
Could  fhoot  at  you,  and  have  I  this  for  Pay  ? 

Arb.  'Tis  true,  thou  didft  preferve  me,  .and  in  that 
Wert  crueller  than  hardned  Murtherejs  ::..-,"■ 
Of  Infants  and  their  Mothers?  thou  didft  fave  me, 
Only  till  thoii  hadft  ftudied  out  a  Way 
liow  to  deftroy  me  cunningly  thyfelf:  *  *  , 

This  was  a  curious  Way  of  Torturing;  - 

Gob.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Arb.  Thou  know' ft  the  Evils  thou  haft  done  to  me ; 
Doft  thou  remember  all  thole  witching  Letters 
Thou  fent'ft  unto  me  to  Amenta, 
Fill*d  with  the  Praife  of  my  beloved  Sifter, 
Where  thou  extol'dd  her  Beauty ;  what  had  I 
To  do  with  that  ?  What  could  her  Beauty  be 
To  me  ?  And  thou  didft  write  how  well  fhe  lov'd  me, 
Doft  thou  remember  tips?  So  that  I  doted 
Something  before  I  faw  her.     Gob.  This  is  true. 

Arb.  Is  it  ?  and  when  I  was  returned,  thou  know'ft, 
Thou  didft  purfue  it,  'till  thou  Wound'ft  me  in 
To  fuch  a  ftrange  and  unbeliev'd  Affe&ion, 
As  good  Men  cannot  think  on. 

Gob.  This  I  grant ; 
I  think,  I  was  the  Caufe.    Arb.  Wert  thou  ?  Nay,  more,' 
I  think,  thou  meant'ft  it.     Gob.  Sir,  I  hate  to  lie, 
As  I  love  Heav'n  and  Honefty,  I  did 5 
It  was  my  Meaning.     Arb.  Be  thine  own  lad  Judge, 
A  further  Condemnation  will  not  need  5 
Prepare  thyfelf  to  die.     Gob.  Why,  Sir,  to  die  ? 

Arb.  W  hy  Ihouldft  thou  live  ?  was  ever  yet  Offender 
So  impudent,  that  had  a  Thought  of  Mercy 
After  Confeffion  of  a  Crime  like  this  ? 
Get  out  I  cannot  where  thowhurPft  me  in, 
But  I  can  take  Revenge,  that's  all  the  Sweetnefs 
Left  for  me. 

Gob.  Now's  the  Time;  —  hear  me  but  lpeak. 

Arb.  No,  yet  I  will  be  far  more  merciful 
Than  thou  were  to  me  j  thou  didft  fteal  into  me, 

And 
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And  never  gav*ft  xne  Warning  5  (55)  fo  much  Time 
As  I  give  thee  now*  had  prevented  me 
For  ever.    Notwithftanding  all  thy  Sins, 
If  thou  haft  Hope,  that  there  is  yet  a  Prayer 
#  To  fave  thee,  turn  and  fpeak  it  to  thyfelf. 

Gob.  Sir,  you  fhall  know  yotir  Sins,  before  yoif  do  *em ; 
If  you  kill  me,  —  Arb>  I  will  not  ftay  then.  Gob.  Know, 
You  kill  your  Father.    Arb.  How  ? 

Gob.  You  kill  your  Father. 

Arb.  My  Father  ?  though  I  know  it  for  a  Lye, 
Made  out  of  Fear  to  lave  thy  ftained  Life, 
/The  very  Reverence  of  the  Word  comes  crofs  me, 
And  ties  mine  Arm  down.     Gob.  I  will  tell  you  that 
Shall  heighten  you  again*  I  am  thy  Father; 
I  charge  thee,  hear  me.    Arb.  If  it  fhould  be  fb, 
As  'tis  moft  falfe,  and  that  I  fhould  be  found 
A  Baftard  Iffue,  the  defpifed  Fruit 
Of  lawlefs  Luft,  I  fhould  no  more  admire 
All  my  wild  Paffions :  but  another  Truth 
Shall  be  wrung  from  thee  1  if  I  could  come  by 
The  Spirit  of  Pain,  it  fhould  be  poured  on  thee, 
'Till  thou  allow'ft  thyfelf  more  fell  of  Lies 
Than  he  that  teaches  thee. 

Enter  Arane. 

* 

Ara.  Turn  thee  about, 
I  come  to  fpeak  to  thee,  thou  wicked  Man, 
Hear  me,  thou  Tyrant. .  Arb.  I  will  turn  to  thee; 
Hear  me,  thou  Strumpet ;  I  have  blotted  out 
The  Name  of  Mother,  as  thou  haft  thy  Shame. 

Ara .  My  Shame !  thou  haft  lefs  Shame  than  any  thing  a9 
Why  doft  thou  keep  my  Daughter  in  a  Prifbn? 
Why  doft  thou  call  her  Sifter,  and  do  this  ? 

(55)  1  *  J*  much  Time 

Jls  1 give  thee  now,  had  prevented  thee 

Forever.}  The  cldeit  Quarto  in  1 619  elves  us  the  genuine 
Text;  prevented  me.  I  had  not  taken  notice  offo  minute  a  Varia- 
tion, but  that  the  Sagacity  of  the  ingenious  Mr.  Seward  pointed  it 
out  to  me  as  abfolattly  neceffary  to  the  Senfe. 

Art. 
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Arb.  Ceafe  thy  ftrange  Impudence,  and  anfwer  quickly ; 
If  thou  contemn'ft  me,  this  will  ask  an  Aniwer, 
And  have  it-     Ara .  Help  me,  gentle  Gobrias. 

Arb.  Guilt  dares  not  help  Guilt;  though  they  grow 
together 
In  doing  111,  yet  at  the  Puniihment 
They  fever,  and  each  flies  the  Noife  of  other ; 
Think  not  of  Help;  anfwer.    Ara.  I  will ;  to  what? 

Arb.  To  fuch  a  thing,  as  if  it  be  a  Truth, 
Think,  what  a  Creature  thou  haft  made  thyfelf, 
That  didft  not  lhame  to  do,  what  I  muft  blu(h 
Only  to  ask  thee :  Tell  me  who  I  am, 
Whofe  Son  I  am,  without  all  Circumftance  \ 
Be  thou  as  hafty  as  ipy  Sword  will  be, 
If  thou  refufeft.    Ara.  Why,  you  are  his  Son. 

Arb.  His  Son  ?  fwear,  fwear,  thou  worfc  than  Wo- 
rrfen  damn'd. 

Ara.  By  all  that's  good,  you  are. 

Arb.  Then  art  thou  all 
That  ever  was  known  bad,  now  is  the  Caufe 
Of  all  my  ftrange  Misfortunes  Icome  to  Light : 
What  Reverence  expefteft  thou  from  a  Child, 
To  bring  forth  which  thou  haft  offended  Heav'n, 
Thy  Husband,  and  the  Land  ?  Adulterous  Witch ! 
I  know  now  why  thou  wouldft  have  poifonfd  me^ 
I  was  thy  Luft  which  thou  wouldft  have  forgot : 
Thou  wicked  Mother  of  my  Sins,  and  me, 
Show  me  the  Way  to  the  Inheritance 
I  have  by  thee ;  which  is  a  fpacious  World 
Of  impious  Afts,  that  I  may  foon  pofiefs  it : 
Plagues  rot  thee,  as  thou  liv'ft,  and  fuch  Difeafes 
As  ufe  to  pay  Luft,  recompence  thy  Deed ! 

Gob.  You  do  not  know  why  you  curfe  thus, 

Arb.  Too  well; 
You  are  a  pair  of  Vipers^  and  behold 
The  Serpent  you  have  got ;  there  is  no  Beaft 
But  if  he  knew  it,  has  a  Pedigree 
As  brave  as  mine,  for  they  have  more  Defcent*, 
And  I  am  every  way  as  beaftly  got, 

As 
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As  far  without  the  Compafs  of  a  Law 
As  they.  _ 

Ara.  You  fpend  your  Rage  and  Words,  in  vain, 
And  rail  upon  a  Guefs ;'  hear  us  a  little. 

Arb.  No,  I  will  never  hear,  but  talk  away 
My  Breath,  and  die.     Gob.  Why,  but  you  ^re  no  Baflard. 

Arb.  How's  that  ?      Ara.  Nor  Child  of  mine. 

Arb.  Still  you  go  on 
In  Wonders  to  ^ne.      Gob.  Pray  you,  be  more  patient  j 
I  may  bring  Comfort  to  you.     Arb.  I  will  kneel, 
And  hear  with  the  Obedience  of  a  Child  5 
Good  Father,  fpeak  -,  I  do  acknowledge  you, 
So  you  bring  Comfort.- 

Gob.  Firft  know,  our  laft  King,  your  fuppofed  Father, 
Was  old  and  feeble  when  he  married  Tier, 
And  almoft  all  the  Land  thought  her  pall  Hope 
Of  Jflue  from  him.      Arb.  Therefore  fhe  took  Leave  * 
To  play  the  Whore,  becaufe  the  King  was  old  ; 
Is  this  the  Comfort  ?       Ara.  What  will  you  find  out 
To  give  me  Satisfaction,  when  you  find 
How  you  have  injured  me?  Let  Fire  confume  me, 
If  ever  I  were  Whore  !     Gob.  Forbear  thefe  Starts, 
Or  I  will  leave  you  wedded  to  Defpair, 
As  you  are  now :  If  you  can  find  a  Temper, 
My  Breath  fhall  be  a  pleafant  weftern  Wind 
That  cools  aqd  blafts  not. 

Arb.  Bring  it  out,  good  Father. 
I'll  lie,  and  liften  here  as  reverently 
As' to  an  Angel:  If  I  breathe  too  loud, 
Tell  me  •,  for  I  would  be  as  ftill  as  Night. 

Gob.  Our  King,  I  fay,  was  old,  and  this  our  Queen, 
Defir'd  to  bring  an  Heir,  but  yet  her  Husband 
She  thought,  was  pall  it ;  and  to  be  difhoneft, 
I  think,  fhe  would  not :  If  fhe  would  have  been, 
The  Truth  is,  fhe  was  watch'd  f©  narrowly, 
And  had  fo  flender  Opportunities, 
She  hardly  could  have  been :  But  yet  her  Cunning 
JFound  out  this  way  j  fhe  feign'd  herfelf  with  Child, 
And  Polls  were  fent  in  hafte  throughout  the  Land, 

And 
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(56)  And  God  was  humbly  thank'd  in  eV'iy  Church, 
That  fo  had  blefs'd  the  Queen ;  and  Prayers  were  made 
For  her  fafe  Going  and  Delivery  : 
She  feign'd  i?ow  to  grow  bigger,  and  perceivM 
This  Hope  of  Iflue  made  her  fear*d,  and  brought 
A  far  more  laige  Refpedt  from  every  Man,  . 

And  faw  her  Pow'r  encreafe,  and  was  refblv'd 
Since,  ihe  believ'd,  fhe  could  not  have't  indeed, 
At  leafl  fhe  would  be  thought  to  have  a  Child. 

Arb.  Do  I  not  hear  it  well  ?  Nay,  I  will  make 
No  Noife  at  all ;  but  pray  you^  to  the  Point, 
Quick  as  you  can.     Gob.  Now  when  the  Time  was  full, 
She  fhould  be  brought  to  Bed,  I  had  a  Son 
Born,)  which  was  You ;  this,  the  Queen  hearing  of, 
Mov'd  me  to  let  her  have  you^  and  fuch  Reafons 
She  fhew'd  to  me,  as  fhe  knew  well  would  tie 
My  Secrecy,  fhe  fwore  you  fhould  be  King ; 
And,  to  be  fhort,  I  did  deliver  you 
Unto  her,  and  pretended  you  were  dead, 
And  in  mine  own  Houfe  kept  a  Funeral, 
And  had  an  empty  Coffin  put  in  Earth. 
That  Night  this  Queen  feign'd  haftily  to  labour, 
And  by  a  pair  of  Women  of  her  own, 
Which  fhe  had  charm'd,  fhe  made  the  World  believe^ 
She  was  delivered  of  you.  You  grew  up 
As  the  King's  Son,  till  you  were  fix  Years  old ; 
Then  did  the  King  die,  and  did  leave  to  me 
Proteftion  of  the  Realm ;  and,  contrary 
To  his  own  Expectation,  left  this  Queen 
Truly  with  Child,  indeed,  of  the  fair  Princefs 
Pantbea :  Then  fhe  could  have  torn  her  Hair, 
And  did  alone  to  me,  yet  durftnot  fpeak 
In  Publick,  for  fhe  knew  fhe  fliould  be  found 
A  Traitor ;  and  her  Tale  would  have  been  thought 
Madnefs,  or  any  thing  rather  than  Truth. 

(56)  And  God  was  humbly  thank' d  in  every  Church, 

That  fo  had  bUfs'd  the  Queen*]  This  Paffage  is  only  to  be 
found  in  the  two  Quarto* s  of  1619,  and  1676  ;  but  without  them 
the  whole  Verification  is  difconcerted,  and  made  imperfect. 

Vol.  I.  T  This 
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Arb.  She  is  fo  2  I  could  hotv  tell  anything 
I  never  heard :  Your  King^  fhall  go  fo  home, 
As  never  Man  went.      Mar.  Shall  he  go  on's  Head  ? 

Arb.:  He  (hall  have  Chariots  eafier  than  Air* 
That  I  will  have  invented  5  and  ne'er  think, 
He  ftiall  pay  any  Ranfbm,  and  thyfelf,     . 
That  art  the  MefTenger,  fhall  ride  before  him 
On  a  Horfe  cut  out  of  an  entire  Diamond, 
That  fhall  be  made  to  go  with  golden  Wheels, 
I  know  not  how  yet    Lyg:  Why  I  fhall  be  made 
For  ever !  They  bely'd  this  King  with  us, 
And  faid  he  was  unkind.    Arb. .  An£  then  thy  Daughter, 
She  fhall  have  fome  ftrange  Thing*  we'll  haw  the  King- 
Sold  utterly,  and  put  into  a  Toy  [dora 
Which  fhe  fhall  wear  about  her  carelefly 
Some  where  or  other.     See,  the  virtuous  Queen  j 
Behold  the  humbleft  Subjedt,  that  you  have, 

Kneel  here  before  you. 

* 

Enter  Panthea  and  1  Gentleman.  ■ 

Pan.  Why  kneel  you  to  me, 
That  am  your  Vaffal  ?     Arb.  Grant  me  one  Requeft. 

Pan.  Alas !  what  can  I  grant  you  ?  What  I  can, 
I  will.     Arb.  That  you  will  pleafe  to  marry  me, 
If  I  can  prove  it  lawful.     Pan.  Is  that  all  ? 
More  willingly  than  I  would  draw  this  Air. 

Arb.  Til  kifs  this  Hand  in  Earneft. 

2  Gent.  Sir,  Tigranes 
Is  coming,  though  he  made  it  ftrange  at  firft, 
To  fee  the  Princefs  any  more. 

Enter  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 

*  • 

Arb,  The  Queen, 
Thou  mean'ft.    O  my  Tigranes ,  pardon  me, 
Tread  on  my  Neck,  I  freely  offer  it ; 
And  if  thoja  be'ft  fo  given,  take  Revenge, 
For  I  have  injur'd  thee,-: — -     Tigr.  No,  I  forgive, 
And  rejoice  more  that  you  have  found  Repentance, 
Than  I  my  Liberty.     Arb.  May'ft  thou  be  happy 
In  thy  fair  ChQice,  for  thou  art  temperate  ! 

You 
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ou  owe  no  Ranfom  to  the  State ;  know,  that 
have  a  choufand  Joys  to  tell  you  of, 
ifhich  yet  I  dare  not  utter,  tin"  I  pay 
ly  Thanks  to  Heav'n  for  'em :  Will  you  go 
/ith  me  and  help  me  ?  Pray  you,  do.    Tigr,  I  will. 
Arb.  Take  then  your  Fair  One  with  you,  and  you  Queen 
if  Goodnefs  and  of  us,  O  give  me  Leave 
'o  take  your  Arm  in  mine  :  Come  every  one 
'hat  takes  Delight  in  Goodnefs,  help'  to  fing 
■oud  Thanks  for  me,  that  I  am  prov'd  no  King. 

\_Exeunt  (Mints. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONAL. 

M    E    N.  "  " ; 

Elder  Lovelefs,  a  Suitor  to  the  Lady. 

Young  Lovelefs,  a  'Prodigal. 

Savil,  Steward  to  Elder  Lovelefs. 

Welford,  a  Suitor  to  the  Lady. 

Sir  Roger,  Curate  to  the  Lady. 

A  Captain, 

A  traveller, 
a  p  r  ^aHer$m°n  *°  ffflii  Lovelefs, 

A  Tobacco-man, 

Morecraft,  an  UJurer.  # 

WOMEN. 

Lady,     i 

and       >  Two  Sifters. 
Martha,  J 

Younglove,  or  Abigail,  a  waiting  Gentlewoman. 

A  rich  Widow. 

Wenches,  Fidlers,  and  Attendants. 
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ACT    I     8  C   E.N   E.'L 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  Toung  Lovelefs,  Savil  the 
Steward,  and  a  Page.  < 

Elder    Loveless. 

*;Rother,   is  your  fait  Hope  paft,   to  mollify 

tt  Msrecraffs  Heart  about  your  Mortgage? 

.       To.  Love.  Hopelefly  paft.  I  have  prelented 

;  .-$  the  Ufurer  with  a  richer  Draught  than  ever 

f^Jlmim  Qeopatra  iwallow'd ;  he  hath  fuck'd  in  ten 

thouiand  Pounds  Worth  of  my  Land,  more  than  he  paid 

for,  (i)  at  a  Gulp,  without  Trumpets' 

El.  Love.  I  have  as  hard  a  Task  to  perform  in  this 
Houfc. 

To.  Love.  Faith,  mine  was  to  make  an  Ufurer  honed, 
or  to  lofe  my  Land. 

(i )  ataGulp,  without  Trumpet!.]  The  Allufion  is  here  either  to  ' 
the  Drinking  of  Healths  it  our  pnblick  Halls  and  City  Entertain- 
ments; or  el  ft:  to  a  Paffaze  in  the  Acbarntnftt  of  Aristophanes, 
upon  which  the  old  Sebeliafi  informs  us,  that  it  was  a  Cuftom  in 
Athens,  at  certain  of  their  Fealb,  to  challenge  one  another  to  drink 
by  Sound  of  Trumpet. 

El.  Love. 
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El.  Lave.  And  mine  is  to  perfuadc  a  paffionate  Woman, 
or  to  leave  the  Land.  Make  the  Boat  ftay  y  I  fear*  I  (ball 
begin  my  unfortunate  Journey  this  Night;  though  the 
Darknefs  of  the  Night,  and  the  Roughnefs  of  the  Waters, 
might  eafily  difluade  an  unwilling  Man. 

Savil.  Sir,  your  Father's  old  Friends  hold  it  the  founder 
Courfe  for  your  Body  and  Eftate  to  ftay  at  home  and 
marry,  and  propagate,  and  govern  in  your  Country,  than 
to  travel  and  die  without  Iffue. 

EL  Love.  Savil,  you  fhall  gain  the  Opinion  of  a  better 
Servant,  in  feeking  to  execute,  not  alter,  my  Will,  howfc- 
ever  my  Intents  fucceed. 

To.  Love.  Yonder' s  Miftrefs  Tounglove,  Brother,  the 
grave  Rubber  of  your  Miftrefs's  Toes.   * 

Enter  Younglove,  or  Abigail. 

EL  Love.  Mrs.  Younglove  ■ 

Abig.  Mafter  Lovelejs,  truly,  we  thought  your  Sails 
had  been  hoift :  my  Miftrefs  is  perfuaded  you  are  Sea-fick 
e'er  this. 

EL  Love.  Loves  fhe  her  ill-taken-up  Refolution  fo  dear- 
ly? Didft  thou  move  her  from  me?  . 

Abig.  By  this  Light  that  fhines,  there's  no  removing 
her,  if  fhe  get  a  ftiff  Opinion  by  the  End.     I  attempted 
her  to  Day,  when  they  fay  a  Woman  can  deny  nothing. 
'   EL  Love.  What  critical  Minute  was  that  ? 

Abig.  When  her  Smock  was  over  her  Ears ;  but  Ihc 
was  no  more  pliant,  than  if  it  hung  about  her  Heels. 

EL  Love.  I  prithee,  deliver  my  Service,  and  fay,  I  defire 
to  fee  the  dear  Caufe  of  my  Banifhment ;  and  then  for 
Frawt.  ,    . 

Abig.  I'll  do*t ;  hark  hither,  is  that  your  Brother?  r 

EL  Love.  Yes,  have  you  ldft  ybur  Memory  ? 

Abig.  As  I  live,  he's  a  pretty  Fellow.  [Exit* 

2)  To.  Love.  O,  this  is  a  fweet  Brache ! 
;/.  Love.  Why,  Ihe  knows  not  you. 

To.J*ove.  No,  but  fhe  offend  me  once  to  know  her. 

(2)  O,  this  is  a  fivett  Brache  f  ]  A  fort  of  Hound,  or  any  little 
(linking,  houfehold  Cur. 

To 
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To  tMs'Day  fhe  loves  Youth  of  Eighteen ;  (he  heard  a 
Tale  how  Cupid  ftruck  her  in  Love  with  a  great  Lord  in 
the  Tilt-yard,  but  he  never  faw  her  \>  yet  fhe  in  Kind- 
nefs  would  needs  wear  a  Willow-Garland  at  his  Wed- 
ding. She  lov'd  all  the  Players  in  the  laft  Queen's  Time 
once  over :  (he  was  ftruck  when  they  afted  Lovers,  and 
forfbok  lbme  when  they  play'd  Murtherers.  (3)  She  has 
nine  Spur-ryalsy  and  the  Servants  fay,  fhe  hoards  old 
Gold;  and  fhe  herfelf  pronounces  angerly,  that  the 
Farmer's  eldeft  Son,  (or  her  Miftrefs' s  Husband's  Clerk 
fhall  be,)  that  marries  her,  fhall  make  her  a  Jointure  of 
Fourfcore  Pounds  a  Year ;  fhe  tells  Tales  of  the  Serving- 
men. 

EL  Love.  Enough,  I  know  her.  Brother,  I  fhall  in- 
t reat  you  only  to  falute  my  Miftrefs  and  take  Leave,  we'll 
part  at  the  Stairs. 

Enter  Lady  and  Waiting-wotnen. 

Lady.  Now,  Sir,  this  firft  Part  of  your  Will  is  per- 
form'd:  What's  the  reft  ? 

EL  Love.  Firft,  let  me  beg  your  Notice  for  this  Gen- 
tleman my  Brother. 

Lady.  I  fhall  take  it  as  a  Favour  done  to  me.  Though 
the  Gentleman  hath  receivM  but  an  untimely  Grace  from 
you,  yet  my  charitable  Difpofition  wou'd  have  been  rea- 
dy to  have  done  him  freer  Courtefies  as  a  Stranger,  than 
upon  thofe  cold  Commendations. 

To.  Love.  Lady,  my  Salutations  crave  Acquaintance  and 
Leave  at  once. 

Lady.  Sir,  I  hope,  you  are  the  Mafter  of  your  own 
Qccafion.  [Exit  Yo.  Love,  and  SaviU 

EL  Love.  'Would,  I  were  fb !  Miftrefs,  for  me  topraife 
over  again  that  Worth,  which  all  the  World,  and  you 
yourfelf  can  fee, 

Lady.  It's  a  cold  Room  this,  Servant. 

EL  Love.  Miftrefs — . 

Lady.  What  think  you,  if  I  have  a  Chimney  fort,  out 
here? 

(3)  She  has  nine  Spur-ryals,]  This  was  a  Piece  of  Gold  Coin  very 
Current  in  the  Reign  of  King  Jama  I, 

EL  Love. 
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EL  Love.  Miftrefs,  another  in  my  Place,  that  were  not 
ty'd  to  believe  all  your  Adtions  juft,  would  apprehend 
himfelf  wrongM :  put  I,  whofe  Virtues  are  Conftancy 
and  Obedience,  — • 

t&dy..  Tbunglove,  make  a  good  Fire  above  to  warm  me 
after  my  Servant's  Exordiums. 

El.  Love.  I  have  heard  and  feen  your  Affability  to  be 
fuch,  that  the  Servants  you  give  Wages  to  may  fpeak. 

Lady.  'Tis  true,  'tis  true ;  but  they  fpeak  to  th*  Pur- 
pofe. 

El.  Love.  Miftrefs,  your  Will  leads  my  Speeches  from 
the  Purpofe.     But,  as  a  Man • 

Lady.  A  Similiey  Servant?  This  Room  was  built  for 
honeft  Meaners,  that  deliver  themfelves  haftily  and  plain- 
ly, and  are  gone.  Is  this  a  Time  or  Place  for  Exordiums; 
and  Similies  and  Metaphors  ?  If  you  have  aught  to  fay, 
break  into't:  my  Anfwers  fhall  very  reafonably  meet 
you. 

El.  Love.  Miftrefs,  I  came  to  fee  you. 

Lady.  That's  happily  diipatch'd  •,  the  next         ■ 

El.  Love.  To  take  Leave  of  you. 

Lady.  To  be  gone  ? 

EL  Love.  Yes. 

Lady.-  You  need  not  have  defpair'd  of  that,  nor  have* 
us'd  fo  many  Circumitances  to  win  mc;  to  give  you  Leave 
to  perform  my  Command  \  Is  there  a  third  ? 

EL  Love.  Yes  5  I  had  a  third,  had  you  been  apt  to; 
hear  it. 

Lady.  I  ?  never  apter.     Faft  (good  Servant)  faft. 

EL  Love.  *Twas  to  intreat  you  to  hear  Reaibn. 

Lady.  Moft  willingly,  have  you  brought  one  can 
lpeak  it? 

El.  Love.  Laftly,  it  is  to  kindle  in  that  barren  Heart 
Love  and  Forgivenefs. 

Lady.  You  wou'd  ftay  at  Home  ? 

EL  Love.  Yes,  Lady. 

Lady.  Why,  you  may,  and  doubtlefly  will,  when  you 
have  debated  that  your  Commander  is  but  your  Miftrefs, 
a  Woman,  a  weak  one,  wildly  overborn  with  Paffions : 
but  the  Thing,  by  her  commanded,  is,  to  fee  leaver's  dread- 
full 
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Fiill  ClilF,  paffing  in  a  poor  Water-houfe ;  the  Dangers  of 
the  mercikfs  Channel  'twixt  that  and  Calais  y  (4)  five  long 
Hours  Sail,  with  three  poor  Weeks'  Vi&uals. 

EL  Love.  You  wrong  me. 

Lady.  Then  to  land  dumb,  unable  to  enquire  For  an 
Englijb  Hoft,  to  remove  from  City  to  City,  by  moft 
chargeable  Poft-horfe,  like  one  that  rode  in  Queft  of  his 
Mother  Tongue. 

EL  Love.  You  wrong  me  much. 

Lady.  And  •  all  thefe  (almoft  invincible  Labours)  per- 
form'd  for  your  Miftrefs,  to  be  in  danger  to  forfake  her, 
and  to  put  on  new  Allegiance  to  fome  French  Lady,  who 
is  content  to  change  Language  with  your  Laughter,  and, 
after  your  whole  Year  fpent  in  Tennis  and  broken  Speech, 
to  Hand  to  the  Hazard  of  being  laugh'd  at,  at  your  Re- 
turn, and  have  Tales  made  on  you  by  the  Chamber- 
maids. 

EL  Love.  You  wrong  me  much; 

Lady.  Louder  yet.       * 

EL  Love.  You  know,  your  leaft  Word  is  of  Force  to 
mal^e  me  feek  out  Dangers;  move  me  not  with  Toys: 
But  in  this  Baniihment,  I  muft  take  Leave  to  fay,  you  are 
unjuft :  Was  one  Kifs  forc'd  from  you  in  Puhlick  by  me  fo 
unpardonable?  Why,  all  the  Hours. of  Day  and  Night 
have  feen  us  kifs.  > 

Lady.  'Tis  true,  and  fo  you  told  the  Company  that 
heard  me  chide.  . 

EL  Love.  Your  own  Eyes  were  not  dearer  to  you  than  I. 

Lady.  And  fo  you  told  'em. 

EL  Love.  I  did,  yet  no  Sign  of  Difgrace  need  to  have 
ftain'd  your  Cheek:  You  yourielf  knew  your  pure  and 
fimple  Heart  to  be  moft  unfpotted,  and  free  from  the 
leaft  Bafenefs. 

Lady.  I  did :  But  if  a  Maid's  Heart  doth  but  once  think 
that  fhe  is  fufpe&ed,  her  own  Face  will  write  her  guilty. 

(4)  Five  long  Hours*  Sail,  with  three  poor  Week's  FiSualsJ]  Thii 
Speech  is  all  through  Sarcaftical.  She  is  bantering  her  Gallant  on  the 
iuppofed  Danger  of  his  Voyage ;  and  the  great  Care  he  is  taking  of 
himfelf,  in  laying  in  three  Weeks  Provifions  only  to  crofs  from  Dover 

to  Calais.  9 

EL  Love. 
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El.  Love.  But  where  lay  this  Difgrace?  The  World, 
that  knew  us,  knew  our  Refolutions  well :  And  could  it 
be  hop'd,  that  I  fhould  give  away  my  Freedom ;  and 
venture  a  perpetual  Bondage  with  one  I  never  kift  ?  or 
could  I  in  ftrift  Wif&om  take  too  much  Love  upon  me, 
from  her  that  chofe  me  for  her  Husband? 

Lady.  Believe  me ;  if  my  Wedding-fmock  were  on,        i 
Were  the  Gloves  bought  and  giv'n,  the  Licence  come, 
Were  the  Rofemary-branches  dip'd,  and  all 
(5)  The  Hippocras  and  Cakes  eat  and  drunk  off, 
Were  thefe  two  Arms  incompafc'd  with  the  Hands 
Of  Batchelors  to  lead  me  to  the  Church, 
Were  my  Feet  in  the  Door,  (6)  ware,  —  /  John  —  Hud, 
If  John  fhou'd  boaft  a  Favour  done  by  me, 
I  wou'd  not  wed  that  Year :  And  you,  I  hope* 
When  you  have  fpent  this  Year  commodiouQy, 
In  atchieving  Languages,  will  at  your  Return 
Acknowledge  me  more  coy  of  letting  with  mine  Eyes, 
Than  fuch  a  Friend.   More  T*flk  I  hold  not  now, 
If  you  dare  go. 

EL  Love.  I  dare,  you  know.    Firft,  let  me  kife. 

Lady.  Farewel,  fweet  Servant,  and  your  Task  per- 
On  a  new  Ground,  as  a  beginning  Suitor,  [fonn'd, 

I  ihall  be  apt  to  hear  you. 

El.  Love.  Farewel,  cruel  Miftrefs.  [Exit  Lady, 

Enter  T/mng  Lovelefi,  and  Savil. 

To.  Love.  Brother,  you'll  hazard  the  tofing  your  Tide    ' 
to  Grave  fend:  you  have  a  long  Half-mile  by  Land  to 
Greenwich. 

El.  Love.  I  go :  But,  Brother,  what  yet  unheard-of 
Courfe  to  livt  <teth  your  Imagination  flatter  you  with  ? 
Your  ordinary  Means  are  devour*  d. 

(5)  Hippocras]  This  was  a  Wine  fpiced  and  flrain'd  thro*  a  Flan- 
nel Bag,  formerly  in  much  Requeft  at  Weddings,  Wakes,  &c.  The 
Strainer,  we  are  told,  was  call'd  Hippocrates'*  Sleeve.  "I  know,  there 
is  a  Woollen  Bag,  fo  call'd,  ufed  by  the  Apothecaries  to  ftrain  Syrups 
and  Decoctions  for  Clarification. 

(6)  Wen, /John /aid,]    i.e.   Tho'  the  Qeremony  of 

Marriage  were  began ;  and  we  were  come  to  the  Worcls,  /John  take 
the  Mary,  &c . 

To.  Love. , 
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To.  Love.  Courfe?  why  Horfe-courfing,  I  think.  Con- 
fom£  no  Time  in  this ;  I  have  no  Eftate  to  be  mended 
by  Meditation :  He,  that  bufies  himfelf  about  my  For- 
tunes, may  properly  be  laid  to  bufy  himfelf  about  no- 
thing* 

EL  Love.  Yet  fome  Courfe  you  muft  take,  which  for  my 
Satisfaction  refolve  and  open ;  if  you  will  fhape  none,  I 
muft  inform  you  that  that  Man  but  perfuades  himfelf  he 
means  to  live,  that  imagines  not  the  Means. 

To.  Love.  Why,  live  upon  others,  as  others  have  livM 
upon  me. 

EL  Love.  I  apprehend  not  that :  You  have  fed  others, 
and  confequently  difpos'd  of  'em :  And  the  feme  Meafiire 
muft  you  expeft  from  your  Maintainers,  which  will  be 
too  heavy  an  Alteration  for  you  to  bear. 

(7)  To.  Love.  Why,  I'll  purfe ;  if  that  raife  me  not,' 
1*11  bett  at  Bowling- Alleys,  or  man  Whores ;  I  would  fain 
live  by  others :  But  I'll  live  whilft  I  am  unhang'd,  and 
after  the  Thought's  taken,  » 

EL  Love.  I  fee,  you  are  ty'd  to  no  particular  Imploy- 
ment  then? 

To.  Love.  Faith,  I  may  chufe  my  Courfe :  They  fay,' 
Nature  brings  forth  none  but  fhe  provides  for  them:  I'll 
try  her  liberality. 

EL  Love.  Well,  to  keep  your  Feet  out  of  bafe  and  dan- 
gerous Paths,  I  have  refolv'd  you  fhall  live  as  Mafter  of 
my  Houfe.  It  fhall  be  your  Care,  Savil,  to  fee  him  fed  and 
cloath'd,  not  according  to  his  prefent  Eftate,  but  to  his 
Birth  and  former  Fortunes/ 

To.  Love.  If  it  be  referM  to  him,  if  I  be  not  found  in 
Carnation  7e^/?y-Stockings,  Hue  Devils*  Breeches,  with 
the  Gards  down,  and  my  Pocket  i'th'  Sleeves,  I'll  ne'er 
look  you  i'th*  Face  again. 

Sav.  A  comelier  Wear,  I  wufs,  it  is  than  thofe  dangling 
Slops. 

El.  Love.  To  keep  you  ready  to  do  him  all  Service  peace- 

(7)  Why*  77/ purfe;  if  that  raife  me  not,  77/  bett  at  Bowling- 
dlleys,  or  man  Whores  i]  i.  e.  I'll  take  a  Purfe  upon  the  Road,  6r 
turn  Bully  and  Stallion  to  a  Bawdy-houfe. 

ably, 
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aHy,  and  him  to  command  you  reafonably,  I  leave  theie 
further  Directions  in  Writing ;  which,  at  your  beft  Lei- 
fore,  together  open  and  read. 

Enter  Abigail  to  tbemy  with  a  Jewel. 

Abig.  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  commends  her  Love  to  you  in 
this  Token,  and  thefe  Words ;  it  is  a  Jewel  (fhe  lays)  which 
as  a  Favour  from  her  (he  would  requeft  you  to  wear  'till 
your  Year's  Travel  be  perform'd :  Which  once  expir'd, 
fhe  will  happily  expedt  your  happy  Return. 

Eh  Love.  Return  my  Sendee  with  fuch  Thanks,  as  fhe 
may  imagine  the  Heart  of  a  fuddenly  over-joy'd  Man 
would  willingly  utter ;  and  you,  I  hope,  I  fhall  with 
flender  Arguments  perfuade  to  wear  this  Diamond ;  that 
when  my  Miftrefs  fhall,  through  my  long  Abfence,  and  the 
Approach  of  new  Suitors,  offer  to  forget  me ;  you  may 
caft  your  Eye  down  to  your  Finger,  and,,pemember  and 
fpeak  of  me :  She  will  hear  thee  better  than  thofe  allied  by 
Birth  to  her;  as  we  fee  many  Men  much  fway'd  by  the 
Grooms  of  their  Chambers,  not  that  they  have  a  greater 
Part  of  their  Love  or  Opinion  on  them,  than  on  others, 
but  for  that  they  know  their  Secrets. 

Abig .  (y  my  Credit,  I  fwear,  I  think  'twas  made  for 
me :  Feat  no  other  Suitors.  . 

EL  Love.  I  fliall  not  need  to  teach  you  how  to  difcredit 
their  Beginning ;  you  know  how  to  take  Exception  at  their 
Shirts  at  Walhing ;  or  to  make  the  Maids  fwear,  they 
found  Plaifters  in  their  Beds. 

Abig.  I  know,  I  know*  and  do  not  you  fear  the  Sui- 
tors. 

El.  Love.  Farewel,  be  mindful,  and  be  happy;  the 
Night  calls  me.  [Exeunt  omnes  prater  Abig. 

Abig.  The  Gods  of  the  Winds  befriend  you,  Sir !  a 
conftantand  liberal  Lover  thou  art,  more  fuch  God 
lend  us! 

Enter  Welford, 

Wei.  Let  'em  not  ftand  (till,  we  have  rid. 
Abig.  A  Suitor,  I  know,  by  his  riding  hard ;  I'll  not 
be  feen. 

Wei 


7%e  Scornfull  Lady.      \    289 

Wei.  A  pretty  Hall  this,  no  Servant  in't?  I  wou'd  look 
freely. 

JHrigi  You  have  delivered  your  Errand. to  me  then: 
there's  no  Danger  in  a  handfbme  young  Fellow:  I'll  fhew 
myfelf. 

Wei.  Lady,  may  it  pleafe  vou  to  beftow  Upon  a  Stran- 
ger the  ordinary  Grace  of  Salutation  ?  Are  you  the  Lady 
of  this  Houfe  ? 

Abig.  Sir,  lam  worthily  proud  to  be  a  Servant  of 
hers.  , 

Wei.  Lady,  I  fliould  be  as  proud  to  be  a  Servant  of 
yours,  did  not  my  h  late  Acquaintance  make  me  delpair.* 

Abig.  Sir,  it  is  not  fo  hard  to  atchieve,  but  Nature  may 
bring  it  about.' 

Wei.  For  thefe  comfortable  Wof ds*  I  remain  your  glad 
Debtor.     Is  your  Lady  at  home  ?  # 

Abig.  She  is  no  Straggler,  Sir. 

Wei.  May  her  Occafions  admit  me  to  fpeak  with  her  ? 

Abig.  If  you  come  in  the  way  of  a  Suitor*  No. 

Wei.  I  know  your  affable  Virtue  Will  be  mov'd  to  per- 
foade  her,  that  a  Gentleman,  benighted  and  ftray'd,  of- 
fers to  be  bound  to  her  for  a  Night's  Lodging. 

Abig.  I  will  commend  this  Meflage  to  her ;  but  if  you 
aim  at  her  Body,  you  will  be  deluded:  (8)  There  are 
Other  Women  of  the  Houfehold  of  as  good  Carriage  and 
Government ;"  upon  any  of  which  if  you  can  caft  your 
AfFeition,  they  will  perhaps  be  found  as  faithful  and  not 
fo  coy.  [Exit  Abig. 

Wei  What  a  Skin-foil  of  Luft  is  this  ?  I  thought,  I 
had  come  a  Wooing,  and  I  am  the  courted  Party.  This 
is  right  Court-fafliion :  Men,  Women,  and  all  woo ;  Catch, 
that  catch  may.  •  if  this  fbft-hearted  Woman  have  infas'd 
any  of  her  Tendernefs  into  her  Lady,  there  is  Hope,  fhe 
will  be  plyant.     But  who's  here  ? 

(8)  Other  Women  of  the  Houfehold '. of  as  good  Carriage  and  Go* 
<vernment\\  Without  the  Infertion  of  the  Preliminary  Words,  There 
are,  the  Senfe  is  quite  imperfedl.  Mr.  Sympfon. 

Voir.  I.  U  Enter 


2  go  7%s  Scorrifull  LaSyl 

Enter  Sir  Roger,  the  Curate. 

Rog.  <Jq4  ftve  youj  Sir!  My  Lady  kt$  you  know,  fhe 
df fires  to  be  acquainted  with  your  Name,  before  fhe  con-% 
fer  with  you  ? 

Wei.  Sir,  my  Nam?  calk  me  Welford. 

Rqg.  Sir,  you  are  a  Gentleman  of  a  good  Name.  I'll 
try  his  Wit. 

Wei  I  will  uphold  it  as  good  as  any  of  my  Anceftors 
had  this  two  Hundred  Years,  Sir. 

Reg.  J  knew  a  worihipful  and  a  religious  Gentleman 
of  your  Name  in  the  Bilhaprick  of  Durham.  Call  you 
himCoufinf 

Wei.  I  am  only  allied  to  his  Virtues,  Sir. 

Hog,  It  is  madeftly  fcid  •  I  fhould  xarry  the  Badge  of 
your  Chriftianity  with  jpe  too. 

Wei.  What's  that,  a  Crofs  ?  there's  a  Teller. 

Rtg .  I  mean,  the  Name  which  your  God-fathers  and 
Godmothers  gave  you  at  the  Font. 

Wei.  *Tis  Harry:  Bijt  you  cannot  proceed  orderly  now 
in.  your  Catechifm ;  for  you  have  told  me  who  gave  me 
that  Name.    Shall  I  beg  yowr  Name? 

*#•  Roger. 

Wei.  What  Room  fill  you  in  this  Houfe? 

Rtg.  More  Rooms  thum  one. 

Wei.  The  n&ore  the  menier  •  But  may  my  Boldnefi 
know,  why  your  J^y  hath  fcnt  you  to  decypher  my 
Name? 

Rog.  Her  own  Words  were  t&eje:  To  know,  whether 
you  were  a  formerly,  deny'4  Suitor,  difguis'd  in  this  Mef- 
fege :  For,  I  can  aflure  you,  (9)  fhe  delights  not  in  Tba- 
Imp:  Hymen  and  fhe  are  at  Variag^*JHKall  return  with 
much  hafte.  „       "  [Exit  Roger. 

Wei.  And  much  Speedy  Sir,  I  hope:  Certainly,  I  am 
arrived  amongft  a  Nation  of  new-found  Fools,  on  a  Land 
where  no  Navigator  h?s  yet  planted  Wit  *  If  I  had  fore- 

(9)  She  delights  not  in  Thalame:]  It  mail  be,  as  I  had  long  ago 
obferv'd,  and  as  Mr.  Sympfon  likewife  hinted  to  me,  in  7 L alamo: 
She  has  no  Taftc  for  Wedlock,  for  the  Marriage-bed. 

feen 
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feen  it,  I  would  have  laded  my  Breeches  with  Bells, 
Knives,  Copper,  and  Glafies,  to  trade  with  Women  for 
their  Virginities ;  yet,  I  fear,  I  fhould  have  betray'd  my 
felf  to  a  needlefs  Charge  then.  Here  comes  the  walking 
Night-cap  again. 

Enter  Roger.  , 

» 

Rog.  Sir,  my  Lady's  Pleafure  is  to  fee  you ;  who  hath 
commanded  me  to  acknowledge  her  Sorrow,  that  you 
muft  take  the  Pains  to  come  up  for  fo  bad  Entertain- 
ment. .  "  ' 

Wei.  I  fhall  obey  your  Lady,  that  fent  it,  and  acknow- 
ledge you  that  brought  it,  to  be  your  Arts  Mafter. 

Rog.  I  am  but  a  Bachelor  of  Art,  Sir ;  and  I  have 
the  mending  of  all  under  this  Roof,  from  my  Lady  on 
her  Down-bed,  to  the  Maid  in  the  Peafe-ftraw. 

Wei.  A, Cotter,  Sir?  ' ' 

(10)  Rog.  No,  Sir,  I  inculcate  divine  Homilies  within 
thefe  Walls. 

Wei  But  the  Inhabitants  of  this  Houfe  do  often  em- 
ploy you  on  Errands  without  any  Scruple  of  Confcience. 

Rog.  Yes,  I  do  take  the  Air  many  Mornings  on  Foot 
three  or  four  Miles,  for  Eggs:  But  why  move  you 
that? 

JVel.  To  know  whether  it  might  become  your  Functi- 
on to  bid  my  Man  to  negleft  his  Horfe  a  little  to  attend 
cm  me. 

Rog.  Moft  properly,  Sir. 

Wei.  I  pray  you,  do  fo  then :  The  whilft  I  will  attend 
your  Lady.  You  direft  all  this  Houfe  in  the  true  Way  ? 

Rog.  I  do,  Sir. 

Wei.  And  thi^Door,  I  hope,  condu&s  to  your  Lady  ? 

(10)  No,  Sir,  I  inculcate  divine  Service  within  thefe  Walls]  Se- 
veral of  the  old  Quarto's  haye  it,  Homilies ;  Either  Word  is  equally 
to  the  Purpofe,  but  the  latter  being  the  ftiffer  and  more  precife  Term, 
ieems  moll  Puitable  to  Sir  Roger's  formal  Chara&er.  So  Abigail,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  fourth  A&,  fpeaking  of  him,  fays ; 

To  this  good  HomiKft  P<ve  betn  ever  ftuhhorn  j 
Sir  Roger  is  a  very  good  Pifture  of  a  doll,  pedantick  ConntrfeChap- 
lain,  of  thofe  Times,  in  a  private  Family.  ▼ 

U  2  ,     -    Ro£. 
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Rog.  Your  Underftgnding  is  ingenious, 

[Exeunt  feveralfy* 

Enter  Young  Lovelefs  and  Savil,  with  a  Writing. 

Sav.  By  your  Favour,  Sir,  you  fhall  pardon  me. 

To.  Love.  ( 1 1 )  I  fhall  beat  your  Favour,  Sir ;  — Crofi 
me  no  more ;  I  fay,  they  fhall  come  in. 

Sav.  Sir,  you  forget  who  I  am  ? 

To.  Love.  Sir,  I  do  not ;  thou  art  my  Brother's 
Steward,  his  caft-off  Mill-money,  his  Kitchen  Arithme- 
tick. 

Sav.  Sir,  I  hope,  you  will  not  make  fo  little  of  me  ? 

To.  Love.  I  make  thee  not  fo  little  as  thou  ^art ;  for, 
indeed,  there  goes  no  more  to  the  making  of  a  Steward, 
but  a  fair  Imprimis,  $nd  then  a  reafonable  Item  infus'd 
into  him,  and  the  Thing  is  done. 

Sav.  Nay,  then,  you  ftir  my  Duty,  and  I  muft  tell 
you— — 

To.  Love.  What  wouldft  thou  tell  me,  how  Hops 
grow,  or  hold  fbme  rotten  Difcourfe  of  Sheep,  or  when 
our  Lady-day  falls  ?  Prithee,  farewel,  and  entertain  my 
Friends,  be  drunk  and  bum  thy  Table-books  5  and  my 
dear  Spark  of  Velvet,  thou  and  L— • 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  remember. 

To.  Love.  I  do  remember  thee  a  foolifh  Fellow,  one 
that  did  put  his  truft  in  Almanacks,  and  Horfe-fairs, 
and  rofe  by  Honey,  and  Pot-butter.  Shall  they  come  in 
yet? 

Sav.  Nay,  then  I  muft  unfold  your  Brother's  Pleafure; 
thefc  be  the  Lefifons,  Sir,  he  left  behind  him. 

To.  Love.  Prithee,  expound  the  firft. 

Sav.  /  leave  to  maintain  my  Houfe  three  Hundred  Pounds 
a  Tear ;  and  my  Brother  to  difpofe  of  it. 

To.  Love.  Mark  that,  my  wicked  Steward ;  and  I  dif- 
pofe of  it — 

Sav.  Whilft  he  hears  bimfelf  like  a  Gentleman,  and  ny 

(11)  I  Jball  bear  your  Favour,  Sir,  crofs  me  no  more.']  There  is 
neitherSenfe  nor  Humour,  in  young  LoveIefSs  Reply,  as  it  ftands  in 
all  th^fcopies.  My  Correction  retrieves  both  :  /.  e.  If  you  continue 
jo  crofs  me,  I  fhall  correct  you  for  your  Stubbornnefs. 

Credit 
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Credit  falls  not  in  him.  Mark  That,  my  good  young  Sir, 
mark  That. 

To.  Love.  Nay,  if  it  he  no  more,  I  Ihall  fulfill  it ;  while 
my  Legs  will  carry  me  I'll  bear  myfelf  Gentleman-like, 
but  when  I  am  drunk,  let  them  bear  me  that  can.  For- 
ward, dear  Steward. 

Sav.  Next  it  is  my  Willy  that  he  be  furniflfd  (as  my 
Brother)  with  Attendance^  Apparel,  and  the  Obedience  of 
my  People. 

To.  Love.  Steward,  this  is  as  plain  as  your  old  Minikin- 
breeches.  Your  Wifclom  will  relent  now,  will  it  not  ?  Be 
mollified,  or—  you  underftand  me,  Sir  ;  proceed. 

Sav.  Next j  that  my  Steward  keep  his  Places  and  Power ', 
and  bound  my  Brothers  Wildnefs  with  his  Care. 

To.  Love.  Til  hear  no  more  of  this  Apocrypha,  bind  it 
by  itfelf,  Steward. 

Sav.  This  is  your  Brother's  Will,  and,  as  I  take  it,  he 
makes  no  mention  of  fuch  Company  as  you  would  draw 
unto  you.  Captains  of  Gaily  foiftis,  fuch  as  in  a  clear 
Day  have  feen  Calais,  Fellows  that  have  no  more  of  God, 
than  their  Oaths  come  to ;  they  wear  Swords  to  reach 
Fire  at  a  Play,  and  get  there  the  oil'd  End  of  a  Pipe,  « 
for  their  Guerdon :  Then  -the  Remnant  of  your  Regi- 
ment are  wealthy  Tobacco-Merchants,  that  let  up  with 
one  Ounce,  and  break  for  three ;  together  with  a  Forlorn 
Hope  of  Poets,  and  all  thefc  look  like  Cartbufians,  Things 
withous  Linnen :  Are  thefe  fit  Company  for  my  Mailer's 
Brother? 

To.  Love.  I  will  either  convert  thee  (O  thou  Pagan 
Steward)  or  prefently  confound  thee  and  thy  Reckonings  * 
Who's  there  ?  Call  in  the  Gentlemen. 

Sav.  Good  Sir—— 

To.  Love.  Nay,  you  lhall  know  both  who  I  am,  and 
where  I  am. 

Sav.  Are  you  my  Mailer's  Brother  ? 

To.  Love.  Are  you  the  fage  Mailer  Steward,  with  a 
Face  like  an  old  Ephemeris  ? 


U  1  Enter 
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Enter  bis  Comrades,  Captain,  Traveller,  Poet,  &c. 

(12)  Sav.  Then  God  help  all,  I  fay ! 
.    To.  Love.  Ay,  and  'tis  well  laid,  my  olci  Peer  of 
France:  Welcome,  Gentlemen,  welcome,  Gentlemen;  mine 
own  dear  Lads,  you're  richly  welcome.    Know  this  old 
Harry  Groat. 

Copt,  Sir,  I  will  take  your  Love. 

Sav.  Sir,  will  you  take  my  Purfe. 
•    Copt,  And  ftudy  to  continue  it. 

Sav.  I  do  believe  you. 

Trav.  Your  honourable  Friend  and  Matter's  Brother, 
Hath  given  you  to  us  for  a  worthy  Fellow, 
And  fo  we  hug  you,  Sir. 

Sav.  H'as  given  himfelf  into  the  Hands  of  Varlets, 
Not  to  be  carv'd  put.  Sir,  are  thefe  the  Pieces  ? 

To.  Love.  They  are  the  Morals  of  the  Age,  the  Vir- 
Men  made  of  Gold.  [tues, 

Sav.  Of  your  Gold,  you  mean,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  This  is  a  Man  of  War,  and  cries,  go  on> 
And  wears  his  Colours,      Sav.  In's  Nofe.*       *  • 

To.  Love.  In  the  fragrant  Field, 
This  is  a  Traveller,  Sir,  kriows  Men  and  Manners, 
And  has.plow'd  up  the  Seafo  far,  'till  both 
-  The  Poles  have  knock'd  ;  has  feen  the  Sun  take  Coach, 
And  can  diftinguifh  the  Colour  of  his  Horfes, 
Their  Kinds,  and  had  a  Fknderf-Maxc  leap'd  there, 

Sav.  'Tis  much. 

<frav.  I  have  feen  more,  Sir. 

Sav.  *Tis  even  enough  o'  Confidence ;  fit  down,  and 
reft  you,  you  are  at  the  End  of  the  World  already. 
'Wpu'd,  you  had  as  good  a  Living,  Sir,  as  this  Fellow 
coy'd  lye  yop  out  of,  he  has  a  notable  Gift  in't ! 

(12)  Sav.  Then  God  help  *H>  I  f*y  /]  *S*viI  has  been  cftcemM,  by 
all  good  Judges  of  Comedy,  an  excellent  Character  of  a  precife,  dog- 
matical, ielf-conceited  Steward:  Always  pretending  to  obtrude  his 
Advice,  and  as  defirous  of  controuling  with  his  Opinions.  The  in* 
genious  Mr.  Appi  son,  I  remember,  told  me,  that  he  sketched  out 
his  Character  of  Vellum  in  the  Comedy  cztt'dtht  Drummer,  purely 
frpm  this  Model.  •^ 

To.  Love. 
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To.  Love.  This  minifters  the  Srnoak,  and  this  the 
Mufes.  .  ;  k 

Sav.  And  you  the  Cloaths,  and  Meat,  and.  Money, 
you  hare  a  goodly  Generation  of  'em ;  pray,  let  diem 
multiply;  your  Brother's  Houfe  is  big  enough*  aftd*  to 
fey  Truth,  h'as  too  much  JL^nd*  hang  it,  Dirt* 

To.  Love.  Why,  now  thou  art  a  loving  Stinkard.  Fir* 
off  thy  Annotations  and  thy.  Rent-books,  thou  haft  a 
weak  Brain,  Savil>  and  with  the  next  long  Bill  thofo  wUf 
run  mad.  Gentlemen,  you  are  once  more  welcome  to 
three  Hundred  Pounds  o*  Year  5  we  Will  be  freely  rosrry, 
fiball  we  nqt? _'■ 
.   Capt.  Merty*  as  Mirth  and  Wine*  my  lovely  LoveUfs. 

Poet.  A  ferious  Look  IhaM  be  a  Jury  to  excommuni- 
cate any  Man  from  our  Company. 

Trav.  We  will  not  talk  wifely  neither  ? 
-  To.  Love.  What  think  you,  Gentlemen,  T>y  all  this  Re- 
venue in  Drink  ? 

Capt.  I  am  all  for  Drink. 

Trav.  I  am  dry,  ?till  it  be  fo. 

Poet.  He  that  will  not  cry  Amen  to  this,  let  him  live 
fober,  feem  wife,  and  die  o*  th*  Coram. 

To.  Love.  It  fhall  be  fo,  ws^ll  have  it  all  in  Drink ;  let 
Meat  and  Lodging  go,  they  are  tnmfkoryy  and  ftiew 
Men  meerly  mortal:  Then  we'B hapre Wenches,  every 
Otoe  his  Wench,  and  every  Week  a  frefh  one-,  we'll  keep 
no  powder'd  Flefh.  All  thefe  we  have  by  Warrant  un- 
dfct  the  Title  of  Things  necjetfary.  Here  upon  this  Place 
I  ground  it,  the  Obedience  of  my  People,  and  all  NeceP 
faries :  Your  Opinions,  Gentkmen  ? 

Capt.  'Tis  plain,  and  evident,  that  he  meant  Wenches, 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  let  me  expound  it. 

Capt.  Here  be  as  found  Men,  as  youtfelf,  Sir. 

Poet.  This  do  I  hold  to  be  the  Interpretation  of  it : 
In  this  Word,  Necejaryj  is  concluded  all  that  be  Helps  to 
Man ;  Woman  was  made  the  firft,  and  therefore  here  the 
CWefeft. 

To.  Love.  Believe  me,  *tis  a  learned  one ;  and  by  thefe 
Words,  The  Obedience  of  my  People*  you  Steward,  being 
one,  are  bound  to  fetch  us  Wenches. 

U  4  Capt. 
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Copt.  He  is,  he  is. 

To.  Love.  Steward,  attend  us  for  Inftru&ions. 

Sav.  But  will  you  keep  no  Houfe,  Sir? 

To.  Love.  Nothing  but  Drink,  Sir,  three  Hundred 
Pounds  in  Drink. 

Sav.  O  miferable  Houfe,  and  miferable  I  that  I  live 
to  fee  it1  Good  Sir,  keep  fbme  Meat.- 

To.  Love.  Get  us  good  Whores,  add  for  your  part,  I'll 
board  you  in  an  Ale-houfe,  you  fhall  have  Cheefe  and 
Onions. 

. .  Sav.  What  fhall  becomeof  me  ?  no Chimney  fmoaking? 
Well,  Prodigal,  your  Brother  will  come  home.        [Exit, 

To.  Love.  Come  Lads,  Pll  warrant  you  for  Wenches, 
Three  Hundred  Pounds  in  Drink. 

Omnes.  Q  brave  Lovelefs  I       '  [Exeunt. 


» 


ACT    II.     S   C   E   N  E     I. 

;  f  * 

Enter  Lady,  Welford,  and  Sir  Roger. 

Lady.  C I R,  now  you  fee  your  bad  Lodging,  I  muft 

■ .    O  bid  you  good  NigKt. 

Wei.  Lady,  if  there  be  any  W^nt,  'tjs  in  Want  of 
you. 

Lady.  A  little  Sleep  will  eafe  fhat  Corppliment.   Once 
more,  good  Night. 

Wei.  Once  more,  dear  Lady,  and  then  all  fweet  Nights, 
.   Lady.  Dear  Sir,  be  fhort  and  fweet  then. 

Wei.  Shall  the  Morrow  prove  better  to.  me,  fhall.  I  hope 
'  my  Suite  happier  by  this  Night's  Reft? 
:  Lady.  Is  your  Suite  fofickly,  that  Reft  will  help  it  ? 
Pray  ye,  let  it  reft  then  till  I  call  for  it.  Sir,  as  a  Stranger 
you  have  had  all  my  Welcome :  But  had  I  known  your 
Errand  e'er  you  came,  your  Paflage  had  been  ftraighter. 
Sir,  good  Night, 

fFfL  So  fair,  and  cruel !  Dear  Unkind,  good  Night. 

[Exit  Ladyf 
-../  Nay, 
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Nay,  Sir,  you  fhall  ftay  with  me,  I'll  prefi  your  Zeal 
fo  far.  • 

Rog.  O  Lord,  Sir* 
'  Wei.  Do  you  love  Tobacco  ? 

Rog.  Surely,  I  lore  it,  but  it  loves  not  me  f 
Yet,  with  your  Reverence,  I  will  be  bold, 

Wei.  Pray,  light  it,  Sir.    How  do  you  like  it? 

Rog.  I  promife  you,  'tis  notable  flinging  Geer  indeed, 
Itislwet,  Sir*.  Lord,  how  it  brings  down  Rheum  \ 

Wei.  Handle  it  again,  Sir,  you  have  a  warm  Text  6f  it 

(13)  Rog.  Thanks  ever  preipis'd  for  it.  I  promife  you, 
5Tis  very  powerful,  and,  oy  a  Trope,  fpiritual ; 
For,  certainly,  it  moves  in  fundry  Places. 

Wei.  Ay,  it  does  fo,  Sir,  and  me,  efpecially, 
To  ask,  Sir,  why  you  wear  a  Night-cap.  •  * 

Rog.  Affuredlv,  I  will  fpeak  the  Truth  unto  you. 
You  fhall  underftand,  Sir,  that  my  Head  is  broken ; 
(14)  And  by  whom  ?  even  by  that  rifible  Beaft,  the  Butler. 
.    Wei.  The  Buder  ?  Certainly,  he  had  all  his  Drink  about 
him  when  he  did  it.    Strike  one  of  your  grave  Caflbck  ? 
T>e  Offence,  Sir? 

Rog.  Reproving  him  at  Tra^trip,  Sir,  for  fwearing ;  you 
Jiave  the  Total,  furely. 
;  Wei.  You  told  him  when  his  Rage  was  fet  a-tilt,  and 
fo  he  crack'd  your  Canons.  I  hope,  he  has  not  hurt  y6ur 
gentle  Reading.  But  (hall  we  fee  thefe  Gentlewomen  To- 
night ? 

Rog .  Have  Patience,  Sir,  until  our  Fellow  Nicholas 

(13)  Thanks  ever  promi  fed /or  if.  I  promife  you,]  But  why  Thanks 
fromifed?  He  certainly  meant*  to  render  them  for  the  Favour.  I 
dare  (ay,  a  flight  Corruption  has  crept  in,  from  the  Word  promt/* 
immediately  following.  I  make  no  Doubt,  but  the  Authors  wrote, 
fremifed-y  i.  e.  his  Thanks  given  by  way  of  Preface,  or  Introduction. 
And.  as  it  is  a  Term  in  Logic k  too,  it  has  the  greater  Analogy  to 
Sir  Roger'*  Character. 

(14)  Andbywbom?  even  by  that  vifible  Beaft,  the  Butler."]  An 
invifible  Butler  would  certainly  be  a  rare  Curiofity.  Every  Man, 
quoad  Homo,  is  equally  vifible  at  fome  Times.  I  am  perfuaded, 
rifib/e,  was  the  original  Word :  *'.  e.  that  boifterous,  noify,  laughing 
Varlet.  Or,  perhaps,  Sir  Roger  may  ufe  the  Word  in  a  more  quaint 
Acceptation  ;  to  fignify  a  Man  rifu  dignus,  worthy  to  be  laugh'd  at. 

Mr.  Sjmpfon. 

be 
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be  dtceas'd,  that  is,  afleep:  For  fa  the  Word  is  taken -, 
(15)  Tojleep,  to  die;  to  die,  to*JUep\  a  very  Figure,  Sir. 

Wei  Cannot  you  caft  another  for  the  Gentlewomen  ? 

Rog.  Not  till  the  Manf  be  in  his  Bed;  his  Grave :  His 
Grave,  his  Bed:  The  toy  lame  again,  Sir.  Our  Comick 
Poet  gives  the  Reafon  (weetly ;  (16)  Pkmts  rimarum  eft, 
he  is  hill  of  Loope-hoks,  and  will  difcover  to  our  Pa- 
troness. 

Wei  Your  Comment,  Sir*  has  made  me  undcrftand 

you. 

Enter  Martha  the  Lady5 s  Sifter,  and  Abigail,  to  them, 

with  a  Pojfet. 

»-  • 

Rog.  Sir,  beaddreft,  the  Graces  do  falute  you  with 
the  fall  Bowl  of  Plenty.    Is  our  old  Enemy  entombed  ? 

Jbig .  He's  fafe. 

Rog.  Apd  does  he  foore  out  iupindy  wkb  the  Poet  ? 

Mar*  No,  he  out-fiiores  the  Poet. 

Wei  Gentlewoman,  thisCourtefy  ihall  hand  a  Stranger 
to  you,. ever  your  Servant. 

Mar.  Sir,  my  Sifter's  Striftnels  makes  hoc  us  forgpt 
you  are  a  Stranger  and  ft.Gcndcnwn*;  -.-.• 

AUg.  In  footh,  Sir,  were  I  chang'd  into  my  Lady, 
a  Gentleman,  fo  well  indued  with  Parts*  Ihould  not  be 

loft 

-  Wei  I  thank  you.  Gentlewoman,  and  reft  bound  ft> 
you.  See,  how  tnis  foul  Familiar  chews  the.Cud  \  From 
these,  and  three  and  Fifty,  good  Love,  deliver  me! 

Mar.  Will  you  fit  down,  Sir,  and  take  a  Spoon? 

Wei  I  take  it  kindly,  Lady. 

Mar.  It  is  our  beft  Banquet,.  Sir. 

Rog.  Shall  we  give  Thanks? 

(15)  ToJIeep,  to  die  ;  /*  die,  toJleep%  « 

Not  till  the  Man  be  in  his  Bed,  bis  Grave;  bis  Grave,  bis 
Bed;]  Thefe  two  Figures,  as  Sir  Roger  calls  them,  are  a  manifeft 
•  Flirt  at  the  Hamlet  of  Shakespeare,  in  that  fine  Soliloquy,  which 
begins,  To  be,  or  not  to  be,  &c. 

(16)  Plenus  rimaram  eft,  be  is  full  of  Loope-boles  i)  The  Comick 
Poet,  whom  Sir  Roger  is  here  quoting,  is  Tb  re  nce,  in  his  Eunuch. 

Farm.  Plemu  rimarum  Jum,  bae  at  que  iliac  ferfluo. 

Wtl 


77>e  ScornfuJl  Lady.  299 

Wei.  I  have  to  the  Gentlewomen  already,  Sir. 

Mar.  Good  Sir  Roger ',  keep  that  Breath  to  cool  your 
part  o*  th'  Poffet,  you  may  chance  have  a  fcalding  Zed 
elfe ;  an  you  will  needs  be  doing,  pray,  tell  your  Twenty 
to  yourfelf.    * Wou'd,  you  cou'd  like  this*  Sir  ? 

Wei.  I  would,  your  Sifter  wou'd  like  me  as  well, 
Lady! 

Mar.  Sure,  Sir,  flie  wou'd  not  eat  you :  But  banifh 
that  Imagination ;  fhe's  only  wedded  to  herfelf,  lies  with 
herfelf,  and  loves  herfelf :  and  for  another  Husband  than 
herfelf,  he  may  knock  at  the  Gate,  but  ne'er  come  in. 
Be  wife,  Sir,  fhe's  a  Woman,  and  a  Trouble, 
And  has  her  many  Faults,  the  leaft  of  which  is, 
She  cannot  love. 

Abig.  God  pardon  her,  fhe'U  do  worfe ; 
'Would,  I  were  worthy  his  leaft  Grief,  Miftrels  Martha. 

Wei.  Now  I  muft  over-hear  her. 

Mar.  Faith,  'wou'd  thou  hadft  them  all  with  all  my  ' 
Heart ; 
I  do  not  think,  they  wpu'd  make  thee  a  Day  older. 

Abig.  Sir,  will  you  put  in  deeper,  'tis  the  fwceter. 

Mar.  Well  faid,  old  Sayings. 

Wei.  She  looks  like  one,  indeed. 
Gentlewoman,  you  keep  your  Word,  yourfweetfelf 
Has  made  the  Bottom  fweeter. 

Abig.  Sir,  I  begin  a  Frolick,  [vou. 

Dare  you  change,  Sir  ?    Wei.  Myfelf  for  you,  fo  pleafe 
That  Smile  has  turn'd  my  Stomach :  This  is  right 
Th*  old  Emblem  of  the  Moyle  cropping  of  Thirties ; 
Lord,  what  a  hunting  Head  flic  carries,  lure, 
She  has  been  ridden  with  a  Martingale. 
Now  Love  deliver  me !      Reg.  Do  I  dream,  or  do  I 
Wake  ?  Surely,  I  know  not :  Am  I  rub'd  off  ? 
Is  this  the  way  of  all  my  Morning  Pray'rs  ? 
Oh  Roger,  thoq'rt  but  Grafs,  and  Woman  as 
A  Flow'r.   ( 1 7)  Did  I  for  this  confume  my  Carcafs 

(17)  —  Did  I  for  this  confume  my  Quarters,]  If  Sir  Roger  means 
his  Body,  as  Mr.  Symffon  obferves  to  me,  one  ftiould  conjecture,  that 
Qarcafo  was  more  Significant,   if  not  more  obvious  to  be  underflood. 

fo 
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In  Meditation,  Vows,  and  woo'd  her  in 
Heroic  Epiftles  ?  Did  I  expound  the  Owl, 
And  undertook  with  Labour  and  Expence. 
The  Recollection  of  thofe  Thoufand  Pieces, 
Confum'd  in  Cellars,  and  Tobacco-fhops 

(18)  Of  that  our  honour'd  Englijhman  Nicb.  Br  ought  on? 
Have  I  done  this,  and  am  I  done  thus  to  ? 
I  will  end  with  the  wife  Man,  and  fay ;  He 

That  holds  a  Woman,  has  an  Eel  by  the  Tail. 

Mar.  Sir,  'tis  fo  late,  and  our  Entertainment  (meaning 
our  Poffet)  by  this  is  grown  fo  cold,  that  'twete  an  un- 
mannerly Part  longer  to  hold  you  from  your  Reft :  Let 
what  the  Houfe  has  be  at  your  Command,  Sir. 
-  •  Wei  Sweet  Reft  be  with  you,  Lady.  And  to  you 
what  you  defire  too.  [Exeunt. 

Abig.  It  fhou'd  be  fome  fuch  good  Thing  like  your    . 
felf  then. 

Wei  Heav'n  keep  me  from  that  Curfe,  and  all  my  Iffue ! 
Good-night,  Antiquity. 

Rog.  Sol  amen  Miferis  focios  babuijfe  Doloris :  But  I 
alone,—— 

Wei  Learned  Sir,  will  you  bid  my  Man  come  to  me  ? 
And,  requefting  a  greater  Meaiiire  of  your  Learning, 
Good-night,  good  Mafter  Roger. 

Rog.  Good  Sir,  Peace  be  with  you !         [Exit  Roger. 

Wei.  Adieu,  dear  Domine.    Half  a  Dozen  fuch  in 
A  Kingdom  wou'd  make  a  Man  forfwear  Confeflion: 
For  who,  that  had  but  half  his  Wits  about  him, 
Wou'd  commit  the  Counfel  of  a  ierious  Sin 

(19)  To  Such  a  crewel  Night-cap?  Why,  how  now, 

(18)  Of  that  our  honoured  Englifhman  Ni.Br.]  The  Poets,  I  do 
not  apprehend,  had  any  Intention  of  finking,  or  making  a  Secret,  of 
this  Author's  Name.  He  was  fo  well  known  at  that  Time  of  Day, 
that  the  Copyifts  thought,  they  might  fafely  give  us  his  Name  abbre- 
viated. He  was  a  voluminous  Writer,  who,  amongft  other  Things, 
compiled  an  elaborate Tra&  about  Fifth- Monarchy- Men.  Ben.  Jon- 
son  in  his  Alchemift,  has  made  Do/.  Common,  in  her  ecftatick  Fit  to 
Sir  Epicure  Mammpn,  talk  very  largely  out  of  the  Works  of  this 
Nicb.   B  rough  ton. 

(19)  To  fuch  a  cruel  Night-cap?]  The  Poets,  as  Mr.  Sympfon  ob- 
ferv'd  with  me,  certainly  wrote,  Cre*tuel ;  /.  c.  made  of  the  Ends  of  ' 
coarfe  Worfted.  Shall 
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Shall  we  have  an  Antick  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Whole  Head  do  you  carry 
Upon  your  Shoulders,  that  you  jole  it  fo 
Against  the  Poft  ?  Is't  for  your  Eafe  ?  Or  have   , 
You  feen  the  Cellar?  Where  are  my  Slippers,  Sir? 

Ser.  Here,  Sir. 

Wei.  Where,  Sir?  (20)  Have  you  got  the  pot  Vertigo? 
Have  you  feen  the  Horfes,  Sir  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir. 

Wei.  Have  they  any  Meat  ? 

Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  they  have  a  kind  of  wholfome  Rufhes, 
Hay  I  cannot  call  it. 

Wei.  And  no  Provender  ? 

Ser.  Sir,  fo  I  take  it. 

Wei.  You  are  merry,  Sir,  and  why  fb  ? 

Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  here  are  no  Oats  to  be  got,  unlefs 
you'll  have*  'em  in  Porridge :  The  People  are  fo  mainly 
given  to  Spoon-meat :  Yonder*  s  a  Caft  of  Coach-marcs 
of  the  Gentlewoman's,  the  ftrangeft  Cattle. 

Wei.  Why  ? 

Ser.  Why,  they  are  tranlparent,  Sir,  you  may  fee 
through  them: 
And-  fuch  a  Houfe !    Wei.  Come,  Sir,  the  Truth  of  your 
Difcovery.      Ser.  Sir,  they  are  in  Tribes  like  Jews: 
The  Kitchen  and  the  Dairy  make  one  Tribe, 
And  have  their  Faftion  and  their  Fornication 
Within  themfelves  j  the  Buttery  and  the  Landry 
Are  another  Tribe,  and  there  is  no  Love  loft ; 
The  Chambers  are  entire,  and  what's  done  there, 
Is  fomewhat  higher  than  my  Knowledge,  Sir : 
But  this  I  am  fure,  between  thefe  Copulations, 
A  Stranger  is  kept  virtuous,  that  is,  felling. 
But,  of  all  this,  the  Drink,  Sir— 

(20)  Have  you  got  the  pot-VcrdugO  ?]  Verdugo  is  a  Word  oiSpaniJb 
Extraction ;  but,  amongft  all  the  Significations  in  which  it  is  taken, 
it  has  no  one  Con  fori  ant  to  the  Idea  and  Meaning  here  required.  The 
Poets  mud  certainly  have  wrote  Vertigo^  a  Dizzinefs,  or  Swimming 
in  the  Head,  with  Drink. 

Wei. 
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Wei  What  of  that.  Sir? 

Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  I  will  handle  it  as  the  Time  and  your 
Patience 
Will  give  me  Leave.    This  Drink,  or  cooling  Julip, 
Of  which  three  Spoonfuls  kills  the  Calenture, 
A  Pint  breeds  the  cold  Palfy. —  Wei.  Sir,  you  belye 
The  Houfe.     Ser.  I  wou'd,  I  did,  Sir.    But  as  I  am 
(21)  A  true  Man,  if  it  were  but  one  Degree 
Colder,  nothing  but  an  Afs's  Hoof  would  hold  it. 
'     Wei.  I  am  giad  on't,  Sir,  for  if  it  had  provM  ftrongcr, 
You  had  been  Tongue-ty*d  of  thefe  Commendations. 
Light  me  the  Candle,  Sir,  I'll  hear  no  more.     [Exeunt. 

Enter  Young  Lovelefs,  and  his  Comrades,  with  Wenches, 

and  two  Fidlers. 

To.  Love.  Come,  my  brave  Man  of  War,  trace  out 
thy  Darling, 
And  you  my  learned  Council,  fit  and  tune,  Boys ; 
Kifs  till  the  Cow  come  home,  kifs  clofe,  kifs  clofe,  Knaves, 
My  Modern  Poet,  thou  fhalt  kifs  in  Couplets. 

Enter  Servant,  with  Wine. 

Strike  up,  you  merry  Varlets,  and  leave  your  peeping; 
This  is  no  Pay  for  Fidlers. 

Capt.  O  my  dear  Boy  5  thy  Hercules,  thy  Captain 
Makes  thee  his  Hylas,  his  Delight,  his  Solace. 
Love  thy  brave  Man  of  War,  and  let  thy  Bounty 
Clap  him  in  Shamois:  Let  there  be  deducted 

(2!)  ■         ■  ■  if  it  nvert  but  9ue  Degru 

Colder,  nothing  but  an  Afe'j  Hoof  would  bold  //.]  It  is  one 
peculiar  Impropriety  in  oar  Authors,  (who,  to  be  fure,  ought  every 
where  to  (hew  their  Learning,  (o  it  be  done  without  Pedantry ;)  that 
they  too  frequently  put  it  in  the  Mouths  of  Characters,  who  cannot 
well  be  fuppofed  to  know  any  thing  of  the  Matter.  The  Allufion 
here  is  to  tnofe  extreme  cold  Waters  which  flow'd  down  from  the 
Mountain  Nonacris  in  Arcadia*  and  which  would  penetrate  thro* 
every  Vehicle  but  that  of  an  Horfe's  Hoof;  as  Ju  stin  tells  us  in 
the  xiith  Book  of  his  Hiftory.  Plutarch  and  ^Elian  (ay,  it  was 
an  Afs's  Hoof.  Arrian,  Pliny,  and  Vitruvius,  a  Mule's: 
and  Quint  us  Curtpus,  an  Ox's.  The  Variation  in  this  point  is 
of  very  little  Confequence.  They  were  of  fo  very  cold  a  Quality,  as 
to  be  mortal  to  thofe  who  drank  of  them. 

out 
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Out  of  our  maift  Potation  five  Marks 

In  Hatchments  to  adorn  this  puiflant  Thigh, 

Cramp'd  with  this  Reft  of  Peace,  and  I  will  fight 

ThyBtftfls. 

To.  Love.  Thou  fhalt  have'tjBoy,  and  fly  in  Feather  ; 
Lead  oh  a  March,  you  Michers. 

Enter  Savil. 

.        .  .  i  .  .  ■ 

Sav.  O  my  Headi  my  Heart,  what  a  Noife  and* 
Change  is  here ! 
'Wou'd,  I  had  been  cold  i'th*  Mouth  before  this  Day, 
And  ne'er  have  liv'd  to  fee  this  Diflblution. 
He  that  lives  within  a  Mile  of  this  Place, 
Had  as  good  deep  in  the  perpetual 
Noife  of  an  Iron  Mill.     There's  a  dead  Sea 
Of  Drink  i'th*  Cellar,  in  which  goodly  Veffels 
Lie  wracked,  and  in  the  middle  of  this^Deluge 
Appear  the  Tops  of  Flagons  and  Black-jacks, 
like  Churches  drown'd  iW  Marflies. 

To.  Love.  What,  art  thou  come? 
My  fweet  Sir  AniaSj  welcome  to  Troy.  Come,  thou  fhalt 
kifs  my  Helena  and  court  her  in  a  Dance. 

Sate.  Good  Sir,  confider. 

To.  Love.  Shall  we  confider,  Gentlemen? 
How  fay  you  ?    Copt.  Confider?  That  were  afimpfe  Toy 
Ifaith;  confider?  Whofc  Moral's  that? 
The  Man,  that  cries,  confider,  is  our  Foe :  Let  my  Steel 
know  him. 

To.  Love.  Stay  thy  dead-doing  Hand, 
He  muft  not  die  yet :  Prithee  be  calm,  my  HeSor. 

Copt.  Peafant  Slave ! 
Thou  Groom  compos*d  of  Grudgings,  live  and  thank 
This  Gentleman,  thou  hadft  feen  Pluto  elfe ! 
The  next  confider  kills  thee. 

Frav.  Let  him  drink  down  his  Word  again  in  a  Gallon 
of  Sack. 

Poet.  fTis  but  a  Snuff,  make  it  two  Gallons,  and  let 
him  do  it  kneeling  in  Repentance. 

Sav.  Nay,  rather  loll  me,  there's  but  a  Lay-man  loft. 
Good  Captain,  do  your  Office, 

To.  Love. 
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To.  Love.  Thou  fhak  drink,  Steward ;  drink  and  dartfe, 
my  Steward.  Strike  him  a  Horn-pipe,  Squeakers;  (2  2)  take 
thy  Stiver,  and  pace  her  till  fhe  ftew. 

Sav.  Sure,  Sir,  I  cannot  dance  with  your  Gentlewomen, 
they  are  too  light  for  me ;  pray  break  my  Head,  and  kt 
me  go. 

Copt.  He  fhall  dance,  he  lhall  dance. 

To.  Love.  He  fhall  dance,  and  drink,  and  be  drunk  and 
dance,  and  be  drunk  again,  and  fhall  fee  no  Meat  in  a 
Year. 

Poet.  And  three  Quarters. 

To.  Love.  And  three  Quarters  be  it. 

Cap.  Who  knocks  there  ?  Let  him  in. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  difguis'd. 

• 

Sav.  Some  to  deliver  me,  I  hope. 

El.  Love.  Gentlemen,  God  fave  you  all !  my  Bufinefs  is 
to  one  Matter  Lovelefs, 

Copt.  This  is  ths  Gendem&n  you  mean;  view  him, 
And  take  his  Inventory,  he's  a  right  one. 

JftLLove,  He  prpmifcs  no  lefs,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  Siry  YourBufinefs? 

EL  Love.  Sir,  I  fhou'd  let  you  know,  yet  I  am  loth, 
Yet  I  am  fwom  to't ;  Vou'd,  fome  other  Tongue 
Wou'd  fpcak  it  for  me ! 
'  To.  Love.  Out  with  it,  i'  God's  Name. 
i   El.  Love,  All  I  defire,  Sir,  is  the  Patience   f 
And  SufPrance  of  a  Man ;  and,  good  Sir,  be 
Not  mov'd  more. 

To.  Level  Than  a  Pottle  of  Sack  will  do, 
Here  is  my  Hand ;  prithee,  thy  Bufinefi  ? 

El.  Love,  Good  Sir,  excufe  me ;  and  whatibever  you  hear, 
Think,  muft  have  been  known  to  you ;  and  be  yourfelf, 

(22)  take  thy  Striver,  and  pace  her  till  Jbe  fievo^\  Here  is  both 
Obfcurity  and  Nonfenfe,  from  the  cafual  Interpofition  of  one  unne- 
ceffary  Letter.  Stive  was  the  old  and  obfolete  Term  for  the  Stews ; 
and  confequently,  a  Stiver*  as  it  mould  be  reftored  in  the  Text,  was 
a  Girl,  a  Strumpet,  who  pi y'd  there.  Hence,  perhaps,  might  come; 
the  Word  Stiver  too.  to  fignify  that  inconfiderable  Coin  (the  fifth 
Part  of  an  Englijb  Penny)  the  Pay  of  thefe  mean  Proftitutes,  thefe 
Meretriccs  dhiolares,  as  Plavtus  ftyles  them, 

/.     "       .  •  Difcreet, 
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Difcreet,  and  bear  it  nobly. 

To.  Love.  Prithee,  dilpatch  me. 

El.  Love.  Your  Brother's  dead,  Sir ! 

To.  Love.  Thou  doft  not  mean,  dead  Drunk  ? 

El.  Love.  No,  no,  dead  and  drown'd  at  Sea,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  Art  fore,  he's  dead  ? 

El.  Love.  Too  fore,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  Ay,  but  art  thou  very  certainly  fore  of  it  ? 

El.  Love.  As  fore,  Sir,  as  I  tell  it. 

To.  Love.  But  art  thou  fore  he  came  not  up  again  ? 

El.  Love.  He  may  come  up,  but  ne'er  to  call  you  Bro- 
ther. 

To.  Love.  But  art  fore  he  had  Water  enough  to  drown 
him? 

El.  Love.  Sure,  Sir,  he  wanted  none. 

To.  Love.  I  would  not  have  him  want,  I  lov'd  him  better : 
Here  I  forgive  thee  5  and,,  i'faith,  be  plain ; 
How  do  I  bear  it  ? 

El.  Love.  Vtrf  wifely,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  Fill  him  fome  Wine.    Thou  doft  not  fee 
me  mov'd, 
Thefe  tranfitory  Toys  ne'er  trouble  me, 
He's  in  a  better  Place,  my  Friend,  I  know't. 
Some  Fellows  wou'd  have  cry'd  now,  and  have  curs'd  thee, 
And  fain  out  with  their  Meat,  and  kept  a  Pudder ; 
But  all  this  helps  not,  he  was  too  good  for  us* 
And  let  God  keep  him !  There's  the  right  Ufe  on't,  Friend: 
Off  with  thy  Drink,  thou  haft  a  Spice  of  Sorrow    - 
Makes  thee  a-dry :  Fill  him  another.     Savih 
Your  Matter's  cjead,  and  who  am  I  now,  Savilf 
Nay,  let's  all  bear  it  well ;  wipe,  Savilf  wipe  -9 
Tears  are  but  thrown  away :  we  fhall  have  Wenches 
Now,  fhall  we  not,  Savil?.  Sav.  Yes,  Sir, 

To.  Love.  And  drink  innumerable  ? 

Sav.  Yes,  forfooth. 

To.  Love.  And  you'l  ftrain  Curt'fy,  and  be  drunk  a 
little?. 

Sav.  I  wou'd  be  glad,  Sir,  to  do  my  weak  Endeavour. 

To.  Love.,  You  may  be  brought  in  time  to  love  a 
Wench  too. 

Vol.  I.  X  Sav. 
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Sav.  In  time  the  fturdy  Oak,  Sir 


To.  Love.  Some  more  Wine  for  my  Friend  there. 

El.  Love.  I  (hall  be  drunk  anon  for  my  good  News : 
But  Pve  a  loving  Brother,  that's  my  Cpmfort. 

To.  Lov.  Here's  to  you,  Sir, 
This  is  the  worft  I  wifh  you  for  your  News : 
And  if  I  had  another  elder  Brother, 
And  fay,  it  were  his  Chance  too  to  feed  Haddocks, 
I  lhould  be  ftill  the  fame  you  fee  me  now ; 
A  poor  contented  Gentleman.  More  Wine  for  my  Friend 
there,  he's  dry  again. 

El.  Love.  I  fhall  be,  if  I  follow  this  Beginning. 
Well,  my  dear  Brother,  if  I  'fcape  this  Drowning,      \ 
'Tis  your  Turn  next  to  fink ;  you  fhall  duck  twice 
Before  I  help  you.     Sir,  I  cannot  drink  more ; 
Pray,  let  me  have  your  Pardon.    To.  Love.  O  Lord,  Sir, 
It  is  your  Modefty :  More  Wine, 
Give  him  a  bigger  Glafs ;  hug  him,  my  Captain, 
Thou  fhalt  be  my  chief  Mourner. 

,  Cap.  And  this  my  Pennon : 
Sir,  a  full  Caroufe  to  you,  and  to  my  Lord  of  Land  here. 

El.  Love.  I  feel  a  buzzing  in  my  Brains  -,  pray  God,  I 
bear  this  out,  and  I'll  ne'er  trouble  them  fo  far  again. 
Here's  to  you,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  To  my  dear  Steward  -,  Down  o'  your  Knees,, 
you  Infidel,  you  Pagan ;  be  drunk  and  penitent. 
.  Sav.  Forgive  me,  Sir,  and  1*11  be  any  thing. 

To.  Love.  Then  be  a  Baud,  I'll  have  thee  a  brave  Baud. 

El.  Love.  Sir,  I  muft  take  my  Leave  of  you,  my  Bufi- 
nefs  is  fo  urgent. 

To.  Love.  Let's  have  a  bridling  Call,  before  you  go, 
Fill's  a  new  Stoupe. 

El.  Love.  I  dare  not,  Sir,  by  no  means. 

To.  Love.  Have  you  any  mind  to  a  Wench  ?  I  would 
,fai|i  gratify  you  for  the  Pains  you  took,  Sir. 

El.  Love.  As  little  as  to  the  t'other. 

To.  Love.  If  you  find  any  Stirring,  do  but  fay  fo. 

EL  Love.  Sir,  you're  too  bounteous  j  when  I  feel  that 
Itching, 

You  fhall  affwage  it,  Sir,  before  another : 

.  Thii 
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This  only,  and  farewel,  Sir.    Your  Brother,  when 
The  Storm  was  moft  extream,  told  all  about  him, 
He  left  a  Will  behind  him,  which  lies  clofe 
Behind  the  Chimney  in  the  matted  Chamber. 
And  (b  as  well,  Sir,  as  you  have  made  me  able, 
I  take  my  Leave.    To.  Love.  Let  us  embrace  him  all: 
If  you  grow  dry  before  you  end  your  Bufinefs, 
Pray,  take  a  Bait  here,  I've  a  frefh  Hogfhead  for  you. 

San).  You  fhall  neither  will j  nor  chute,  Sir.  My  Ma- 
fter  is  a  wonderful  fine  Gentleman ;  has  a  fine  State,  a 
very  fine  State,  Sir ;  I  am  his  Steward,  Sir,  and  his 
Man. 

El.  Love.  Wou'd,  you  were  your  own,  Sir,  as  I  left  you. 
Well,  I  muft  caft  about,  or  all  finks. 
Sav.  Farewel,  Gentleman,  Gendeman,  Gtntkmanl 
El.  Love.  What  wou'd  you  with  me,  Sir  ? 
Sav.  Farewel,  Gendeman! 

El.  Love.  O  fleep,  Sir,  deep.  [Ex.  El.  Love. 

To.  Love,  Well,  Boys,  you  fee  what's  fall'n,  let's  in 
and  drink, 
And  give  Thanks  for  it. 

Capt.  Let's  give  Thanks  for  it. 
To.  Love.  Drunk,  as  I  live. 
Sav.  Drunk,  as  I  live,  Boys.  , 

To.  Love.  Why,  now  thou  art  able  to  difcharge  thine 
Office,  and  caft  up  a  Reckoning  of  fbme  weight*  I  will 
be  Knighted,  for  my  State  will  bear  it,  'tis  fixteen  hun- 
dred, Boys :  Off  with  your  Husks,  Ml  skin  you  all  in 
Sattin. 
Capt.  O  fweet  Lovelefs ! 
Sav.  All  in  Sattin !  O  fweet  Lovelefs ! 
To.  Love.  March  in,  my  noble  Compeers :  And  this  my 
Countefs  fhall  be  led  by  two :  And  fb  proceed  we  to  the 
Will.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Morecraft  the  Ufurer,  and  Widow. 

Mor.  And  Widow,  as  I  fay,  be  your  own  Friend : 
Your  Husband  left  you  wealthy,  ay,  and  wife, 
Continue  fo,  fweet  Duck,  continue  fo. 
Take  heed  of  young  fmooth  Varlets,  younger  Brothers  5 

X  2  They 
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They  are  Worms  that  will  eat  through  your  Bags  -9  they 

are  very 
Lightning,  that  with  a  Flafh  or  two  will  melt 
Your  Money,  and  never  finge  your  Purfe-ftrings :  They 
Are  Colts,  Wench,  Colts,  heady  and  dangerous,  'till 
We  take  'em  up,  and  make  'em  fit  for  Bonds.  ' 
Look  upon  me,  I  have  had,  and  have  yet 
Matter  of  moment,  Girl,  Matter  of  moment ; 
You  may  meet  with  a  worfe  Back,  I'll  not  commend  it. 

Wid.  Nor  I  neither,  Sir. 

Mor.  Yet  thus  far  by  your  Favour,  Widow,  'tis  tough. 

Wid.  Therefore  not  for  my  Diet ;  I  love  a  tender  one. 

Mor.  Sweet  Widow,  leave  your  Frumps,  and  be  edi- 
Youvknow  my  State,  I  fell  no  Perfpeftives,  "  [fied: 

Scarfs,  Gloves,  nor  Hangers,  nor  put  my  Truft  in  Shoe- 
And  where  your  Husband  in  an  Age  was  rifing       [ties ; 
By  burnt  Figs,  driidg'd  with  Meal  and  powdered  Sugar, 
Saunders,  and  Grains,  Wormfeed  and  rotten  Raifins, 
And  vile  Tobacco,  that  made  the  Footmen  mangy  * 
I  in  a  Year,  have  put  up  hundreds  indos'd, 
Thofe  pleafant  Meadows,  by  a  forfeit  Mortgage ; 
For  which  the  poor  Knight  takes  him  a  lone  Chamber, 
Owes  for  his  Ale,  and  dare  not  beat  his  Hoftefs : 
Nay,  more 

Wid.  Good  Sir,  no  more ;  whate'er  my  Husband  was, 
I  know  what  I  am,  and  if  you  marry  me, 
You  muft  bear  it  bravely  off,  Sir. 

Mor.  Not  with  the  Head,  fweet  Widow. 

Wid.  No,  fweet  Sir, 
But  with  your  Shoulders :  I  muft  have  you  dubb'd, 
For  under  that  I  will  not  ftoop  a  Feather. 
My  Husband  was  a  Fellow  lov'd  to  toil, 
Fed  ill,  made  Gain  his  Exercife,  and  fo 
Grew  coftive,  which,  for  that  I  was  his  Wife, 
I  gave  way  to,  and  (pun  mine  own  Smocks  coarfe, 
And  Sir,  fo  little,  — —  But  let  that  pafs;  Time, 
That  wears  all  things  out,  wore  out  this  Husband, 
Who  in  Penitence  of  fuch  fruitlefs  five  Years  Marriage, 
Left  .me  great  with  his  Wealth,  which  if  you'll  be 
A  worthy  Goffip  to*  be  knighted,  Sir. 

Enter 
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Enter  SaviL  V^ 

Mor.  Now,  "Sir,  from  whom  come  you  ?  Whofe  Man 
are  you,  Sir  ? 

Sav.  Sky  I  come  from  young  Mafter  Lovelefs. 

Mor.  Be  filent,  Sir, 
I  have  no  Money,  not  a  Penny  for  you, 
He's  funk,  your  Matter's  funk  •,  a  perifh'd  Man,  Sir. 

Sav.  Indeed,  his  Brother's  funk,  Sir,  God  be  with  him! , 
A  perifh'd  Man,  indeed,  and  drown'd  at  Sea. 

Mor.  How  faidft  thou,  good  my  Friend,  his  Brother 
drown'd  ?  - 

Sav.  Untimely,  Sir,  at  Sea. 

Mor.  And  thy  young  Mafter 
Left  fole  Heir  ?     Sav,  Yes,  Sir. 

Mor.  And  he  wants  Money  ?     Sav.  Yes, 
And  fent  me  to  you,  for  he  is  now  to  be  knighted. 

Mor.  Widow,  be  "wife,   there's  more  Land  coming, 
Widow, 
Be  very  wife,  and  give  Thanks  for  me,  Widow. 

Wid.  Be  you  very  Wife,  and  be  knighted,  and  then 
give  Thanks  for  me,  Sir ;         ■  «■■ 

Sav.  What  fays  your  Worfhip  to  this  Money  ? 

Mor.  I  fay, 
He  may  have  Money,  if  he  pleafe. 

Sav.  A  Thoufand,  Sir? 

Mor.  A  Thoufand,  Sir,  provided,  my  wife  Sir, 
His  Land  lie  for  the  Payment,  otherwife  — 

Enter  Toung  Lovelefs,  and  Comrades,  to  them. 

Sav,  He's  here  himfelf,  Sir,  and  can  better  tell  you. 
.    Mor.  My  notable  dear  Friend,    and  worthy  Mafter 

Lovelefs, 
And  now  right  worlhipful,  all  Joy  and  Welcome. 

To.  Love.  Thanks  to  my  dear  Inclofer,  Mafter  More- 
Prithee,  old  Angel  o' Gold,  falute, my  Family,       [craft  \ 
I'll  do  as  much  for  yours ;  this,  and  your  own 
Defires,  fair  Gentlewoman.     Wid.  And  yours,  Sir, 
If  you  mean  well;  'tis  a  handfome  Gentleman. 

To.  lave.  Sirrah,  my  Brother's  dead. 

X  3  ♦       Mor. 
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Mor.  Dead  ? 

To.  Love.  Dead,  and  by  this  time  fbuft  for  Ember-week, 

Mor.  Dead? 

To.  Love,  Drown'd,  drown'd  at  Sea,  Man  5  by  the 
next  frefh  Conger 
.That  comes  we  fhall  hear  more. 

Mor.  Now,  by  my  Faith 
Of  Body  it  moves  me  much. 

To.  Love.  What,  wilt  thou  be  an  Afs, 
And  weep  for  th*  Dead  ?  Why,  I  thought  nothing  but 
A  general  Inundation  would  have  mov'd  thee. 
Prithee,  be  quiet,  he  hath  left  his  Land 
Behind  him. 

Mor.  O,  has  he  lb  ?    To.  Love.  Yes ,  faith,  I  thank 
Him  for't,  I've  all,  Boy ;  haft  any  ready  Money  ? 

Mor.  Will  you  fell,  Sir? 

To.  Love.  No,  not  outright,  good  Gripe ; 
Marry,  a  Mortgage,  or  fuch  a  flight  Security. 

Mor.  I  have  no  Money,  Sir,  for  Mortgage 5  if  you'll  fell, 
And  all  or  none,  I'll  work  a  new  Mine  for  you. 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  look  before  you,  he'll  work  you  out 
of  all  elfe :  If  you  fell  all  your  Land,  you  have  fold  your 
Country,  and  then  you  muft  to  Sea,  to  feek  your  Brother, 
and  there  lie  pickled  in  a  Powdering-Tub,  and  break  your 
Teeth  with  Biskets  and  hard  Beef,  that  muft  have  water- 
ing, Sir :  And  where's  your  300  Pounds  a  Year  in  Drink 
then?  If  you'll  turn  up  the  Straits  you  may,  for  you 
have  no  Calling  for  Drink  there,  bur  with  a  Cannon,  nor 
no  Scoring  but  on  your  Ship's  Sides,  and  then  if  you 
*fcape  with  Life,  and  take  a  Faggot-Boat  and  a  Bottle  of 
Ufquebaugh,  come  home,  poor  Man,  like  a  Type  of  Thames- 
jlreet,  {linking  of  Pitch  and  Poor- John.  I  cannot  tell, 
Sir,  I  would  be  loth  to  fee  it. 

Capt.  Steward,  you  are  an  Afs,  a  meazel'd  Mungril, 
jtnd  were  it  not  agaiftft  the  Peace  of  my  Ibvereign  Friend 
here,  I  wou'd  break  your  forecafting  Coxcomb,  Dog,  I 
would,  even  with  thy  Staff  of  Office  there  •,  thy  Pen 
and  Jnkhorn,  Noble  Boy,  the  God  of  Gold  here  has 
fed  thee  well,  take  Money  for  thy  Dirt :  Hark  and  be- 
lieve, ^hou  art  cold  of  Conftitutiort,  thy  Seat  unhealth- 
ily 
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fill,  fell  and  be  wife ;  we  are  three  that  will  adorn  thee, 
and  live  according  to  thine  own  Heart,  Child ;  Mirth 
fhall  be  only  ours,  and  only  ours  lhall  be  the  black-ey'd 
Beauties  of  the  Time.     Money  makes  Men  immortal. 

Poet.  Do  what  you  will,  it  is  the  nobleft  Courfe ; 
Then  you  may  live  without  the  Charge  of  People, 
Only  we  four  \yill  make  a  Family ;        « 
Ay,  and  an  Age  that  will  beget  new  Annals, 
In  which  Til  write  thy  Life,  my  Son  of  Pleafure, 
Equal  with  Nero  and  Caligula. 

To.  Love.  What  Men  were  they,  Captain  ? 

Cap.  Two  roaring  Boys  of  Rome9  that  made  all  fplit. 

To.  Love.  Come,  Sir,  what  dare  you  give  ? 

Sav.  You  will/not  fell,  Sir  ? 

To.  Love.  Who  told  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  have  a  care.  [Roof. 

To.  Love.  Peace,  or  Pll  tack  your  Tongue  up  to  your 
What  Money  ?  fpeak. 

Mar.  Six  thoufand  Pound,  Sir. 

Capt.  Take  it  ;  h*as  overbidden,  by  the  Sun :  Bind 
him  to  his  Bargain  quickly. 

To.  Love.  Come,  fhike  me  Luck  with  Earneft,  and 
draw  the  Writings. 

Mor.  There's  a  God's  Penny  for  thee. 

Sav.  Sir,  for  my  old  Mailer's  fake  let  my  Farm  be  ex- 
cepted, if  I  become  his  Tenant  I  am  undone,  my  Children 
Beggars,  and  my  Wife  God  knows  what :  Confider  me, 
dear  Sir.     Mor.  Pll  have  all  or  none. 

To.  Love.  AH  in,  all  in :  Difpatch  the  Writings. 

[Exit  with  Com. 
Wild.  Go,  thou  art  a  pretty  forehanded  Fellow;  'wou'd, 
thou  wert  wifer. 

Sav.  Now  do  I  fenfibly  begin  to  feel  myfelf  a  Rafcal ; 
fwou*d,  I  cou'd  teach  a  School,  or  beg,  or  lie  well;  I  am 
utterly  undone ;  Now  he,  that  taught  thee  to  deceive  . 
and  cozen,  take  thee  to  his  Mercy!  fo  be  it. 

[  Exit  Savil. 

Mor.  Come,  Widow,  come,  never  ftand  upon  a  Knight- 
hood, 'tis  a  mere  paper  Honour,  and  not  Proof  enough 
for  a  Serjeant.    Come,  come,  Pll  make  thee  — — 

X  4  Wit. 
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Wid.  To  anfwer  in  fhort,  'tis  this,  Sir.  No  Knight, 
no  Widow ;  if  you  make  me  any  thing,  it  mult  be  a 
Lady,  and  fo  I  take  my  Leave. 

Mof.  Farewel,  fweet  Widow,  and  think  of  it. 

Wid.  Sir,  I  do  more  than  think  of  it,  it  makes  me 
dream,  Sir.  [Exit  Wid. 

Mor.  She's  rich  and  fober,  if  this  Itch  were  from  her : 
and,  fay,  I  be  at  the  Charge  to  pay  the  Footmen,  and 
the  Trumpets,  ay,  and  the  Honemen  too,   and  be  a 
Knight,  and  fhe  refufe  me  then ; 
Then  am  I  hoift  into  the  Subfidy, 
And  fo  by  confequerjce  fhou'd  prove  a  Coxcomb : 
I'll  have  a  care  of  that.     Six  thoufand  Pound, 
And  then  the  Land  is  mine,  there's  fome  Refrefhing 
yet.  [Exit. 


ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Abigail,  and  drops  her  Glove* 

Abig.  T  F  he  but  follow  me,  as  all  my  Hopes 

■*■  Tell  me,  he's  Man  enough  j  up  goes  my  Reft* 
And,  I  know,  I  fhall  draw  him. 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  pamper*  d  piece  of  Flefli  to- 
wards Fifty,  that  ever  Frailty  cop'd  withal ;  what  a  trim 
T  envoy  here  fhe  has  put  upon  me  •,  thefe  Women  are  a 
proud  kind  of  Cattle,  and  love  this  whorefon  Doing  fo 
diredly,  that  they  will  not  flick  to  make  their  very  Skins 
Bawds  to  their  Flefli.  Here's  Dogskin  and  Storax  fuf- 
ficient  to  kill  a  Hawk :  What  to  do  with  it-,  befides  nail*' 
ing  it  up  (23)  amongft  Irijh  Heads  of  Teer,  to  fhew 
the  Mightinefs  of  her  Palm,  I  know  not :   there  fhe  is. 

(23)  amongft  Irifh  Heads  of  Teer,  to  fitnv  the  Mighintfs  of  her 
Palm.]  Teer  is  the  Irijh  Pronunciation  of  Decn  thz  PaJmf  (or 
Palmer^)  is  call'd  the  Crown  of  a  Stag's  Head. 

\  Imuft 
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I  muft  enter  into  Dialogue.    Lady,  you  have  loft  your 
Glove. 

Abig,  Not,  Sir,  if  you  have  found  it. 

WeU  It  was  my  Meaning,  Lady,  to  reftore  it.  "* 

Abig.  'Twill  be  uncivil  in  me  to  take  back 
A  Favour  Fortune  hath  fo  well  beftow'd,  Sir; 
Pray,  wear  it  for  me. 

Wei.  I  had  rather  wear  a  Bell.  But,  hark  youf  Miftrefs, 
What  hidden  Virtue  is  there  in  this  Glove, 
That  you  wou'd  have  me  wear  it?  Is  it  good 
Againft  fore  Eyes,  or  will  it  charm  the  Tooth^ach  ? 
Or  thefe  red  Tops,  being  fteep'd  in  White-wine  foluble, 
Will't  kill  the  Itch  ?  Or  has  it  fo  conceaTd 
A  Providence  to  keep  my  Hand  from  Bonds  ? 
If  it  have  none  of  thefe,  and  prove  no  more 
But  a  bare  Glove  of  half  a  Crown  a  Pair, 
'Twill  be  but  half  a  Courtefy,  I  wear  two  always ; 
Faith,  let's  draw  Cuts,  one  will  do  me  no  Plealure, 

Abig.  The  Tendernefs  of  his  Years  keeps  him  as  yet 
in  Ignorance,  he's  a  well-moulded  Fellow,  and  I  won- 
der 

His  Blood  fhou'd  ftir  no  higher ;  but  *tis  his  Want 
Of  Company :  I  muft  grow  nearer  to  him. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs  difguis'd. 

EL  Love.  God  fave  you  Both ! 

Abigx  And  pardon  you,  Sir ;  this  is  fomewhat  rude, 
how  came  you  hither  ? 

El.  Love.  Why,  through  the  Doors,  they  are  open. 

Wei.  What  are  you  ?  And  what  Bufinefs  have  you 
here  ? 

El.  Love.  More,  I  believe,  than  you  have. 

Abig.  Who  would  this  Fellow  fpeak  with  ?  Art  thou 
fober  ? 

El.  Love.  Yes,  I  come  not  here  to  fleep. 

Wei.  Prithee,  what  art  thou  ? 

-  El.  Love.  As  much,  gay  Man,  as  thon  art  \  I  am  a 
Gentleman. 

Wei.  Art  thou  no  more  ? 

El.  Love.  Yes,  more  than  thou  dar'ft  be  j  a  Soldier. 

Abig. 
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Abig.  Thou  doft  not  come  to  quarrel  ? 

El.  Love.  No,  not  with  Women ;  I  come  here  to  fpeak 
with  a  Gentlewoman. 

Abig.  Why,  I  am  one. 

El.  Love.  But  not  with  one  fb  gentle. 

Wei.  This  is  a  fine  Fellow. 

El.  Love.  Sir,  I  am  not  fine  yet.  I  am  but  new  come 
over  5  dire£t  me  with  your  Ticket  to  your  Tailor,  and 
then  I  fhall  be  fine,  Sir.  Lady,  if  there  be  a  better  of 
your  Sex  within  this  Houfe,  fay,  I  would  fee  her. 

Abig:  Why,  am  I  not  good  enough  for  you,  Sir  ? 

El.  Lov€.  Your  Way,  you'll  be  too  good ;  pray,  end 
my  Bufinefs. 

This  is  another  Suitor  ;  O  frail  Woman  ! 
.    Wei.  This  Fellow  with  his  Bluntnefs  hopes  to  do 
More  than  the  long  Suits  of  a  thoufand  cou'd ; 
Though  he  be  four,  he's  quick,  I  muft  not  truft  him. 
Sir,  this  Lady  is  not  to  ipeak  with  you,  fhe  is  more  fe- 
rious :   You  fmell  as  if  you  were  new  calk'd  ;  go,  and 
be  handfome,  and  then  you  may  fit  with  her  Serving- 
men. 

El.  Love.  What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Wei.  Guefs  by  my  Outfide. 

El.  Love.  Then  I  take  you,  Sir,  forfome  new  filken 
Thing  wean'd  from  the  Country,  that  fhall  (when  you 
come  to  keep  good  Company)  be  beaten  into  better  Man- 
ners, Pray,  good  proud  Gendewoman,  help  me  to  your 
Miftrefs. 

Abig.  How  many  Lives  haft  thou,  that  thou  talk'ft 
thus  rudely  ? 

El.  Love.  But  one*  one ;  I  am  neither  Cat  nor  Wo- 
man. 

Wei.  And  will  that  one  Life,  Sir,  maintain  you  ever  in 
fuch  bold  Sawcinefs  ? 

El.  Love.  Yes,  amongft  a  Nation  of  fuch  Men  as  you 
are,  and  be  no  worfe  for  wearing.  Shall  I  fpeak  with  this 
Lady? 

Abig.  No,  by  my  troth,  fhall  you  not. 

El.  Love.  I  muft  ftay  here  then. 

Wei.  That  you  fhall  not  neither. 

Eh  Love. 
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EL  Love.  Good  fine  Thing,  tell  me  why. 

Well.  Good  angry  Thing,  Til  tell  you: 
This  is  110  Place  for  fuch  Companions, 
Such  loufy  Gentlemen  fhall  find  their  JJufinefi 
Better  i*  th*  Suburbs,  there  your  ftrong  Pitch  Perfume, 
Mingled  with  Lees  of  Ale,  fhall  reek  in  Fafhion. 
This  is  no  Tbames-ftreet,  Sir. 

Abig.  This  Gentleman  informs  you  truly. 
Prithee,  be  fatisfied,  and  feek  the  Suburbs, 
Good  Captain,  or  whatever  Title  elfe 
The  Warlike  Eel-boats  have  beftow*d  upon  thee, 
Go  and  reform  thyfelf,  prithee  be  fweeter, 
And  know,  my  Lady  fpeaks  with  no  fuch  Swabbers. 

El.  Love.  You  cannot  talk  me  out  with  your  Tradition 
Of  Wit  you  pick  from  Plays,  go  to,  I  have  found  ye : 
And  for  you,  Sir,  whofc  tender  gentle  Blood 
Runs  in  your  Nofe,  and  makes  you  fhuff  at  all 
(24)  But  three-pil'd  People,  I  do  let  you  know, 
He  that  begot  your  Worfhip's  Sattin-fuit, 
Can  make  no  Men,  Sir  :- 1  will  fee  this  Lady, 
And  with  the  Reverence  of  your  Silkenfhip, 
in  thefe  old  Ornaments. 

Wei.  You  will  not,  fure? 

EL  Love.  Sure,  Sir,  I  fhall. 

Abig.  You  woii'd  be  beaten  out  ? 

El.  Love.  Indeed,  I  would  not ;  or  if  I  would  be  beaten, 
Pray,  who  fhall  beat  me  ?  This  good  Gentleman 
Looks  as  he  were  o'th*  Peace. 

JVel.  Sir,  you  fhall  fee  that :  Will  you  get  you  out  ? 

EL  Love.  Yes,That  that  fhall  correft  your  Boy 'sTongue. 
Dare  you  fight  ?  I  will  ftay  here  ftill.  [72*7  draw. 

Abig.  O,  their  Things  are  out ;  help,  help,  for  God's 
Madam — Jefus !  they  foin  at  one  another.  [fake, 

Enter  Lady, 

Madam,  why,  who  is  within  there  ? 
Lady.  Who  breeds  this  Rudenefs  ? 

(24)  But  three-piPd  Peopff.]  i\  $.  Wearers  of  Velret*   the  Pile 
is  the  ior\  Shag  or  PluiF  of  it. 

Wei 
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Wei.  This  uncivil  Fellow  y 
He  fays,  he  comes  from  Sea;  where  I  believe 
H'as  purg'd  away  his  Manners. 

Lady.  Why,  what  of  him  ? 

Wei.  Why,  he  will  rudely,  without  once  God  blefs  ycu, 
Prefs  to  your  Privacies,  and  no  Denial 
Muft  ftand  betwixt  your  Ferfon  and  his  Bufinefs  ; 
I  let  go  his  ill  Language.     . 

Lady.  Sir,  have  you  Bufinefs  with  me  ? 

EL  Love.  Madam,  fome  I  have, 
But  not  fo  ferious  to  pawn  my  Life  for't : 
If  you  keep  this  Quarter,  and  maintain  about  you 
Such  Knights  oW  Sun  as  this  is,  to  defie 
Men  of  Employment  to  ye,  you  may  live ; 
But  in  what  Fame  ? 

Lady.  Pray,  ftay,  Sir,  who  has  wronged  you  ? 

ML  Love.  Wrong  me  he  cannot,  though  uncivilly 
He  flung  his  wild  Words  at  me :  but  to  you 
I  think,  he  did  no  Honour,  to  deny 
The  Hafte  I  come  withal  a  Paffage  to  you  ; 
Though  I  feem  coarfe.  [ledge, 

Lady.  Excufe  me,  gentle  Sir,  'twas  from  my  Know* 
And  (hall  have  no  Protection.     And  to  you,  Sir, 
You  have  fhew'd  moffe  Heat  than  Wit,  and  from  yourfelf 
Have  borrow'd  Power,  I  never  gave  you  here, 
To  do  thefe  vile  unmanly^Things.     My  Houfc 
Is  no  blind  Street  to  fwagger  in ;  and  my  Favours 
Not  doting  yet  on  your  unknown  Deferts 
So  far,  that  I  fhould  make  you  Mafter  of  my  Bufinefs ; 
My  Credit  yet  ftands  fairer  with  the  People, 
Than  to  be  tried  with  Swords ;  and  they,  that  come 
To  do  me  Service,  muft  not  think  to  win  me 
With  Hazard  of  a  Murther ;  if  your  Love 
Confift  in  Fury,  carry  it  to  the  Camp : 
And  there  in  Honour  of  fome  common  Miftrefs, 
Shorten  your  Youth :  I  pray  be  better  temper,d/ ; 
And  give  me  Leave  a-while,  Sir, 

Wei.  You  muft  have  it.  [Exit  Welford. 

Lady.  Now,  Sir,  your  Bufinefs  ?  [Fellow, 

EL  Love.  Firft,  I  thank  you  for  fchooling  this  young 

Whom 
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Whom  his  own  Follies,  which  he's  prone  enough 
Daily  to  fall  into,  if  you  but  frown, 
Shall  level  him  a  Way  to  his  Repentance. 
Next,  I  fliould  rail  at  you,  but  you  are*  a  Woman^ 
And  Anger's  loft  upon  you. 
Lady.  Why  at  me,  Sir  ? 
I  never  did  you  Wrong ;  for,  to  my  Knowledge, 
This,  is  the  firft  Sight  of  you. 

El.  Love.  You  have  done  that, 
I  muft  confefs,  I  have  the  leaft  Cuffe  in, 
Becaufe  the  leaft  Acquaintance :  But  there  be 
(If  there  be  Honour  in  the  Minds  of  Men) 
Thoufands,  when  they  fhall  know  what  I  deliver, 
(As  all  good  Men  muft  (hare  in't)  will  to  Shame 
Blaft  your  black  Memory. 
Lady.  How  is  this,  good  Sir  ? 
EL  Love.  'Tis  that,  that,  if  you  have  a  Soul,  will  choak 
You've  kill'd  a  Gentleman.  [  it. 

Lady.  I  kill'd  a  Gentleman ! 

El.  Love.  You,  and  your  Cruelty,  have  kill'd  him, 
Woman, 
And  fuch  a  Man  (let  me  be  angry  in't) 
Whofe  leaft  Worth  weigh'd  above  all  Women's  Virtues, 
That  are ;  I  (pare  you  all  to  come  too :  Guefc  him  now. 
Lady.  I  am  fo  innocent,  I  cannot,  Sir.  [man, 

El.  Love.  Repent,  you  mean ;  you  are  a  perfect  Wo- 
And,  as  the  firft  was,  made  for  Man's  Undoing. 
Lady.  Sir,  you  have  mill  your  Way,  I  am  not  (he. 
El.  Love.  '  Wou'd,  he  had  mift  his  Way  too,  though 
he  had  wander'd 
Farther  than  Women  are  ill  (poken  of, 
So  he  had  mift  this  Mifery ;  you,  Lady,— 
Lady.  How  do  you  do,  Sir  ? 
El.  Love.  Well  enough,  I  hope ; 
While  I  cai)  keep  myfelf  out  from  Temptations. 

Lady.  Pray,  leap  into  this  Matter,  whither  would  ye  ? 
El.  Love.  You  had  a  Servant,  that  your  Peevifhnefsc 
Injoin'd  to  travel. 

Lady.  Such  a  one  I  have 
Still,  and  I  (hail  be  griev'd  'twere  otherwife. 

El.  Love. 
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EL  Love.  Then  have  your  Asking,  and  be  griev'd, 
he's  dead : 
How  you  will  anfwer  for  his  Worth,  I  know  not: 
But  tjus,  I  am  fure,  either  he,  or  you,  or  Both 
Were  ftark  mad,  elfe  he  might  have  liv*d  toVc  given 
A  ftronger  Teftimony  to  th*  World 
Of  what  he  might  have  been.     He  was  a  Man 
I  knew  but  in  his  Evening  -,  ten  Suns  after, 
Forc'd  by  a  Tyrant  Storm  our  beaten  Bark 
Bulg'd  under  us ;  in  which  fad  parting  Blow 
He  call'd  upon  his  Saint,  but  not  for  life, 
On  you  unhappy  Woman ;  and,  whilft  all- 
Sought  to  preferve  their  Souls,  de  defperately 
Eftibrac'd  a  Wave,  crying  to  all  that  law  it, 
If  any  live,  go  to  my  Fate  that  forc'd  me 
To  this  untimely  End,  and  make  her  happy. 
His  Name  was  Lovelefs :  And  I  'fcapM  the  Storm, 
And  now  you  have  my  Bufinefs. 

Lady.  'Tis  too  much. 
'Would,  I  had  been  that  Storm,  he  had  not  perifh'd. 
If  you'll  rail  now,  I  will  forgive  you,  Sir : 
Or  if  you'll  call  in  more,  if  any  more 
Come  from  his  Ruin,  I  fliali  juftly  iuffer 
What  they  can  lay :  I  do  confefs  myfelf 
A  guilty  Caufe  in  this.    (25)  I  wou'd  lay  more, 
But  Grief  is  grown  too  great  to  be  deliver'd. 

EL  Love.  I  like  this  well :  Thefe  Women  are  ftrangc 
Things. 
*Tis  fomewhat  of  the  lateft  now  to  weep, 
You  Ihould  have  wept,  when  he  was  going  from  you ; 
And  chain'd  him  with  thole  Tears  at  hdme. 

Lady.  'Would,  you  had  told  me  thenfo,  thefe  two  Arm* 
had  been  his  Sea. 

EL  Love.  Truft  me,  you  move  me  much :  But,  fay, 
he  liv'd, 
Thefe  were  forgotten  Things  again. 


(25)  '  '  —  /  would  fay  more, 

But  Grief  it  grown  too  great  to  be  deliver'd.] 
Qur*  'lews  Oquuntur,  ingtntts  Jiufent. 


Lady. 
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Lady.  Ay,  fay  you  fo? 
Sure,  I  .fhould  know  that  Voice :  This  is  Knavery, 
PU  fit  you  for  it.   Were  he  living,  Sir, 
I  would  perfuade  you  to  be  charitable, 
Ay,  and  confefs  we  are  not  all  fo  ill 
As  your  Opinion  holds  us.    O  my  Friend, 
What  Penance  fhall  I  pull  upon  my  'Fault, 
Upon  my  moft  unworthy  Self  for  this  ? 

El.  Love.  Leave  to  love  others,  'twas  fome  Jealoufy 
That  turn'd  him  deiperate. 

Lady.  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight : 
Are  you  wrung  there  ? 

El.  Love.  This  works  amain  upon  her. 

Lady.  I  do  confefs,  there  is  a  Gentleman 
Has  borne  me  long  godd  Will. 

El.  Love.  I  do  not  like  that. 

;  Lady.  And  vow'd  a  thoufand  Sendees  to  me  % 
To  me,  regardlefs  of  him :  But  fince  Fate, 
That  no  Pow'r  can  withftand,  has  taken  from  me 
^ly  firft,  and  bed  Love,  and  to  weep  away 
My  Youth  i?  a  meer  Folly,  I  will  ihew  you 
What  .1  determine,  Sir :  You  fhall  know  all : 
Call  Mr.  Welford9  there :  That  Gentleman 
I  mean  to  make  die  Model  of  my  Fortunes, 
And  in  his  chaft  Embraces  keep  alive 
The  Memory  of  my  loft  lovely  Lovelejs : 
Jie  is  fomewhat  like  him  too.  ' 

El.  Love.  Then  you  can  love  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  certainly,  Sir: 
Though  it  pleafe  you  to  think  me  hard  and  cruel ; 
I  hope,  I  (hall  perluade  you  otherwife. 

El.  Love.  I  have  made  myfelf  a  fine  Fool. 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei.  Wou'd  yoii  have  lpoke  with  me,  Madam  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  Mr.  Welford*  and  I  ask  your  Pardon 
Before  this  Gentleman  for  being  froward : 
This  Kifs,  and  henceforth  more  Affe&ion. 

El.  Love.  So,  it  is  better  I  were  drown'd  indeed. 

Wei.  This  is  a  fudden  Paffion,  God  hold  it ! 

This 
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This  Fellow  out  of  his  Fear,  fiire,  has 
Perfuadcd  her.    I'll  give  him  a  new  Suit  on't. 

Lady.  A  parting  Kifs,  and,  good  Sir,  let  me  pray  you  * 
To  wait  me  in  the'Gallery. 

Wei.  I  am  in  another  World;  Madam,  where  you 
pleafe.  -  [Exit  Welford. 

El.  Love.  I  will  to  Sea,  and  *t  (hall  go  hard  but  I'll 
Be  drown'd  indeed. 

Lai).  Now,  Sir,  you  fee  I  am  no  fuch  hard  Creature, 
But  Time  may  win  me. 

El.  Love.  You  have  forgot  your  loft  Love. 

Lady.  Alas !  Sir,  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
I  cannot  call  him  back  again  with  Sorrow > 
Til  love  this  Man  as  deariy,  and  befhrow  me, 
Fll  keep  him  far  enough  from  Sea ;  'twas  told  me* 
Now  I  remember  me,  oy  an  old  wife  Woman, 
That  my  firft  Lover  (hould  be  drown'd,  and  fee, 
'Tis  come  about.  N 

El.  Love.  I  would  fhe  had  told  you  your  fecond  fhould 
be  hang'd  too,  and  let  that  come  about :  But  this  is  very 
ftrange. 

Lady.  Faith,  Sir,  confider  all,  and  then  I  know  you'll 
be  of  my  Mind :  If  weeping  would  redeem  him,  I  would 
weep  ftill. 

El.  Love.  But,  lay,  that  I  were  Lovekfsy 
And  fcap'd  the  Storm,  how  would  you  aniwer  this  ? 

Lady.  Why,  for  that  Gentleman  I  would  leave  all  the 
World. 

El.  Love.  This  young  Thing  too  ? 

Lady.  That  young  Thing  too, 
Or  any  young  Thing  elfe :  Why,  I  would  lofe  my  State. 

EL  Love.  Why,  then  he   lives   ftill,  I  am  he,  your 
Lovelefs. 

Lady.  Alas,  I  knew  it,  Sir,  and  for  that  Purpofe 
Prepared  this  Pageant :  Get  you  to  your  Task ; 
And  leave  thefe  Players'  Tricks,  or  I  fhall  leave  you, 
Indeed,  I  fhall.    Travel,  or  know  me  not. 

El.  Love.  Will  you  then  marry  ? 

Lady.  I  will  not  promife,  take  your  Choice.  Farewel. 

El.  Love. 
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El.  Love.  There  is  no  other  Purgatory  but  a  Woman. 
I  muft  do  fomething.  [Exit  Lovelefs. 

Enter  Welford, 

Wei.  Miftrefs,  I  am  bold. 

Lady.  You  are,  .indeed. 

Wei.  You  fo  overjoy'd  me,  Lady.  [come. 

Lady.  Take  heed,  you  forfeit  not;  pray  fall,  and  wel- 

Wel.  By  this  Light,  you  love  me  extreamly . 

Lady.  By  this,  and  To-morrow's  Light,  I  care  not  for 

Wei.  Come,  come,  you  cannot  hide  it.  [you. 

Lady.  Indeed,  I  can,  where  you  fhall  never  find  it. 

WeL  I  like  this  Mirth  well,  Lady. 

Lady.  You  (hall  have  more  on't. 

Wei.  I  muft  kifs  you. 

Lady.  No,  Sir.  . 

WeL  Indeed,  I  muft. 

Lady.  What  muft  be,  muft  be ;  I'll  take  my  Leave, 
you  have  your  parting  Blow:  I  pray,  commend  me  to 
thdfe  few  Friends  you  have,  that  fent  you  hither,  and  tell 
them  when  you  travel  next,  'twere  fit  you  brought  lefs 
Brav'ry  with  you  and  more  Wit ;  you'll  never  get  a 
Wife  elfe. 

Wei.  Are  you  in  Earned  ? 

Lady.  Ye$,  faith.  Will  you  eat,  Sir?  Your  Horfes  will 
be  ready  ftraight,  you  fhall  have  a  Napkin  laid  in  the 
Buttery  for  ye. 

Wel.s  Do  not  you  love  me  then  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  for  that  Face. 

Wei.  It  is  a  good  one,  Lady. 

Lady.  Yes,  if  it  were  not  warpt,  the  Fire  in  time  may 
mend  it. 

Wei.  Methinks,  yours  is  none  of  the  beft,  Lady. 

Lady.  No,  by  my  troth,  Sir ;  yet,  o*  my  Conlcieftce, 
You  wou'd  mice  fhift  with  it. 

Wei.  Come,  pray,  no  more  of  this.  [there  ? 

Lady.  I  will  not :  Fare  you  well.     Ho,  who's  within 
Bring  out  the  Gentleman's  Horfes,  he's  in  hafte  * 
And  fet  lbme  cold  Meat  on  the  Table. 

Wei.  I  have  too  much  of  that,  I  thank  you,  Lady : 

Vol.  I.  Y  take 
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take  yQut  Chamber  when  you  pleafe,  ther^  goes  a  black 

one  with  you,  Lady.     *     

•    Ildij7  Farewel,  young  Man.  v  [2?#/7  Lady. 

WeL  You  have  made^m^/bn^;  Farewel ;  and  may  the 
Curfe  of  a  great  Houfe  fall  upon  thee,  I  mean,  the  But- 
ler! The  Devil  and  all  his  Works  are  in  thefe  Women; 
'wou'd,  all  of  my  Sex  were  of  my  Mind,  I  wou'd  make 
'em  a  hew.  Lent,  and  a  long  one,  that  Hefh  might  be  in 

more  Rev>raice  with  tKem?.  .. 

.  ■  •  •(  - ■■ 

...././.      Enter  Abigail  to  him. 


Ahig.  Iamforry,  Mr.  Welford— — - 

WeL '  So  am  I,  that  you  are  here. 

Abig.  How  does  my  Lady  ufe  you? 

Wei.  As  I  would  ufe  you,  Scurvily. 

Abig.  I  fhou'd  have  been  more  kind,  Sir. 

Wei.  I  Ihould  have  been  undone  then.  Pray,  leave  me, 
and  look  to'your  Sweet-meats.    Hark,  your  Lady  calls. 

Abig.  Sir,  I  Ihall  borrow  fb  much  Time  without  Ofc 
Fence 
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WeL  Yqi}5re  nothing  but  Offence  \  for  Gpd's  Love, 
leave; iteV    '      /       "         ..'"'.,   j       1  „      .\ 

"  Abig^Tii  ftrange,  friyLady  IRou'd  be  fiich  a  Tyrant-? 

Wei.  To  fend  you  to  me.  'JPray,  go  ftitch y  good,  do; 
you're  more. Trouble  to  me  than  a  Term. 

Abig.X  do  not  know  how.  my  good  Will,  if  I  laid 
Love  ' I  lied  not;  fhoiild  any  ways  ddehre  this? 

WeL  A  thoufand  Ways,  a  thoufend  Ways ;  fweet  Crea- 
ture, let  me  depart  in  Peace. 

Abig.  What  Creature,  Sir?  I  hope>  I  ^m, a  Wom^n. 
...  KW*.  A  hundred,- 1  think,,  by^your  Nloife. 

Abtg.k 'Since  you  are  angry, "Sir,  Tarn" bold  to  tell;  you 
that  I  ajn  a  Woman*;  and  a  Rib.       ..,••-■•■ 

Wei  Of  a  roafterf  Horfe  I  '\  .  \ 

Abig.  Conftnie  me  that.  ;;  '  '  s  -■ 

(26)  fVei.  A  Dog  can  do  it  better ;  Farewel,  Countefs  \ 

'\iS)'ADogcan'2o  it  letter  (Farewel,  Counters  j]  This*  is  not 
complimented; -but  faTCaftidally  fpoken.  In  a  Paqk  of  Hounds,  an  old 
Haunch  Hunting- Bitch  is  often  ttU'd  Dutcbef$>  Qvtmuft,  -Beauty,  &c. 

ana 
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and  commend  me  to  your  Lady,  tell  her  fhe's  proud,  and 
fcurvy,  and  fo  I  commit  you  Both  to  your  Tempter* 

Abig.  Sweet  Mr.  Welford^  — ■ 

Wei.  Avoid,  old  S  at  anas i  Go  daub  your  Ruins, 
Your  Face  looks  fouler  thafl  a  Storm  r  The  Fdatman  :i 
Stays  for  you  in  the  Lobby,  Lady. 

Abig.  If  you  were  a  Gentleman*  I  fhou'd  ;know  k  by 
your  gentle  Conditions*  Are  thefe  fit  Word&  ttAgive  a 
Gentlewoman  ?  .  . 

W$l.  As  fit,  as  they  were  made  for  ye.  >Sirr4h,'  my 
Horfes.  Farewel,  old  Adage;  keep  your  Nofe  warmi 
tjie  Rheurft  will  make  if  Horn  eke  - — «  [Exit  Wei. 

Abig.  The  Bleffings  of  a  prodigal  young  Heir      J 

Be  thy  Companions,   Welford!   Marry,  come  up*  *ny 

Gentleman,  are  your  Gums  grown  fo  tender  they  cantfot 

bite?  A  skittfth  Filly  wjill  be  your  Fortune,  Welford*,  and 

feir  enough  for  fuch  a  Paddaddk.    And  I  doubt  not  (if 

my  Aim  hold)  to  fee  her  made  to  amble  to  youf  Hand. 

{Exit  Abigail, 
•  •     ... 

Enter  Young  Lovelefs,  mi  Qpirader,  Morecraft^ 

Widow-.Sw&y  and  the  reft.- 

Capt.    Save  thy  brave  Shoulder,  my  young  puiflant 
Knight,  -  .     .?  .  '  '• 

And  may  thy  Baolc-lword  bite  them  ta  the  .Bone  . 
That  love  thee  not,  (2  7)  thou  art  an  Errant-man, 
Go  on.     The  Circumcis'd  (hall  fall  by  thee.   .    ;   . 
Let  Land  and  Labour  fill  the  Man  that  tills,  .•••*. 
Thy  Sword  muft  be  thy  Plough ;  and  Jove  it  ipefcd ! 
Mecha  fhall  fweat,  and  Mahomet  (hall  falj,  . 

And  thy  dear  Name  fill  up  his  Monument. 

T<>.  Love.  It  fh^ll,  Captain,  I  mean  to  be  a  Worthy/ 
.    Capt.  One  Worthy  is  too  little,  thou  lhalt  be  all. 

Mor.  Captain,  I  fhall  deferve  fome  of  your  Love  too. 

Capt.  Thou  fhalt  have  Heart  and  Hand  too,  noble 
Morecraftj. 

(27)  ■      thou  art  an  Errant-Man, 

Go  on.  The  Ciramci?  djhall  fall  by  thee.]  i.  e.  A  Krjgh't- 
Errant:  one  fit  to  goon  the  Holy  Wars;  to  fight  againft  the  Turks 
and  Jews. 

Yi  If 
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If  thou  wilt  lend  me  Money.    I  am  a  Man  of  Garrifon ; 
Be  rul'd,  and  open  to  me  thofe  infernal  Gates, 
Whence  none  of  thy  evil  Angels  pafs  again, 
And  I  will  ftile  thee  Noble,  nay,  Don  Diego> 
Til  wooe  thy  Infanta  for  thee,  and  my  Knight 
Shall  feaft  her  with  high  Meats,  and  make  her  apt. 

Mor.  Pardon  me,  Captain,  you're  befide  my  Meaning. 

To.  Love.  No,  Mr.  Morecraft^  'tis  the  Captain's  Meaning 
I  fhou'd  prepare  her  for  ye. 

Copt.  Or  provoke  her. 
Speak,  my  modern  Man,  I  fay  provoke  her. 

Pott.  Captain,  I  fay  fo  too,  or  ftir  her  to  it.  So  fay 
the  Criticks.  J 

To.  Love.  But  howfoever  you  expound  it,  Sir,  fhe's 
very  welcome,  and  this  fhall  ferve  for  Witnefs.  And, 
Widow,  fince  you're  come  fo  happily,  you  fhall  deliver 
up  the  Keys  and  free  PofTeffion  of  this  Houfe,  while  I 
ftand  by  to  ratify. 

Wid.  I  had  rather  give  it  back  agin,  believe  nie, 
*Tis  a  Mifery  to  fay,  you  had  it.     Take  heed. 

To.  Love.  'Tis  paft  that,  Widow ;  come,  fit  down,  fome 
Wine  there  \  there  is  a  fcurvy  Banquet,  if  we  had  it.  All 
this  fair  Houfe  is  yours,  Sir  Sanril? 

Savil.  Yes,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  Are  your  Keys  ready,  I  muft  eafy  your 
Burden., 

Sou.  I  am  ready,  Sir,  to  be  undone,  when  you  fhall 
call  me  to't. 

To.  Love.  Come,  come,  thou  fhalt  live  better. 

Sav.  I  fhall  have  lefs  to  do,  that's  all,  there's  half  a 
dozen  of  my  Friends  i'  th'  Fields  funning  againft  a  Bank, 
with  half  a  Breech  among  *em,  I  #fhall  be  with  'em 
fhortly.  The  Care  and  continual  Vexation  of  being  rich, 
eat  up  this  Rafcal.  What  fhall  become  of  my  poor 
Family?  they  are  no  Sheep,  and  they  muft  keep  them- 
felves. 

To.  Love.  Drink,  Matter  Morecraft ;  pray,  be  .  merry 
Nay,  an  you  will  not  drink,  there's  no  Society;  [all: 
Captain,  fpeakloud,  and  drink:  Widow,  a  Word. 

Copt.  Expound  her  thoroughly,  Knight.,  Here,  God 

o'  Gold, 
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o' Gold,  here's  ta  thy  fair  PofTefiions;  Be  a  Baron,  and  a 
bold  one :  leave  off  your  tickling  of  young  Heirs  like 
Trouts,  and  let  thy  Chimnies  fmoKe.  Feed  Men  of  War, 
Jive  and  be  honeft,  and  be  fav'd  yet. 

Mor.  I  thank  you,  worthy  Captain,  for  your  Counfel. 
You  keep  yiur  Chimnies  fmoking  there,  your  Noftrils ; 
And  when  you  can,  you  feed  a  Man  of  War. 
This  makes  you  not  a  Baron,  but  a  bare  one  : 
And  how  or  when  you  fhall  be  fav'd,  let  the  Clark 
O'th'  Company  (you've  commanded)  have  a  juft  Care  of. 

Pott.  The  Man  is  much  mov'd.  Be  not  angry,  Sir, 
(28)  but,  as  the  Poet  fings,  let  your  Dilpleafure  be  a  fhort 
Fury,  and  go  out.  You  have  fpoke  home,  and  .bitterly, 
to  me;.  Sir :  Captain,  take  Truce,  the  Mifer  is  a  tart  and 
a  witif;  r  Whet  pn  — — 

Copt.  Po  4  you  feign,  perdie;  the  Wit  of  this  Man 
Lies  in  his^L-igers  Ends,  he  muft  tell  all ; 
His  Tongue  fills  his  Mouth  like  a  Neat's  Tongue,  and 
only  ferves  to  lick  his  hungry  Chaps  after  a  Purchace :  His 
Brains  and  Brimftone  are  the  Devil's  Diet  to  a  fatUfurer's 
Head.  To  her,  Knight,  to  her-,  clap  her  Aboard,  and 
ftow  her.  Where's  the  brave  Steward  ? 

Sav.  Here's  your  poor  Friend,  and  Savil*  Sir. 

Copt.  Away,  th'rt  rich  in  Ornaments  of  Nature. 
Firft,  in  thy  Face,  thou  haft  a  ferious  Face, 
A  betting,  bargaining,  and  faving  Face, 
A  rich  Face,  pawn  it  to  the  Ufurer  •, 
A  Face  to  kindle  the  Compaflion 
Of  the  moft  ignorant  and  frozen  Juftice. 

Sav.  'Tis  fuch,  as  I  fhall  not  dare  to  fhew  it  fhordy, 
Sir. 

Cap.  Be  blithe  and  bonny,  Steward.  Mafter  Morecraft, 
Drink  to  this  Man  of  Reckoning. 

Mor.  Here's  e'en  to  him. 

Sav.  The  Devil  guide  it  downward !  *  Wou'd,  there  were 
in't  an  Acre  of  the  great  Broom-field  he  bought,  to  fweep 

(28)  but,  as  the  PoitJt/tg$t  la  your  Difplcafurc  b$  a  fhort  Fury.] 
The  Poet,  alluded  to  here,  is  Horace. 

Ira  furor  brevis  eft ;  ■ 

{  yout 
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yow  dirty  Confidence,  or  to  choak  ye, •  'tis  all  one  to"  me,' 
Ufurer. 

.  To.  Lwe.  Conlider  what  I  told  you,  you  are  young, 
Unapt  for  worldly  Bufinds :  Is  it  fit 
One  of  fud*  Tendernefi,  fo  delicate, 
So  contrary  to  Things  of  Care,  fhould  ftir 
And  break  her  better  Meditations, 
In  the  bare  Brokage  of  a  Brace  of  Angels  ? 
Or  a  new  Kirtel,  though  it  be  of  Sattin  ? 
Eat  by  the  Hope  of  Surfeits,  and  lie  down 
Only  in  Expectation  of  a  Morrow, 
That  may  undo  fome  eafy-hearted  Fool, 
Or  reach  a  Widow's  Curfes  ?  Let  out  Money, 
Whofe  Ufc  returns  the  Principal  ?  and  get,   »  . 

Out  of  thefe  Troubles,  a  confuming  Heir  -y  £  - 

For  fiidi  a  one  muft  follow  rieceffarily  f      v  *►-* 
You  fhall  die  hated,  if  not  old  and  miferabl^. 
Afad  thatpofleft  Wealth,  that  you  got  with  Pining, 
Live:  to  fee  tumbled  to  another' sfHands, 

# 

That  is  no  more  a-kin  to  you,  than  you  to  his  Cozenage! 

\JVid.  Sir*  you  (peak  well:;  'wou'd  God,  that  Charity 
had  firft  begun  here. 

To.  Love.  'Tis  yet  TimQ.  Be  merry ;  methinks,  you  want 
Wine  there,  there's  more  i'th*  HoudTe.  Captain,  where 
refts  the  Health? 

Capt.  It  fhall  go  round,  Boy  ? 
'  To.  Love.  Say,  you;  can  fufFer  this,  becaufe  the  End 
Points  at  much  Profit,  can  you  fo  far  bow     . 
Below  your  Blood,  bdowjyour  too  much  Beauty, 
To  be  a  Partner  of  this  Fellow's  Bed,   .  c 
And  lie  with  his  Difeafes  ?  If  you  can, 
I  will  not  prefs  you  further :  Yet  look  upon  him : 
There's  nothing  in  that  hide-bound  Ufarer, 
That  Man  of  Mat,  that  all  decay'd,  but  Aches, 
For  you  to  love,  unlefs  his  perifh'd  Lungs, ' 
His  dry  Cough,  orhi&5cucvy.     This  is  Truth, 
And  fo  far  I  dare  fpeak  yet :  He  has  yet, 
Paft  Cure  of  Phyfick,  Spaw,  or  ^ay  Diet, 
A  primitive  Pox  in  his  Bones  -y  ana  o*  my  Knowledge 
He  has  been  ten  times  rowelTd :  Ye  may  love  him  ; 

<  —  He 
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He  had  a  Baftard,  his  own  toward  Iflue, 

Whip'd,  and  then  crop'd  for  wafhing  out  the  Rofep 

In  Three-farthings  to  make  *em  Pence. 

Wii.  I  do  not  like  thefe  Morals. 

To.  Love,  You  muft  not  like  him  then. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs. 

EL  Love.  By  your  Leave,  Gendemen.  \ 

To.  Love.  By  my  Troth,  Sir,  you  are  welcome ;  wel- 
come, faith :  Lord,  what  a  Stranger  you  are  grown ;  pray, 
know  this  Gendeman,  and,  if  you  pleafe,  thefe  friends 
here:  We  are  merry,  yoilfee  the  worft  onV,  (29)  your 
Houfe  has  been  kept  warm,  Sir. 

El.  Love.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  Brother;  pray .  Qod,  • 
you  are  wife  too*! 

To.  Love.  Pray,  Mr.  Morecraft*  know  my  elder  Bro- 
ther; and,  Captain,  do  your  Compliment.     Savil9  I  dare 
fwear,  is  glad  at  Heart  to  fee  you;  Lord,  we  heard,  Sir, 
you  were  drown'd  at  Sea,  and  fee  how  luckily  Things: 
come  about ! 

Mor.  This  Money  muft  be  paid  again*  Sir. 

To.  Love.  No,  Sir,  pray  keep  the  Sale,  'twill  make 
good  Tailors' Meafures;  lam  wefi,  I  thank  you. 

Wii.  By  my  Troth,  the  Gendeman  has  ftew'd  him  in 
his  own  Sawce,  I  fhall  love  him  for't. 

Sav.  I  know  not  where  I  am,  I  am  fo  glad : 
Your  Worihip  is  the  welcopi'ft  Man  alive ; 
Upon  my  Knees  I  bid  you  welcome  home  : 
Here  has  been  fuch  a  Hurry,  fuch  a  Din, 
Such  difmal  Drinking,  Swearing  and  Whoring,  't  has  al- 
moft  made  me  mad :   We  have  all  liv'd  in  3,  continual 

♦  r 

(M))~your  Houfe  has  been  kept  warm,  Sir. 

Eld,  Love,  rm  glad  to  hear  it,  Brother ;  pray  Cod \  you  are  wife 
too?]  This  would  be  a  very  odd;  Reply,  did  it  not  depend  on  a  Pro- 
•verbial  Expreffion,    If  you    are  wife,    feep  yourfeJf  vtoxm*    So  in 
Shakespeawe's  Much  Ado  about  Nothing, 

%  So  that  if  he  has  Wit  enough  to  keep  himfelf  warm,  &c . 
And,  again,  in  his  Taming  of  the  Shrew : 
Pet.    Am.  I  not  wife  ? 
Kath.  Tet\  keep  you  warm.  , 

Y  4  TurnbaU 
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^urnbaUftreet  \  Sir,  bleft  be  Heav'n,  that  fent  you  fafe 
again;  now  (hall  I  eat,  and  go  to  bed  again. 

El.  Love.  Brother,  difmifs  thefe  People. 

To.  Love.  Captain,  be  gone  a  while,  meet  me  at  my  old 
Rendevouze  in  the  Evening,  take  your  fmall  Poet  with 
you.  Mr.  Morecraft,  you  were  beft  go  prattle  with  your 
learned  Counfel,  I  (hall  preferve  your  Money  ;  I  was  co- 
zen'd  when  Time  was,  we  are  quit,  Sir. 

Wid.  Better  and  better  flail. 

EL  Love.  What  is  this  Fellow,  Brother? 

To.  Love.  A  thirfty  Ufiirer  that  fup'd  my  Land  off. 

El.  Love.  What  does  he  tarry  for? 

To.  Love.  Sir,  to  be  Landlord  of  your  Houfe  and  State: 
I  was  bold  to  make  a  little  Sale,  Sir. 

Mor.  Am  I  over-reach'd  ?  If  there  be  Law,  PU  ham- 
per  ye. 

El.  Love.  Prithee,  be  gone,  and  rave  at  home,  thou  art 
So  bafe  a  Fool  I  cannot  laugh  at  thee : 
Sirrah,  this  comes  of  Coz'ning,  home  and  fpare, 
Eat  Raddifh  'till  you  raife  your  Sums  again. 
If  you  flir  far  in  this,  I'll  have  you  whip'd, 
Your  Ears  tiail'd  for  Intelligencing  o'  th'  Pillory,  and 
your  Goods  forfeit :    You  are  a  ftale  Cozener,  leave  my 
Houfe :  No  more. 

Mor.  A  Pox  upon  your  Houfe !  Come,  Widow,  I  fhall 
yet  hamper  this  young  Gamefter. 

Wid.  Good  twelve  i'  th'  Hundred,  keep  your  Way,  I 
am  not  for  your  Diet  j  marry  in  your  own  Tribe,  Jewy 
and  get  a  Broker. 

To.  Love.  *Tis  well  faid,  Widow :  Will  you  jog  on, 
Sir? 

Mor.  Yes,  I  will  go,  but  'tis  no  matter  whither : 
But  when  I  truft  a  wild  Fool,  and  a  Woman, 
May  I  lend  gratis,  and  build  Holpitals !  [Exit. 

To.  Love.  Nay,  good  Sir,  make  all  ev'n,  here's  a  Wi- 
dow wants  your  good  Word  for  me,  fhe's  rich,  and  may 
renew  me  and  my  Fortunes. 

El.  Love.  I  am  glad  you  look  before  you.  Gentlewo- 
man, here  is  a  poor  diftreffed  younger  Brother. 

Wid.  You  do  him  Wrong,  Sir,  he's  a  Knight. 

EL  Love. 
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El  Love.  I  ask  you  Mercy :  yet  'tis  no  matter,  his 
Knighthood  is  no  Inheritance,  I  take  it :  Whatsoever  he 
is,  he  is  your  Servant,  or  wou'd  be,  Lady.  Faith,  be 
not  mercUefs,  but  make  a  Man;  he's  young  and  hand- 
fbme,  though  he  be  my  Brother,  and  his  Obfervances  may 
deferve  your  Love :  He  fhall  not  fail  for  Means. 

Wtd.  Sir,  you  fpeak  like  a  worthy  Brother :  And  fo 
much  do  I  credit  your  fair  Language,  that  I  fhall  love 
your  Brother :  And  fo  love  Jiim,  -—  but  I  fhall  blufh  tp 
fay  more. 

El.  Love.  Stop  her  Mouth.    I  hope  you  fhall  not  live 
to  know  that  Hour,  when  this  fhall  be  repented.     Now, 
Brother,  I  fhou'd  chide,  but  I'll  give  no  Diftafte  to  your 
fairMiftrefs.     I  will  inftrudl  her  in't,  and  fhe  fhall  do't : 
You  have  been  wild  and  ignorant,  pray,  mend  it. 

To.  Love.  Sir,  every  Day  now  Spring  comes  on. 

El.  Love.  To  you,  gooa  Mr.  Savil,  and  your  Office, 
Thus  much  I  have  to  fay :  You're  from  my  Steward 
Become,  firft,  your  own  Drunkard,  then  his  Bawd ; 
They  fay,  you're  excellent  grown  in  both,  and  perfect; 
Give  me  your  Keys,  Sir  Savil. 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  confider  whom  you  left  me  to. 

EL  Love.  I  left  you  as  a  Curb  for,  not  to  provok^v 
My  Brother's  Follies.    Where's  the  beft  Drink,  no$f 
Come,  tell  me,  Savil;  where's  the  foundeft  Whor£*\ 
Ye  old  He-goat,  ye  dried  Ape,  ye  lame  Stallion,    \ 
(30)  Muft  you  be  leaping  in  my  Houfe?  Your  Whcfret,  \ 

'    (30)  You  muft  be  leading  in  my  Houfe  your  Whores, 

Like  Fairies  dance,  &c]  This  Paffage  has  fuffer'd  both  by  a, 
falfc  Pointing,  and  a  flight  Corruption  in  the  Text.  The  Latter  I 
have  cured  from  the  Authority  of  the  oldeft  Quarto ;  it  want!  no 
Confirmation,  from  the  Words,  Goat  and  Stallion,  preceding;  and 
the  Expreffion  is  frequent  in  oar  Authors. 
So,  in  Phi /after  ; 

n  rather  be  Sir  Tim  tbt  Schoolmafter, 
An d leap  a  Dairy- Maid. 
And,  again; 

.  I  know  her,  and  her  Haunts, 

Her  Lays,  Leaps,  and  Outlays  i 
•  And,  again: 

He  looks  like  an  old  forfeited  Stallion  after  his  Leaping  i 

And 
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L5ke<FaMe§  dance  their  Night-rounds*  jvitfiout  Fear 
Either  of  Kmg  .or  Cohftabfe, '  within '  my  Walls  ? 
Are  all  my  Hangings  fafe;  my  Sheep  unfold  yet  ? 
I 'hope,  my  Plate  is  currant;  I  Ha!  too  much  on't. 
What  fay  you  to  three  hundred  Pounds  in  Drinl^  now  ? 
JSqv.  Goo^  $if,  forgive  me,  and  But  hear  me  fpeak.. 
{  EL  Love.  Methinks,  thou  ftioijld;ft  be  drunkf  ftilV  and 

notfpeak, 
9}&s  the  moref  £irdbriable.  *' 

Sav.  I  will,  Sir,  if  you  will  h&ve  it  fo. 
^^.Z^v^'I'tharik^:1  Yes, cren  purliie  it,  Sir:    Do 
you  hear  ? 

Get  you  a  Who^e  fodn  for  y^tir^Rfecfeation; 
Go  look  out  Captain  Brokm-bhechy^fT^ovt^ 
And  Quarrel  if  you  dare :  I  fhali  deliver  '  //     _  '.,' 
Thefe  Keys  to  one  fliall  have  iflofe  Morkftyy  ''  V* 

Though  not  16  much  fine  Wit>.  Sir. '    You  hiay  walk 
And  gather  GriJfeSj  fit  to  cool  yoiir  Liver  -?  '       /   .  'rj 
There's  fomething  for  you  to  begin  a  Bietj  c      '   ^ 
You'll  have  the  Pox  elfe.  *  Speed  you  well.  Sir  S&vif:'. 
You  may  eat  at  my  Houfe  to  preferve  Lift ;' 5 ;     \  !'  '"r 
But  keep  no  Fornications  in  the  StaBlefc.  - 

|*  }  *;^;;  [E&  omnisfr. SaviL 

*~  1  Now  myft  1  hang  myf^lf,  my  Friends  will  lobk 
j'fbr't;  •■■-"  ■••■■•■■       '    ■-•/•   lr-'u'  ' 
Ltingi  and  Slewing,  I  do  delpfe  yoti  1*oth  now : 
v{\\\mm  mad  firft,  and,  if  that  -get  not  Pity, 
m  dtown  myfelf,  to  a  moll  difmal  Ditty.       [Exit  Savil. 

htfi  intht'Cu/lam  of  the  Country ; 

1  How  big  he  bears! 

$ure$  be  will  leap,  before  us  all: 
„  &c,  &c 


ACT 


7$*  Scdrnfull  Lady.  33-^ 


A   C   T    IV.     SCENE     I. 


'it*  ' ..  t 


£#/#•  Abigail,  yj/tf. 

Abig.  A  LAS!  poor  Gentlewoman,  to  what  a  Miibry    .. 
■***  Hath  Age  now  brought  thee:     To  wha{  a- 
fcurvy  Fortune?  -  jf     A 

Thou  that  haft  been  Companion  for  Noblemen,        . '[  ')* ^ 
And  at  the  worft  of  Times  for  Gentlemen;  /  "  lt ' 

Now,  like  a  broken  Serving-man,  muftbegfor 
Favour  to  thofe,  that  wou'd  have  crawl'd  like  Pilgrims 
To  my  Chamber  but  for  an  Apparition  of  me.  . 
You  that  be  coming  on,  make  much  of  Fifteen, 
And  fo  till  Five-and-twenty :  Ufe  your  Time  ;        v 

^With  Reverence,  that  your  Profits  may  arife : , .  ^ 

'Twill  not  tarry  wi'  you,  Ecccfignum:  Here  was  a  Facei 
But  Time,  that,  like  a  Surfeit,  eats  our  Youth, 
(Plague  of  his  Iron  Teeth,  and  draw  'em  for't  t)  ./      x,(l 
Has  been  a  little  bolder  here  than  welcome :  \; 

And  now,  to  fay  the  Truth,  I  am  fit  for  no  Man. 
Old  Men  i'th*  Houfe  of  Fifty,  call  me  Grammy 
And  when  they  are  drunk,  e'en  then,  when  Joan  and  my \ 
Are  all  as  one,  not  one  will  do  me  Reafbn.  [Lady 

My  little  Levite  hath  forlaken  me, 
His  filver  Sound  of  Cittern  quite  abolifh'd, 
His  doleful  Hymns  under  my  Chamber- Window,  7 

Digefted  into  tedious  Learning  now :  \  .  i 

Well,  Fool,  you  leap'd  a  Haddock  when  you  left  him ;    , 
He's  a  clean  Man,  afid  a  good  Edifier,  >. 

And  twenty  Nobles  i$-his  State  declaroy  .    - 

Befides  his  Pigis  in  pojfe* — • 

To  this  good  Homilijl  I  have  been  ever  ftubborn, 
Which  God  forgive  me  for,  and  mend  my  Manners ; 
(31)  And,  Love j  if  ever  thou  had'ft  Carejaf  Forty,       ,  , 

(31)  And%  Love,  if  ever  thou  bad* ft  Can  of  Forty,    . 

Of  fuch  a  Piece  of  lape  Ground,  hear  my  Prafr,"}    I  believe, 
there  is  no  fuch  Term  in  the  Englijh  Tongue,  as  lape  Q round.    Th^- 
Word  muft  have  been  Lay,  or  Ley ;  i.  e.  Terra  incultd,  Novak :  un- 
plowM,  uncultivated,  Land.  Mr.  Sympfin. 

Of 
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Of  fuch  a  Piece  of  laye  Ground,  hear  my  Pray'r, 
And  fire  his  Zeal  fo  far  forth,  that  my  Faults, 
In  this  renew'd  Impreflion  of  my  Love, 

May  fhew  corre&ed  to  our  gentle  Reader. 

■  ■       »  , 

Enter  Roger. 

Sec,  fee,  how  negligently  he  paffes  by  me  \ 

With  what  an  Equipage  Canonical, 

As  tho*  he  had  broken  the  Heart  of  Bellarmine, 

Or  added  fomething  to  the  finging  Brethren. 

*Tis  Scorn,  I  know  it,  and  deferve  it.     Mr.  Roger    >    ■ 

Rog.  Fair  Gentlewoman,  my  Name  is  Roger! 

Abig.  Then,  gentle  Roger,  — 

Roger.  Ungentle  Abigail,  - 

Abig.  Why,  Mr.  Roger,  will  you  kt  your  Wit 
"to  a  weak  Woman's  ? 

Rog.  You  are  weak,  indeed :  For  fo  the  Poet  fings. 

Abig.  I  do  confefs  my  Weaknefs,  fweet  Sir  Roger. 

Rog.  Good  my  Lady's  Gentlewoman,  or  my  good  La- 
dy's Gentlewoman 

(This  Trope  is  loft  to  you  now)  leave  your  Prating. 
You  have  a  Seafbn  of  your  firft  Mother  in  ye : 
And,  furely,  had  the  Devil  been  in  Love, 
He  had  been  abufed  too :  Go,  Dalilah, 
You  make  Men  Fools,  and  wear  Fig-breeches. 

Abig.  Well,  well, 
Hard-hearted  Man ;  dilate  upon  the  weak 
Infirmities  of  Women :  Thefe  are  fit  Texts, 
But  once  there  was  a  Time,  ■■ 
*  Wou'd,  I  had  never  feen  thofe  Eyes,  thbfe  Eyes, 
Thofe  orient  Eyes. 

Rog.  Ay,  they  were  Pearls  once  with  you. 

Abig.  Saving  your  Reverence,  Sir,  fo  they  are  ftill. 

Rog.  Nay,  nay,  I  do  befeech  you,  leave  your  Cogging, 
What  they  are,  they  are,  they  ferve  me  without  Spe&acles, 
I  thank  'em. 

Abig.  O,  will  you  kill  me  ? 

Rog.  I  do  not  think,  I  can  ; 
You're  like  a  Copy-hold  with  nine  Lives  in't. 

Abig. 
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Abig.  You  were  wont  to  bear  a  Chriftian  Fear  about  you : 
For  your  own  Worfhip's  lake. 

Rog.  I  was  a  Chriftian  Fool  then : 
Do  you  remember  what  a  Dance  you  led  me? 
How  1  grew  qualm'd  in  Love,  and  was  a  Dunce? 
Cou'd  expound  but  once  a  Quarter,  and  then  was  out  too : 
And  then  out  of  the  {linking  Stir  you  put  me  inv 
I  pray'd  for  my  own  royal  Iffue.     You  do 
Remember  all  this  ? 

jfbig.  O  be,  as  then  you  were. 

Rog.  I  thank  you  for  it, 
Surely,  I  will  be  wifer,  Abigail:  and  as  the  Ethnick 

Poet  fings, 
(32)  I  will  not.lofe  my  Oil  and  Labour  too. 
You'rcfor  the  Worfhipful,  I  take  it,  Abigail. 

Abig.  O  take  it  fo,  and  then  I  am  for  dice. 

Rog.  I  like  thefe  Tears  well,  and  this  Humbling  alfo, 
they  are  Symptoms  of  Contrition. 
If  I  fhould  fall  into  my  Fit  again, 
Wou'd  you  not  (hake  me  into  a  quotidian  Coxcomb  ? 
Wou'd  you  not  ufe  me  fcurvily  again, 
And  give  me  Poflcts  with  purging  Comfets  in  'em?    I 
tell  thee,  Gentlewoman,  thou  haft  been  harder  to  me,  than 
a  long  Chapter  with  a  Pedigree. 

Abig.  O  Curate,  cure  me:   I  will  love  thee  better, 
dearer,  longer: 

I.  will  do  any  thing,  betray  the  Secrets 
Of  the  main  Houfehold  to  thy  Reformation. 
My  Lady  fhall  look  lovingly  on  thy  Learning, 
And  When  true  Time  fhall  point  thee  for  a  Parfon, 
I  will  convert  thy  Eggs  to  penny  Cuftards,, 
And  thy  tithe  Goofefnall  graze  and  multiply. 

Rog.  I  am  mollified,  as  well  fhall  teftify 
This  faithful  Kifs ;  But  have  Care,  Miftrefs  Abigail, 
How  you  deprefs  the  Spirit  any  more 
With  your  Rebukes  and  Mocks :  for  certainly 
The  Edge  of  fuch  a  Folly  cuts  itfelf. 

(32)  I  will  not  loft  my  Oil  and  Labour  too.]  The  Ethnick  Poet, 
here  alluded  to;  is  Plautus  in  his  Panulus, 

Turn  pol  Ego  &  Oleum  £&  operam  ftrdidi. 

Abig. 
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:  jfbig.  O  Sir,  you  have  pierc'd  me  thorough.    Here  I 

vow  a  Recantation  to  thofe  malicious  Faults  I  ever  did 

againft  you.     Never:  more 

Will  I  defpife  your;  Learning,  never  more 

Pin  Cards  and  Cony-taHs  upon  yoar  CafTock; 

Never  again  reproach  your  reverend  Night-cap* 

And  call  it  by  the  mangy  Name  of  Murrion  : 

Never  your  reverend  Perfon,  more^  and  fay, 

You  look  like  one  of  Baal's  Priefts  in  a  Hanging, 

Never  again,  when  you  fay  Grace,  laugfr  at  you,        - 

Nor  put  you  out?  at  Prayers :  Never  cramp  you  more^ 

With  the  great  Book  of  Martyrs ;  nor,  when  you  ride, 

Get  Sope  and  Thiftles  for  you.    No,  my  Roger, 

Thefe  Faults  fhall  jDe  corrected  and  amended, 

As  by  the  Tenor  of  my  Tears  appears. 

Rog.  Now  can't  I  hold,  fhould  I  be  fcangrd,  I  muft 
(Sty*  tpri.  Gome  to  thine  own  beloved*  arid  do     • 
Even  what  thou  wilt  with  me,  fweefc,  fweet  Abigails 
I  am  thine- own  for  ever:  Here's  my  Hand, 
VfYktoRoger  proves  a  Recreant,  hang  him  i'th?  Bell-ropes. 
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*  Lady.  Why,  how  now,  Matter  Rdgtr,  no  Pray'rs  down 
with  you  to  Night?  Did  you  hear  the  "Bell  ring?  You 
are  courting  5  your  Flock  ihall  fat  well  for  it. 

Rog.  I  humbly  ask  your  Pardon :  Pll  clap  up  Pray'rs, 
but  ftay  a  little,  and  be  with  you  again,      [Exit  Roger. 

# 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs. 

Lady.  How  dare  you,  being  fo  unworthy  a  Fellow 
Prefume  to  come  to  movfc  me  any  more  ? 

EL  Love.  Ha>  ha*  ha. 

Lady.  What  ails  the  Fellow  ? 

ElsLove.  The  Fellow  comes  to  laugh  at  you, 
I  tell  you,  Lady,  I  would  not,  for 'your  Land, 
Be  fuch  a  Coxcomb,  fuch  a  whining  Afs, 
As  you  decreed  me  for  when  I  was  laft  here. 

Lady*  I  joy  to  hear  you  are  wife,  'tis  a  rare  Jewel 
In  an  £l$er  Brother:  Pray,  be  wifer  yet. 

EL  Love.  Methinks,  I  am  very  wife:  I  do  not  come 
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A  wooing.    Indeed*  VU ,  mpvq  no  inojre  J^ovc  to  • 
Your  Ladyfhip.  "  . Y ,.'./  ^'i'.i  j[     .  '     ■ 

Lady.  What  makeSi  you  here  thea?    :J>  ,r 

EL  Love.  Only  to  fee  you  and  be  merry*  Lady :  That's 
all  my  Bufinds.     'Faith,,  let's  be  vejry';i^ny#    Where's 
little  Regtr?  He  is  a  good  Fellow:      ;, 
An  Hour  or  two,  wellvfo$nt  in  wholefome  Mirth,  \ 

Is  worth  a  thoufand  of  thefe  puling. Eaffipns.    ; 
'Tis.  an  ill  World  for  Lovers- 

Lady,  They  were  jieyer  fewer.  r\  -:.Y 
'!    El.  Love.  I  thank/God,  there  is  one  the  lefs  for  mej 
Lady.' 

Lady.  You  were  never  'any,  Sir, 

EL  Love.  Till  noiy,\ and  now  •>  ; 

I  am  the  prettieft  Fellow. . 

Lady.  You  talk  like  a  Tailor,  Sir. 

El.^ove.    Methinks,   your  Faces    are   no  fuch   fire 
Things  now.  ' 

-  Lady.  Why  did  you  tell  me  you  were  wife?  Lord!  what 
A  lying  Age  is  this  .j  wfyere  will  you  mend  thefe  Faces  ? 

El.  Love.  A  Hog's  Face,  fouft,  is  worth  a  Hundred 
of  'em.      \ 

Lady .  Sure,  you  had  a  Sow  to  your  Mother. 

EL  Love.  She  Brought  fuch  fine  white  JPigs  as  you, 
fit  for  none  but  Parfons,  Lady.  >       ,     t 

Lady.  'Tis  well  you  will  al|ow  us  our  Clergy  yet \ 

EL  Love.  Thatfliail  not  fave  you,  Ottiaj;  I  werev)ip 
Love  again  with  a  Wifti !      > 

Lady.  By  this  Light,  you  are 
A  fcurvy  Fellow ;.  pray  *:  be  gone.    .EL  Love.  You  know* 
I  am  a  clean-skin'd  Man.'     Lady.  Do  T know  it? 

EL  Love.  Come,  come,  you  wou'd  know  it;  that's 
as  good ;  But  not.  a  Snap,  never  long  for't>  not  a  Snap* 
dear  Lady.  , 

Lady.  Hark  ye,  Sir,  hark  ye,  get  ye  to  tl)e  Suburbs,  . 
There's  Horfe-Flefh  for  fuch  Hounds :  Will  you- go,  Sir? 

El.  Love.  Lord !  hov*  I  lov'd  this  Woman,  how  I 
worlhip'd    . 
This  pretty  Calf  witli  a  white  Face  here  !  As  1  live,    .  % 

You  were  the  prettied  Fool  to  play  withal,  . 

The 
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The  wittieft  litde  Variet,  it  would  talk : 
Lord,  how  it  talk'd  !  And  when  I  angred  it, 
It  would  07  out,  and  fcratch,  and  eat  no  Meat, 
And  it  would  fay,  Go  hang. 

Lady.  It  will  fey  fo  ftill,  if  you  anger  it.  [ried, 

EL  Love.  And  when  I  ask'd  it,  if  it  would  be  mar- 
It  fait  me  of  an  Errand  into  France, 
And  would  abufe  me,  and  be  glad  it  did  fa 

Lady.  Sir,  this  is  moft  unmanly ;  pray,  be  gone,     jme) 

EL  Love.  And  fwear  (even  when  it  twitter'd  to  be  at 
I  was  unhandfome.    Lady.  Have  you  no  Manners  in  you  ? 

El.  Love.  And  fey  my  Back  was  melted,  when  God 
he  knows, 
I  kept  it  at  a  Chaige :  Four  Flanders  Mares 
Would  have  been  eafier  to  me,  and  a  Fencer. 

Lady.  You  think  all  this  is  true  now  ? 

JE/.  Love.  Faith,  whether  it  be  or  no,  'tis  td&  good 
for  you. 
But  fo  much  for  our  Mirth  :  Now  have  at  you  in  Earned, 

Lady.  There  is  enough  Sir,  I  defire  no  more. 
-El.  Love.  Yes,  Faith,  we'll  have  a  Call  at  your  beft 
Parts  now;  And  then  the  Devil  take  the  worft  ! 

Lady.  Pray,  Sir,  no  more,  I  am  not  Co  much  affedted 
with  your  Commendations,  'tis  almoft  Dinner,  I  know 
they  ftay  for  you  at  the  Ordinary. 

El.  Love,  E'en  a  lhort  Grace,  and  then  I  am  gone. 
You  are  a  Woman,  and  the  proudeft  that  ever  lov*d  a 
Coach:  The  fcornfulleft,  fcurvieft,  and  moft  fenfelds 
Woman ; 

The  greedieft  to  be  prais'd,  and  never  movM 
Though  it  be  grofi  and  open ;  the  moft  envious, 
That  at  the  poor  Fame  of  another's  Face, 
Would  eat  your  own,  and  more  than  is  your  own, 
The  Paint  belonging  to  it :  Of  fuch  a  Self-opinion,  that 
you  think  none  can  defcrve  your  Glove :  And,  for  your 
Malice,  you're  fo  excellent,  you'  might  have  been  your 
Tempter's-tutor :  Nay,  never  *y. 

Lady,  Your  own  Heart  knows  you  wrong  me :  I  cry 
for  ye? 

EL  Love.  You  (hall  before  I  leave  you. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  Is  all  th&fpoke  in  Earneft? 

El.  Love.  Yes,  and  more,  a*  foon  as  I  can  get  It  our. 

£*^.  Well,  out  with't,  ♦ 

£/.  JLave.  You  are  j  let  me  fee- 
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Z<*#.  One  that  has  us'd  you  with  too^much  Relpcft. 

El.  Love.  One  that  hath  us'd  me,  fince;  you  Will  hare 
it  fof 
The  bafeft,  the  moft  Foot-boy-like,  without  Refpefl;  of 
what  I  was,  or  what  you  might  be  by  me ;  you  foaveufed 
roe,  as  I  would  ufe  a  Jade, 

Rid  him  off's  Legs,  then  turn  him  to  the  Commons  \   « 
You  have  us'd  me  with  Difcretion,  and  I  thank  7^, 
If  you  have  many  more  fuch  pretty  Servants, 
Pray,  build  an  Holpital,  and,  when  they  are  old, 
Keep 'em  for  Shame.  . 

Lady.  I  cannot  think  yet  this  isierious.  •  ' 

El.  Love.  Will  you  have  more  on't  I 

Lady.  No,  Faith,  there's  enough,  * 

If  it  be  true :  Too  much,  by  all  my  Part ; 
Tdu  aj-e  no  Lover  then  ?  \ 

El.  Lave.  No,  I  had  rather  be  a  Carrier.  :.-.-. 

Lady.  Whv,  the  Gods  mend  all ! 

El.  Lave.  Neither  do  I  think 
Thefie  can  be  <fuch  a  Fellow  found  i'th'  Work!*       \\ 
To  be  in  Love  with  fuch  a  froward -.Woman ;        . 
If  there  be  fuch,  they're  mad  yjave  comfort  f«»t 
Now  you  have  all,  and  I  as  new  a  Man, 
As  light,  and  fpirited,  that  I  feel  myfelf 
Clean  through  another  Creature.    O  'tis  brave 
To  be  one's  own.  Man,  I  can  fee  you  now 
As  I  would  fee  a  Pifture,  fit  all  Day  by  you,     , 
And  never  kifs  your  Hand  j  Thfcn  hear  you  fing, 
And  never  fall  backward \  but  with  as  fee  a  Temper, 
As  I  would  hear  a  Fidkr,  rife  and  th^nk  you. 
I  can  now  keep  my  Money  in  my  Purfe, 
That  (till  was  ftading  out  for  Scarfes  and  Waftcoats : 
And  keep  my  Hand  from  Mercer's  Sheep-skins  finely. 
I  can  eat  Mutton  now^and  feaft  myfelf 
With  my  two  Shillings,  and  can  fee  a  Play 
For  Eighteen  Pence  agjun :  I  can,  my  Lady,  I  cany 

Vol,  I.  Z  La^ 
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Lady.  The  Carriage  of  this  Fellow  vexes  me.  Sir* 
Pr^y,  lot  me  focak  a  little  private  with  you,  — 
I  muft  not  fuffcr  this. 

El.  Love.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  would  you  with  me? 
You  will  not  ravifli  me?  Now,  your  fet  Speech? 

Lad}.  Thou  perjur'd  Man— - 

El.  Love.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  is  a  fine  exordium. 
And  why,  I  pray  you,  perjur'd  ? 

Lady.  Did  younotfwear 
A  thoufand  thoufand  times,  you  lov*d  me  beft 
Of  all  Things? 

EL  Love.  I  do  confefs  it :  Make  your  beft  of  that. 

Lady.  Why  do.  you  fay,  you  do  not  then  ? 

El.  Love:  Nay,  I'll  fwear  it. 
And  gpve  fufficient  Reafon,  your  own  Ufage. 

Lady.  Do  you  not  love  me  then  ? 

EL  Love.  No,  faith. 

Lady.  Did  you  ever  think,  I  lov*dyou  dearly? 

El.  Love.  Yes,  bu$  I  fee  l^t  K>tten  Fruks  on*k 

Lady.  Do  not  deny  your  Hand  for  I  muft  kift  it, 
And  take  my  laft  Farewell  j  now  let  me  die* 
So  you  be  happy. 

EL  Love.  I  am  too  fooltfh:  Lady,  fpeak,  dear  Lady. 

Lady.  No,  let  me  die,  [She  Swoons. 

Mar.  Oh. my  Sifter!  i 

^%,  JCXmy  Lady!  help,  help,  _,..:. 

Mar.  Run  for  fome  Rqa  Solis !  {Lady, 

EL  Love.  I  have  plaid  the.  fine  Afs :  Bend  hen  Body. 
Beft,  deareft,  worthieft  I^ady,  hear  your  Servant,  '' 

I  am  not  as  I  ftieW'd :  O  wretched  Fool, 
To  fling  away  the  Jewel  of  thy  Life  thus*        - 
Give  her  more  Air ;  fee,  flie  begins  to  ftir, 
Sweet  Miftrefs,  hear  me*.    *  Lady.  Is  my  Servant  well? 

EL  Love.  In  being  yours  I  am  lb. 

Lady.' Then  I  care  not. 

*EL  Love.  How  do  ye,  reach  a  Chair  there ;  I  confefc 
JMy  Fault  not  pardonable,  in  purfuing  thus 
Upon  fuch  T^ndemeS  my  willfull  Error ; 
But  hack  I  known  it  wou'd  have  wrought  thus  with  ye, 
.Tims  ftrangely,  not  the  World  bad  won  me  to  it ; 
•'.■-"■  And 
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And  let  not,  my  beft  Lady,  any  Word      ' 
Spoke  to  my  End  cjUfturb  your  quiet  Peace  \ 
For  lboner  fhall  yoii  know  a  general  Ruin, 
Than  my  Faith  broken.    Do  not  doubt  this,  Miftrefs, 
Fqr  by  my  Life,  I  cannot  Kve  without  ycfU. 
Come,  come,  you  fhall  not  grieve,  rather  be  angry* 
And  heap  Affli&ion  on  me :  I  wiHfuffer. 
O,  I  could  curfe  myfelf ;  pray,  fmile  upon  me. 
Upon  my  Faith,  'twas  but  a  Trick  to  try  you, 
Knowing  you  lov'd  me  dearly,  and  yetr  ftrangely 
That  you  would  never  fliew  it,  though  my  Means 
Was  all  Humanity. 

All.  Ha,  ha.        El.  Love.  How  now  ? 

Lady.  I  thank  you,  fine  Fool,  for  your  moft  fine  Plot-; 
This  was  a  fubtle  one,  a  ftiff  Device 
To  have  caught  Dottrels  with.    Good  fenfelefs  Sir, 
Could  you  imagine  I  fhould  (woon  for  you, 
And  know  yourfelf  to  be  an  arrant  Afs  ? 
Ay,  a  difcoverM  one.   fTis  quit,  I  thank  you,  Sir, 
Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Take  heed,  Sir,  lhe  may  chance  to  fwoon  again. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Abig.  Step  to  her,  Sir,  fee,  how  lhe  changes  Colour. 

EL  Love.  I'll  go  to  HeU  firft,  ami  be  better  welcome. 
(33)  I  am  fool'd,  I  do  confefs  it,  finely  fool'd, 
Lady-fool'd,  Madam ;  and  I  thank  you  for  it.  v 

Lady.  Faith,  'tis  not  fb  much  worth,  Sir  : 
But  if  I  knew  when  you  come  next  a  Birding, 
I'll  have  a  ftronger  Noofe  to  hold  the  Woodcock; 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

El.  Love.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  merry  :  Pray,  laugh  on. 

Mar.  H'  ad  a  hard  Heart,  that  could  not  laugh  at  you, 
Sfj  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  Pray,  Sifter,  do  not  laugh,  you'll  anger  him, 
And  then  he'll  rail  like  a  rude  Coftermonger,     . 

(33)  lamfooTd,  I  do  confefs  it,  fineh  fool* 4, 

Lady,  >/V,  Madam,]  What,  call  her  Lady  and  Madam 
too,  within  the  Compafs  of  three  Words?  Loviltfs  would  fay,  he 
was  grown  a  Woman's  Fool,  Lady-fool'd  i  as  Mr.  Symffon  fcw  with 
me  the  Text  ought  to  be  reftorM. 

1  2  That 
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That  School-boys  fcdcouzened  of  Jus  Apples,   . 
As  loud  and  fenfelefs. 

EL  Love.  I  will  not  rail. 

Mar.  Faith,  then  let's  hear  Jiim,  Sifter. 

El.  Lave.  Yes,  you  fhall  Jioar  me. 

&t$j.  Shall  we  be  the  better  by  it  thep  ?         [Words, 

El.  Lave.  NOft  he  that  makes  a,  Woman  better  by  his 
1*11  have  him  Sainted :.  Blows  will  not  do  it. 

Lai).  By  this  Light,  he'll  beat  us. 

El.  Love.  You-dp  dsferve  it  richly, 
And  may  live  to  .have  a  Bgadle  do  it. 

Lad).  Now  he  rails. 

El.  Love.  Come,  fcornfull  Folly, 
If  this  be.  railing,  you  fhall  hear  me  rail. 

Lady,  Pray,  put  it  in  good  Words  then. 

El.  Lave.  The  worft  are  gqod  ^o^gh  for  fuch  a  Trifle* 
Such  a  proud  Piece  of  CobwebJawn. 

Lady.  You  bite,  Sir. 

EL  Lave.  I  wou'd  till  the  Bones  crack'd,  an  I  had 
my  WiU.  : 

Mar.  We  had  belt  muzzle,  him,  he  grows  mad. 

El.  Love.  I  wou'd  'twere  lawful  in  die  next  great  Sick- 
nefe  toh^ve  the  Dogs  fpar'd,  thofe  harmlefs  Creatures, 
4nd  knocjc  i'th*  Head  thole  .  fyot  continual  Plagues,  Wo- 
men, that  are  more  infectious.  I  hope,  the  State  will 
think  on't. 

Lady.  Are  you  well,  Sir? 

Mar.  He  locfc^  though  he  had  a  grievous  Fk  o'th* 
Cholick.  !       / 

El.  Lave.  Green-ginger  will  cure  me, 

Abig.  I'll  heat  a  Trencher  for  him. 

El.  Love.  Dirty  December,  do, 
Thou  with  a  Face  as  old  as  Erra  Pater,  .  # 

Such  a  Progpofticatin^  Nofe:  Thou  Thing, 
That  ten  Years  fince  has  left  to  be  a  Woman, 
Out-worn  the  Expectation  of  a  Bawd  ; 
(34)  And  thy  dry  Bones  can  reach  at  nothing  now, 

But 

(34)  ^*t  *h  'CF  Senes  can  reach  at  nothing  now, 

Fnt  Cords,  §r  Nine  fins;]  There  it  no  fuch  Word,  that  I 

know 
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But  Coggs  or  Ninepins  5  pray,  go  fetch  a  Trencher,  go. 

Lady.  Let  him  alone,  he's  crack'd.     '.'-•,    '"■:    } 

Abig.  I'll  fee  him  hang'd  firft,  he's  a  beaftly  Fellow 
To  ufe  a 'Woman  of  my  Breeding  thus ; 
Ay,  marry  is  he :  Wou'd  I  were  a  Man, 
Pd  make  hhn  cat  his  Knaves'  Words. 

EL  Levi.  Tic  your  (he  Otter  up,  good'  Lady  Tolly, 
She  ftinks  worfe  than  a  Bear-baiting. 

Lady.  Why  will  you  bfe  angry  now  ? 

El.  Love.  Go  paint,  and  purge, 
Call  in  your  Kennel  with  you :  1  ou  a  Lady  ?  / 

Abig.  Sirrah,  look  to't  againft  the  Quarter-Seflions, 
If  there  be  a  good  Behaviour  in  the  World,   ,' 
I'll  have  thee  bound  to  it. 

El.  Love.  You  muft  not  feek  it  in  your  Lady's  Houfe 
then-,  '  V 

Pray,  fend  this  Ferret  home ;  and  fpin,  gopd  Abigail. 
And,  Madam,  that  your  Ladyfhip  may  know, 
In  what  bafe  manner  you  hiatfe  us'd  my  Service^ 
I  da  from  this  Hour  hate  ye  heartily ; 
And  though  your  Folly  fliould  whip  you  to  Repentance, 
And  waken  you  at  length  to  fee  my  Wrongs, 
*Tis  not  the  Endeavour  of  your  Life  (hall  win  me ; 
T^Tot  all  the  Friends  you  have,  nor  Interceflion, 
Nor  your  fubmiffive  Letters,  though  they  (poke 
As  many  Tears  as  Words ;  not  your  Knees  grown 
To  th*  Ground  in  Penitence,  nor  all  your  State, 
To  kifs  you ;  nor  my  Pardon,  nor  my  Will 
To  give  you  Chriftian  Burial,  if  you  die  thus  * 
Sd,  farewel.—  When  I  am  married  and  made  lure,  FU 

come 
And  vifit  you  again,  and  vex  you,  Lady. 
By  all  my  Hopes,  I'll  be  a  Torment  to  you, 
Worfe  than  a  tedious  Winter.   I  know  you  will, 
Recant  and  fue  to  me,  but  five  that  Labour: 
ril  rather  love  a  Fever  and  continual  Thirft, 

know  of,  as  Gords.  Oar  Poets  muft  eerttialy  have  wrote  Coggsi 
i.  #.  hard,  dry,  tough  Pieces  of  Wood,  which  are  call'd  the  Teeth 
of  a  Mill- Wheel.  Mr.  Symffin. 

Z  3  rather 
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(35)  Rather  contract  my  Youth  to  drink  and  fwagger, 
Doat  upon  Quarrels,  or  take  a  drawn  Whore  from 
An  Hofpital,  that  Time,  Difeafes,  and 
Mercury  had  eaten,  than  to  be  drawn  to  love  you. 

Lady.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  do,  but  take  Heed  though. 

El.  Love.  From  thee,  falfe  Dice,  Jades,  Cowards,  and 
plaguy  Summers, 
Good  Lord  deliver  me !  {Exit  Elder  Loveleis. 

Lady.  But  hark  you,  Servant,  hark  ye :  Is  he  gone  ? 
Call  him  again. 

Abig.  Hang  him,  Paddock. 

Lady.  Art  thou  here  ftill  ?  Fly,  fly,  and  call  toy  Ser- 
vant ;  fly,  or  never  fee  me  more. 

Abig.  I  had  rather  knit  again  than  fee  that  Rafcal,  but 
I  muft  do  it.  {Exit  Abigail. 

Lady.  I  would  be  loth  to  anger  him  too  much ; 
What  a  fine  Foolery  is  this  in  a  Woman, 
To  ufe  thofe  Men  molt  frowardly  they  love  moft  ? 
If  I  fliould  Iofe  him  thus,  I  were  rightly  ferv'd. 
I  hope,  he's  not  fo  much  himfelf,  to  take  it 
To  th*  Heart  2  How  now  ?  Will  he  come  back  ? 

Enter  Abigail. 

Abig.  Never,  he  fwears,  while  he  can  hear  Men  lay 
there's  any  Woman  living :  He  fwore  he  would  ha*  ipe 
firft. 

Lady.  Didft  thou  intreat  him,  Wench  ? 

Abig.  As  well  as  I  cou'd,  Madam. 
But  this  is  (till  your  way,  to  love  being  abfent, 
And  when  he's  with  you,  laugh  at  him  and  abufe  him. 
There  is  another  way,  if  you  could  hit  "on*  t. 

(35)  Bather  contract  my  Youth  to  drink  and  facerdote 

Upon  Quarre A,]  The  Metre  here  is  quite  difconcefted  \  and, 
befides,  this  feehiing  prieftly  Wofd  facerdote,  I  am  afraid,  is  not  to 
be  found  in  any  of  our  Diftionanes*     I  doubt  not  but  our  Poeta 
wrote ;  ■ 

Rather  contract  my  Youth  to  drink,  and  fw agger, 
Doat  upon  3>uarrefi,  < 
So,  again,  in  the  Mad  Lover; 

————— —  ¥0  fight  and  fwagger, 

Beaten  about  the  Ears,  &c.  Mr.  Sympfi*. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  get  me  Paper,  Pen  and  Ink, 
Til  write  to  him  ;  I'd  be  loth,  he  fhould  fleep  in's  Anger. 
Women  are  moft  Fools  when  they  think  they're  wifeft. 

[Exeunt.. 

Mufick.   Enter  Young  Lovelefs,  and  Widow ;  with 

them  his  Comrades. 

Wid.  Pray^  Sir,  caft  off  thefe  Fellows,  as  unfitting 
For  your  bare  Knowledge,  and  far  more  your  Company: 
Is't  fit  fuch  Ragamuffins  as  thefe  are, 
Should  beat  the  Name  of  Friends,  and  furnifh  out 
A'civil  Houfe?  You're  to  be  married  now,  and  Men,  that 
love  you, 

Muft  expedt  a  Courie  far  from  your  old  Career : 
If  you  will  keep  'em,  turn  'em  to  th*  Stable,  and 
There  make  'em  Grooms:  And  yet  now  I  conlider  it, 
Such  Beggars  once  let  o*  Horfe-back,  you  have  heard* 
Will  ride,  how  far  you  had  heft  to  look, 

Copt.  Hear  you,  you 
That  muft  be  Lady,  pray  content  yourfelf 
And  think  upon  your  Carriage  foon  at  Night* 
What  Drefling  will  beft  take  your  Knight,  what  Waftcoat,- 
What  Cordial  will  do  well  i'th'  Morning  for  him, 
What  Triers  have  you  ? 

Wid.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Copt.  Thofe  that  muft  fwitch  him  up :  If  he  ft  art  well, 
Fear  not,  but  cry,  Saint  George,  and  bear  him  hard  : 
When  you  perceive  his  Wind  grows  hot  and  wanting, 
Let  him  &  Htde  down,  he's  fleet,  ne'er  doubt  him,  *     J 
And  ftands  found, 

Wid.  Sir,  you  hear  thefe  Fellows  ? 

To.  Love.  Merry  Companions,  Wencht  merry  Com- 
panions. *  ••'    ' 

Wid.  To  one  another  let  'cm  be  Companions, 
But,  good  Sir,  not  to  you :  You  (hall  be  civil, 
And  flip  off  thde  bafe  Trappings. 

Copt.  He  fhall  not  need,  my  moft  fweet  Lady  Croeer  \ 
if  he  be  civil,  not  your  powder'd  Sugar,  nor  your  Raifins 
lhall  perfuade  the  Captain  to  live  a  Coxcomb  with  him ; 
let  him  be  civil  tod  eat  i'th*  Arches,  and  fee  what  will 
comeon't.  Z  4  Poet. 
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Poet.  Let  him  be  civil,  do:  Undo  him;  ay,  that's 
die  next  way.  I  will  not  take,  if  he  be  civil  once,  two 
hundred  Pounds  a  Vear  to  live  with  him  :  Be  civil  ?  There's 
a  trim  Pcrfuafion. 

Copt.  If  thou  be'ft  civil,  Knight  •,  as  Jove  defend  it ! 
Get  thee  another  Nofe,  that  will  be  pulPd 
Off  by  the  angry  Boys  for  thy  Converfion  : 
The  Children  thou  (halt  get  on  this  Civilian 
CaniK*  inherit  by  the  Law,  they're  Etbnkks% 
And  all  thy  Sport  mecr  moral  Leachery : 
When  they  are  grown,  having  but  little  in  'em, 
They  may  prove  Haberdaftiers,  or  grofs  Grocers, 
Like  their  dear  Dam  there:  Prithee  be  civil,-  Knight, 
In  time  thou  may'ft  read  to  thy  Houfehold,  and  be  drunk 
once  a  Year :  This  would  (hew  finely. 

3hi  Love*  I  wonder*  Sweetheart,  you  will  offer  this, 
You  do  not  underftand  thefe  Gentlemen : 
I  will  be  fhort  and  pithy :  I  had  rather 
Caft  you  off  by  the  way  of  Charge ;  Thefe  are  Creatures, 
That  nothing  goes  to  the  Maintenance  of 
But  Corn  add  Water.    I  will  keep  thefe  Fellows 
Jeft  &%  "die  Competency  of  two  Hens. 

Wid.i  If  you  can  cau  it  fo,  Sir,  you  have  my  Liking: 
If  they  eat  lefs,  I  Ihould  not  be  offended : 
But  how  thefe,  Sir,  can  live  upon  fo  little 
As  Corn  and  Water,  I  am  unbelieving. 

To.  Love.  Why,  prithee,  Sweetheart,  what's  your  Ale? 
Is  not 
That  Corn  *nd  Water,  my  fweet>Widoir?     WU.  Ay, 
But  my  fwcet  Knight,  where  is  the  Meat  to  this, 
Aod  Cloaths  that  they  muft  look  for  ? 

To.  Lave.  In  this  fhort  Sentence  Ale,  is  all  included  r 
M*at,  Drink,  and  Cloth :  Thefe  are  no  ravening  Foot* 
Jtfo  Fellows,  that  at  Ordinaries  dare  [men, 

JEat  their  eighteen  Pence  thrice  out  before  they  rife, 
And  yet  go  hungry  to  a  Hay,  and  crack 
More  ftttts  than  weald  fuffice  a  dozen  Squirrels ; 
Befides  the  Din,  which  is  mbft  damnable : 
I  had  rather  rail,  and  be  confin'd  to  a  Boat-maker, 
Than  live  among  iuch  Rafcals ;  thefe  are  People 

Of 
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Of  fuch  V  clean  Difcretibn  in  their  Dter,  . w.. *. 

Of  fuch  a  moderate  Suftenance,  that  thtfy  fwea*    ••'  '    * 
If  they  but  fmell  hot  Meat.    Porridge  is  Poifon; '  ' 
They  hare  a  Kitchen  as  they  hate  a  Counter, 
And,  fhew  *cm  but  a  Feather-bed,  they  fwoon. 
Ale  is  their  eating,  and  their  drinking,  furely, 
Which  keeps  their  Bodies  clear,  and  ioliible. 
Bread  is  a  binder,  and  for  that  abolifh'd 
Even  in  their  Ale,  whofcloft  Room  fills  an  Ap£>le/~ 
Which  is  more  airy  and  of  fubtler  Nature. 
The  Reft  they  take  is  little,  and  that  little 
Is  little  eafy  :  For,  like  ftridt  Men  of  Order, 
They  >  dd  cor  reft  their Bodies  with  a  Bench," 
Or-  a  poor  ftubborn  Table ;  if  a  Chimney 
Offer  itfelf  with  fome  few  broken  Rufhes, 
They  are  hi  Down :  When  they  are  fick,  that's  drunk, 
They  may  have  frefti  Straw,  elfe  they  do  defpife 
Theie  worldly  Pamperings.     For  their  poor  Apparel, 
*Tis  worn  out  to  the  Diet;  new  they  fctk  none; 
And  if  a  Man  fhould  offer,  they  are  angry, 
Scarce  to  be  recondFd  again  with  him  : 
You  (hall  not  hear  *em  ask  one  a  caft  Doublet 
Once  in^  Year,  which  is  a  Modefty 
Befitting  my  poor  Friends :  You  fee  their  Wardrobe, 
Though  (lender,  competent:  For  Shirts,  I  take  it, 
They  are  Things  worn  out  of  their  Remembrance* 
I^oufy  they  will  be  when  they  lift,  and  m*gy, 
Which ihows  a  fine  Variety:  And  then  to  cure  'em* 
A  Tanner's'  Limepit^  which  is  little  Charge, 
Two  Dogs,  and  thefe  too,  may  tecur*d  for  three  Pence/ 
Wid.<  You  have  half  perfuaded  me;  pray,  ufc  your 
Pleafure: 
And,  my  good  Friends,  fince  I  do  know  your  Bfct*        ) 
Til  take  an  Order,  Meat  (hall  not  offend  you, 
(36}  You  fhall  have  Ale, 

(36)  —  — — •  Ton  Jball  ha*oe  Ale. 

We  ask  no  more,  let  it  be,  mighty  Lady]  Let  it  be,  what  I 
and  why,  mighty  Lady  ?  The  falfe  Collocatioa  of  a  poor  Comma 
has  begot  this  Nonfcnfe.  The  Captain  would  fay.  If  we  lhall  haw 
Algj  let  it  be  mighty,  Lady ;  ftrong,  ftfiging  Gecr. 
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Copt.  We  ask  no  more,  let  k  be  mighty,  Lady : 
And  if  we  perifh,  then  our  own  Sins  on  us. 

To.  Love.  Come  forward,  Gentlemen ;  to  Church,  my 
Boys;  wjien  we  have  done,  I'll  give  you  Cheer  in  Bowls. 

[Exeunt. 


ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

* 

Entir  Elder  Lovelefs. 

El.  Lwf.HPHis  fenfelefs  Woman  vexes  me  to  th'  Heart, 
•*•    She  will  not  from  my  Memory  *  'wou'd, 
flie  were 
A, Man  for  one  two  Hours,  that  I  might  beat  her: 
If  I  had  been  unhandibme,'  old  or  jealous, 
*T  had  been  an  even  Lay  flie  might  have  fcorn'd  me  * 
But  to  be  young,  and,  by  this  Light,  I  think 
As  proper  as  the  proudcft ;  made  as  clean, 
Asftraight,  and  ftrong-back'd 5  Means  and  Manners  equal 
With  the  beft  Cloth  of  Silver  Sir  i>thf  Kingdom : 
But  thefe  are  Things,  at  fome  time  of  the  Moon, 
Below,  the  Cut  of  Canvas :  Sure,  flie  has 
Some  meephirig  Rafcal  in  her  Houfe,  fome  Hind, 
That  fhe  hath  feen  bear,  like  another  Milo, 
Quarters  of  Malt  upon  his  Back,  and  fing  with't ; 
Threftx  all  Day,  and  i'th9  Evening,  in  his  Stockings, 
Strike  up  a  Hornpipe,  and  there  ftink  two  Hours, 
And  ne'er  a  whit  the  worfe  Man ;  thefe  are  they* 
Thefe  Steel-chm'd  Rafeals,  that  undo  us  all. 
•  Wou'd,  I  had  been  a  Carter,  or  a  Coachman* 
I  had  done  the  Deed  e'er  this  Time. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  there's  a  Gentleman  without  would  fpeak 
with  you. 
El.  Lwe.  Bid  hint  come  in. 

Enter  Wclford, 

Wei.  By  your  Leave,  Sir. 

El.  Love. 
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El  Love.  You  are  welcome:  What's  your  Will,  Sir? 

JVeL  Have  you  forgotten  me  ? 

El  Love.  I  do  not  much  remember  you. 

Wei  You  muft,  Sir.  I  am  that  Gentleman  you  pleas'd 
to  wrong, 
In  your  Difguife,  I  have  inquir'd  you  out. 

El  Love.  I  was  difguis'd,  indeed,  Sir,  if  I  wrong'd 
you;  pray,  where  and  when  ? 

Wei  In  fuch  a  Lady's  Houfe, 
I  need  not  name  her.    El  Love.  I  do  remember  you, 
You  feem'd  to  be  a  Suitor  to  that  Lady  ? 

Wei,  If  you  remember  this,  do  not  forget 
How  fcurvily  you  ufed  me :  That  was 
No  Place  to  quarrel  in,  prav  you,  think  of  it ; 
If  you  be  honeft  you  dare  fight  with  mq 
Without  more  urging,  elfe  I  muft  provokt  ye. 

El  Love.  Sir,  I  dare  fight,  but  never  for  a  Woman* 
I  will  not  have  her  in  my  Gaufe,  {he's  mortal, 
And  &>  is  not  my  Anger :  If  you  have  brought 
A  nobler  Subjeft  for  our  Swords,  I  am  for  you  *  ^ 

In  this  I  would  be  loth  to  prick  my  Finger. 
And,  where,  you  lay,  I  wrong'd  you,  'tis  fo  far 
From  my  Profefiion,  that  amongft  my  fears,     . 
To  do  Wrong  is  the  gceateft :  Credit  me, 
We  have  been  both  abus'd,  (not  by  owfelves, 
For  that  I  hold  a  Spleen  no  Sin  of  Malice, 
And  may  with  Man  enough  be  beft  forgotten*) 
But  by  that  wilful,  fcornfull  Piece  of  Hatred, 
That  much  forgetfoU  Lady:  For  whofe.&ke* 
If  we  fhould  leave  our  Reafon,  and  run  on 
Upon  our  Senfe,  like  Rams,  the  little  Wteld 
Of  good  Men  would  laugh  at  us,  and  ddpife  us. 
Fixing  upon  our  defperate  Memories 
The  never  worn-out  Names  of  Fools  and  Fencers,. 
Sir,  'tis  not  Fear,  but  Reafbn,  makes  me  tell  you  1 
In  This  I  had  rather  help  you,  Sir,  thaft  hurt  ydu, 
And  you  (hall  find  It,  though  you  throw  yourfelf 
Into  as  many  Dangers  as  (he  offers, 
Though  you  redeem  her  loft  Name  every  Day, 
And  tod  her  out  new  Honours  with  your  Swprd, 
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You  (hall  but^be  her  Mirth,  as  I  have  been* 

1VA.  1  ask  you  Mercy,  Sir,  you  have  ta'en  my  Edge 
Yet  I  would  ran  be  even  with  this  Lady.  [off: 

1    EL  Love.  In  which  Fll  be  yotir  Helper :  We  are  two, 
And  they  are  two :  Two  Sifter*,  rich  alike, 
Only  the  Elder  has  the iprouder  Dowry :     4 
X*  Troth* [I  pity  this  Difgrace  in  you, 
Yet  of  mine  own  I  am  fenfelefs :  bo  but  follow 
My  Counfcl,  and  I'll  pawn  my  Spirit,  we'll 
Over-reach  *em  yet ;  the  Means  is  this  ■■■    '    ■ 

Enter  Servant. 
Set.  Sir,  there's  a  Gentlewoman  will  needs  (peak  with 

I  cannot  keep  ter  out,  (he's  entred,  Jar. 

El  Lave;  It  k  the ^  Waiting-woman,  pray  be  not  £eh: , 

Sirrah,  hold  her  in  Difcourfe  a  while :  Hark  in  your  Ear. 

Go  and  difpatch  it  quickly,  when  I  come  in, 

111  tell  you  alt  the  Projcft. 
Wei  I  cut  not  which  I  have.  [Exit  Wei.  ,] 

El  Love.  Away,  'tis  done,  fhe4muft  not  fee  yoy: 

Lady  Gxiniver,  what  News  with  you  I  [Nt^i 

Enter  Abigail 

AKg.  Pray,  'leave  thefe  F«imps,  Sir,  and  receive  this  ] 
Letter. 

El  Love.  From  whom,  good  Vanity  ? 

Abig,  'Tis  from  my  Lady,  Sir :  Alas,  good  Soul,  flie 
cries  and  takes  on ! 

El  Love.  Does  fhe  fo,  good  Soul?  wou'd  fhe  not  { 
heve  a  Cawdle?  Does  fhe  fend  you  with  your  fine  Ora- 
tory, Goody  Tuify>  to  tie  me  to  believe  again?  Bring 
out  the  Cal>hounds,  I'll  make  you  take  a  Tree,  Whore, 
(27)  then  with>my  Tiller  bring  down  your  Gibjbtp,  and 
#then  have  you  cas'd,  and  hung  up  i'th*  Warren. 
r.  I  am  no  Beaft,  Sir,  would  you  knew  it. 
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(37)  them  with  my  Tiller  bring  Jonvnyonr  GiWhjp,  mmi  tktm  k*oi 
j9u  caftt  kc.l  I  have  already  explained  the  Word  tilUr  in  the  ltd 
Note  upon  Piila/fer  .•   Ga/9  Mr.  Sjmf/bn  has  ingenioufly  refonp'c]  to 

Xqft/ti  nt.J!i*d,  and  hung  tip.         **    '         •  -  •  '**  u "  ■  '  *-  • 

;.  t  *  El  Love* 
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El.  Love.  fWou*d,  I  did,  for  I  am  yet  very  doubcfull  $ 

what  will  you  fay  bow  ?    ♦  . 

Abig.  Nothing,  not  I.  ,  ;  \  / 1 

El.  Lcve.  Art  thou g  Woman,  ahd  %  nothing?  I 

Abig.  XInlefs  you'U  hear  me  with  more  Moderation,  I 
can  fpeak  wife  enough,  ._ 

El.  Love.  And  loud  enough  ?  Will  your  Lady  love  me? 
Abig.  It  Teems  &  l?y  har  Letter,  and  her  Lamenta- 
tions ;  but  you  are  fuch  another  Man. ;  !; 
El.  Love.  Not  fuch  another  as  I  was,  Mumps ;  nor  wilf  \. 
riot  be :  I'll  read  her  fine  Epiftle :  Ha,  ha,  ha,  is  not  thy 
Miftrefimad? 

^£^&>r  7°"  *he  will  be,  ;*tb  a  Shame  yoo  fliouM 
TJfe  a  poor  Gentlewoman  fo  untowardly ;     ♦.  ;: 
She  loves  the  Ground  you  tread  on;  andyou,  hafcd  Heart, r 
Bccaufe  fhe  jeafted  with  you,  mean  to  kUL  herV 
*Tis  a  fine  Conqueft,  as  they  Jay.      .  ^i 

El.Lave.  Haft  thou  (b  much Moifturc        -  •  i 

In  thy  Whit-leather  Hide  yet,  that  thou  canft  cry  f    '      V 
I  wou'd  have  (worn  thou  tadft  been  Touchwood  five 
Year fince;  .  «      '        '/ 

Nay,  let  it  rain,  thy  Face  chops  for  a  Shower 
Like  a'dry  Diinghil. 

Abig.  I*U  not  endure  this  Ribauldry;     : 
Farewel,  iW  IJeviTsName;  if  my  Lady  die,    <  *        A 
1*11  be  fworn  before  a  Jury,  thou  art  the  Caufc  on*t.     > :  ' 

El.  Love.  Do,  Maukm,  do, 
Deliver  to  your  Lady  from  me  thjs  :       ;.  f 

I  mean  to  fee  her,  if  I  have  no  other  Bufinefi :    •  -   ■  « 
Which  before  I  fwill  want  to  come  to  her, 
I  mean  to  go  fcek  Birds*  Nells :  Yet  I  may  otfftie  too : 
But  if  1  come,  from  this  Door  'till  I  fee Her,  will  1  think  ■; 
How  to  r^U  vilely  at-her  ;  how  to  vex  hciv  .  . 
And  make  her  cry  fo  much,  (38)  that  the  Phyfictan, 

.•I  '    k 

(38)  that  $H  PM<***>  4fMfall$ck  yfuCt/bkUfind  the  Outfit 
be  Want  of  Urine,]  This  is  not  altogether  bad  Seme;  but  it  is  not 
Quite  jyHpicuous.  I  have  chofe  to  adopt  the  Reading  of  the  elder 
Quarto,  as  I  think  it  the  cleareft;  and  as  Physicians  are  ufed  to 
trace  the  Caufe  and  Symptoms  of  Maladies  by  the  Jnfpeaioa  uf  die 

*#■••  ..."    *    •    •  •    '    ;  ,.i.  ;  /.*     .  i       ■■.'/....,■■"    ,      - 

If 
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If  fhefaH  Tick  upon  k,  fhall  want  Urine 
To  find  the  Caule  by,  and  (he  f emedikis 
Die  in  her  Herefy.     Farewel,  old  Adage, 
I  hope  to  fee  die  Boys  make  Potgunsot  thee. 

"  jftig.  Thou'rt  a*rfe  Man ;  God  biefe  my  Iffue  from  thee. 
El.  Love.  Thou  haft  but  one,  and  that's  in  thy  left 

f.         Crupper, 
That  makes  thee  hobble  fo ;  you  muft  be  ground 
Pth*  Breech  like  a  Top,  you?H  ne'er  (pin  wejl  elffe : 
Biivwd,  Fytchock.  [Exeunt. 

v        '  Enter  Lady  alone. 

Lady.  Is  kenot  ftrange  that  every  Woman*s  Will 
Should  track  out  new  Ways  todifturb  herfelf? 
If  I  (hould  call  my  Reaibn  to  Account, 
It  cannot  anfwer  why  I  keep  myfelf 
From  mine  own  Wifli,  and  ftop  the  Man  I  love 
From  his ;  and  ewry'Hour  repent  again,  ' 
Yet  fKll  go  ori :  I  know 'tis  Iks  a  Man 
That  wants  his  natural  Sleep,  and  growing  dull 
Would  gladly  give  the  Remnant  of  his  Life 
For  two  Hours  Reft;  yet  through  his  Frowardnefi, 
Will  rather  chufe  to  watch  another  Man, 
Drowfy  as  he,  then  take  his  own  Repofe. 
All  this  I  know :  Yet  a  ftrange  Peevtfhnefs 
And  Anger,  not  to  have  the  Power  to  do 
Things  unexpedted,  carries  me  away  .  .    v 

To  mine  own  Ruin :  I  had  rather  die 
Sometimes,  than  not  difgrace  in  puUick  him 
Whom  People  think  I  love,  and  do't  with  Oaths, 
And  am  in  Earned  then:  O  what  are  we! 
Men,  you  muft  anfwer  this,  that  dare  obey 
Such  Things  as  we  command.    How  now?  WhrtNews? 

Enter  Abigail 

Abir.  Faith,  Madam,  none  worth  Hearing, 
Lad/.  Is  he  #ot  come?  *    - 

4lrig.  No,  truly. 
Lady.  Nor  has  he  writ  ? 

Abig.  Neither.    I  pray  God  you  have  not  undone 
ywnfefc  jlkig. 
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Lady.  Why,  but  what  fay s  he  ? 

Abig.  Faith,  he  talks  ftrangely. 

Lady.  How  ftrangely? 

Abig.  Firft,  at  your  Letter  he-iughM  extremely* 

Lady.  Wh#,  in  Contempt  ?     •  , 

Abig.  He  laugh'd  monftrous  loud,  as  he  \fould  die, 
and  when  you  wrote  it,  I  think,  you  were  in  no  fuch  merry  - 
Mood,  to  provoke  him  that  way :   And  having  done,  he 
cried,  Alas  for  her,  and  violently  laugh'd  again. 

Laty.  Did  he?- 

Abig.  Yes ;  till  I  was  angry. 

Lady.  Angry,  why? 
Why  wert  thou  angry  ?  He  did  do  but  well* 
I  did  deferve  it;  he  had  been  a  Fool, 
An  unfit  Man  for  any  one  to  love*      * 
Had  he  not  laugh'd  thus  at  me :  You  were  angry, 
That  fhow'd  your  Folly;  I  (hall  love  him  more 
For  that,  than  all  that  e'er  he  did  before : 
JBut  faid  he  nothing  elfe  ? 
Abig.  Many  uncertain  Things :  He  faid,  though  you  had 
mpck'd  him, 
Becaiife  you  were  a  Woman,  he  cou'd  wiflx 
To  do  you  fo  much  Favour  as  to  fee  you : 
Yet  he  faid,  he  knew  you  rafh,  and  was  loth  to  offbid  - 
you  with  the  Sight  of  One,  whom  now  he  Was  boohd  not '  - 

to  leave.  .  j     

,     Lady.  What  One  was  that  ? 

Abig.  I  know  not,  but  tftily  I  do  fear  there  is  a  making 
up  "there :  For  I  heard  the  Servants,  as  I  paft  by  1bmet 
whifper  fuch  a  thing :  And  as  I  came  back  thro'  the. Hall, ' 
there  were  two  or  three  Gletks  writing  gr*at?  Coiivey- 
ances  in  hafte,  which  they  faid  were  for  their  'Miftrefi's 
Jointure. 

Lady.  'Tis  very  like,  and  fit  it  fhould  be  fo, 
For  hfe  does  think,  and  reafonably  think, 
That IftiouM  keep  him  wkh  mv  idle  Trick>     *, 
For  ever  e'er  he  be  married.    Jmg.  At  laft  he  ftid* 
It  fhould  go  hard  but  he  would  fee  you  for 
Your<Satisfaftibn.  ^ 

Lady.  All  we,  that  areeallM  Women,  fcnow  as  well 

As. 


if  .>'  •  - 


*-'.jf. 


-      *\    •    7 


V 


V*. 


3  Si*  7Mmrf^-£k^ 

As  Men,  it  were  a  fo  more  nibble  Thing 
To  grace  where  we  are  grac'd;  and  give  Refpefb 
There  where  we  are  refpe&ed :  Yet  we  prattife 
A  wilcjef Courfc,  and  never  betid  our  Eyes         « 
On  Men  with  Pleafure,  till  they  find  the  Way  *. 
Togivc  us-aNegle#:  Then  we,  too  late, 
Perceive  the  Lois  of  what  we  mighuhave  had, 
And  dost  to  Death. 

EHter  Martha. 

Mar.  Sifter,  yonder*s  your  Servant,   with  a  Gentle- 
woman with  him.  . 

Lady.  Where? 

Mar.  Clofe  at  die  Door. 

Lady.  Alas,  I  am  undone ;  1  fear,  he  is  betrothed ; 
What  k^d of.  Woman  is  (he? 

Mar.  A  mofc  ilMavoiiltd  onje,  with  her  Mask  on : 
And  how  her  Face  fliould  mend  the  reft,  t  know  not* ,  .  ■ 

Lady.  But  yet  her  Mind  was  of  a  milder  Stuff 

Than  mine  m 

»  • 

Enter  Elder  Loyelefe,  and  Welford  in  Womtfs 


■■\»  t 


Now;  I  feeihimt  if  my  I|eait 
Swell  npt  agau*  (away,  thou  Woman>  P<ide) 
So  that  I  cannot  fpeak  a  gende  Word  to  him. 
Let  me  not  live. 

<Ek  iw.  «y  ywjr  L*ave  here. 

Lajg.  How  now,  what  new  Trick  in*i|j»  yap 
Ha*  you  a  fine  Device  ag^  ?       .,--.   : 

ELUve,  Faith,  this  is  the  fineft  Device  I  Jhav< 
rjcwdQfrd^Kl^t^H^art?  m       ;  r  .,;•,, 

JP&  Why,  very  well,  fo  long  as  I  may  pleafe 
You  my  dear  Lover.    I  nor  can,  nor  will 
Be  ill  when  you  are  well,  well  when  you  ate  ill. 

Ed.  Lam.  O  thy  fweet  Temper!  What  would  I  have 
That  Lady  had  been  like  thee !  See'ft  thou  her  ?     £g"*i£ 
That  Face,  my.  Love,  join^i  with  thy  humbieMinck 
Had  made  a  Wench  indeed.    9P4.  Alas,  myLov^, 
Wfeat  God  hath  done*  Ware  not  think  to  jbcqcL,  ^ 
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I  ufe  no  Paint,  nor  any  Drugs  of  Art, 
My  Hancfe  and  Face  wiU  fhew  it. 

Lady.  Why,  what  Thing        : 
Have  you  brought  to  fhew  us  there? 
Do  you  take  Money  for  it  ?  El.  Love.  A  Godlike  Thing, 
Not  to  be  bought  for  Money :  *tis  my  Miftrefs : 
In  whom  there  is  no  Paflion,  nor  no  Scorn : 
What  I  will  is  her  Law ;  pray  you,  faltate  her; 

Lady.  Salute  her?  By  this  good  Light,  I  would  not 
kifs  her  for  half  my  Weajth. 

El.  Love,  Why?  Why  pray  you? 
You  fliall  .fee  me  do't  afore  you ;  look  you. 

Lady.  Now  fie  upon  thee,  a Beaft  wouldnot  have  don't. 
I  would  not  kifs  thee  of  a  Month  to  gain  a  Kingdom. 
•    El.  Love.  Marry,  you  fhall  not  be  troubled. 

Lady.  Why,  was  there  ever  fuch  a  Meg  as  this  ? 
Sure,  thou  Art  mad. 

El.  Love.  I  was  mad  once,  when  I  lov'd  Pidtures  5  for 
what  are  Shape  and  Colours  elfe,  but  Pidtures  ?  In  that 
tawny  Hide  there  lies  an  endlefs  Mafc  of  Virtues,  when 
all  your  red  and  white  ones  want  it. 

Lady.  And  this  is  fhe  you  $re  to  marry,  is*  t  not? 

El.  Love.  Yf$,  indeed,  i<$* 
.  Lady.  God  give  you  Joy/ 
:  v  El:  Love. ^Amen. 

Wei.  I  thank  you,  as  unknown,  for  your  good  Wiflx. 
The  like  to  you  whenever  you  fhall  wed. 
: ;  El.  Love.  Q  gentle  Spirit!  \ 

„   Lady.  You  thank  me  ?  I  pray, 
JCeep  your  Breath  nearer  you,  I  do  not  like  itf 

Wei.  I  would  not  willingly  offend  at  all, 
Much  lefs  a  Lady  of  your  worthy  Parts. 

El.  Love.  Sweet,  fweet ! 

Lady.  I  do  not  think  this  Woman  can  by  Nature 
Be  thus,  thus  ugly ;  fure,  fhe's  fome  common  Strumpet, 
Deform'd  with  Exercife  of  Sin :     Wei.  Q,  Sir, 
Believe  not  this  5  for  Heav'n  fo  comfort  me, 
As  I  am  free  from  foul  Pollution 
With  any  Man  5  my  Honour  ta'en  away, 
I  am  no  Woman,    El.  Lave.  Arife,  my  deareft  Soul; 

Vol,  I.  A  a  J  do 
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I  do  not  credit  it.    Alas,  I  fear, 

Her  tender  Heart  will  break  with  this  Reproach  % 

Fie,  that  you  know  no  more  Civility 

To  a  weak  Virgin.    'Tis  no  matter,  Sweet  5 

Let  her  fay  what  (he  will,  thou  art  not  worfe 

To  me,  and  therefore  not  at  all ;  be  carddk 

Wei.  For  all  things  etfe  I  would,  but  for  miftd  Honour ; 
Methinks.— El.  Love.  Alas,  thine  Honotir  is  not  ftain'd, 
h  this  the  Bufinefs  that  you  fent  for  me 
About  ?    Mar.  Faith,  Sifter,  you  are  much  to  blame, 
To  ufe  a  Woman,  whacfoe'er  (he  be, 
Thus ;  Fll  falulfc  her :  You  are  welcome  hither. 

Wei.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

EL  Love.  Mild  yet  as  the  Dove, 
For  all  thefe  Injuries.    Gome,  (hall  we  go, 
I  love  thee  not  fo  ill  to  keep  thee  here 
A  jeafting  Stock.     Adieu,  to  the  Worldfs  End. 

Lady.  Why,  whither  now? 

El.  Love.  Nay,  you  fhall  never  know, 
Becatife  you  fhall  not  find  me.    Lady.  I  pray,  let 
Me  fpeaK  with  you. 

El.  Love.  fTis  wry  well :  Come. 

Lady.  I  pray  you,  let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

El  Love.  Yes,  for  another  Mock. 

Lady.  By  Heav*n,  I  have  no  Mocks:  Good  Sir,  a 
Word. 

El.  Love.  Tho*  you  deferve  not  fb  much  at  my  Hands, 
yet  if  you  be  in  fuch  Earneft,  I'll  fpeak  a  Word  with  you  5 
but  I  befeech  you  be  brief:  For,  in  good  Faith,  there's  a 
Parfon  and  a  Licence  flay  for  us  i'th*  Church  all  this  wlrile : 
And,  you  know,  'tis  Night. 

Lady.  Sir,  give  me  Hearing  patiendy,  and  whatsoever 
I  have  heretofore  fpoke  jeaftingly,  forget : 
For  as  I  hope  for  Mercy  any  where, 
What  I  fhafl  utter  now  is  from  my  Heart,  and  as  I  mean. 

El.  Love.  Well,  well,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Lady.  Was  not  I  once  your  Miftrefs,  and  you  my 
Servant  ? 

EL  Love.  O,  'tis  about  the  old  Matter. 

Lad;.  Nay,  good  Sir,  ftay 

*  Me 
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Me  out ;  I  wou'd  but  hear  you  excufe  yourfelf; 
Why  you  fhould  take  this  Woman,  ami  leave  me. 

EL  Lav£.  Prithee,  why  not?  deferves  fhe  not  as  much 
As  you  ?     Lady.  I  think  not,  if  you  will  but  look 
With  an  Indifferency  upon  us  both. 

EL  Love.  Upon  your  Faces,  'tis  true :  But  if  judi- 
cioufly  we  fhall  caft  our  Eyes  upon  your  Minds,  (39)  you 
are  a  thoufand  Women  off  her  in  Worth.     She  cannot 
fwoon  in  Jeaft,  nor  fet  her  Lover  Tasks,  to  fhew  her 
Peevilhnefs,  and  his  Aflfedion,  nor  crofs  what  he  lays, 
though  it  be  not  Canonical.     She's  a  good  plain  Wench, 
that  will  do  as  I  will  have  her,  and  bring  me  lufty  Boys  to 
throw  the  Sledge,  and  lift  at  Pigs  of  Lead.     And,  for  a 
Wife,  fhe's  far  beyond  you.     What  can  you  do  in  a 
Household  to  provide  for  your  Iflue,  but  lie  i*  Bed  and 
get  'em  ?  Your  Bufinefe  is  to  drefs  you,  ai*d  at  idle  Hours 
to  eat  •,  when  fhe  can  do  a  thoufand  profitable  Things  : 
She  can  do  pretty  well  in  the  Paftry,  and  knows  how  Pul- 
len  fhould  be  cram'd,  fhe  cuts  Cambrick  at  a  Thread, 
weaves  Bone-lace,  and  quilts  Balls  admirably.    And  what 
are  you  good  for  ? 

Lady.  Admit  k  true,  that  fhe  were  far  beyond  me  in 
all  Refpe&s,  does  that  give  you  a  Licence  to  forfwear 
yourfelf? 

EL  Love.  Forfwear  myfelf,  how  ? 
Lady.  Perhaps,  you  have  forgotten  the  innumerable 
Oaths  you  have  utter'd  in  difclaiming  all  for  Wives  but 
me :  1*11  not  remember  you:  God  give  you  Joy. 

EL  Love.  Nay,  but  conceive  me,  the  Intent  of  Oaths  is 
ever  underftood.  Admit,  I  ftiou'd  proteft  to  fuch  a  Friend,  * 
to  fee  him  at  his  Lodging  to  Morrow :  Divines  wou'd  ns§ 
ver  hold  me  perjur'd  if  I  were  ftruck  blind,  or  he  hid 
where  my  diligent  Search  could  not  find  him :  So  there 
were  no  crofs  Aft  of  mine  own  in't.  Can  it  be  imagined  I 
mean  to  force  you  to  Marriage,  and  to  have  you  whether 
you  will  or  no  ? 

(39)  jw  are  a  thoufand  Women  of  her  in  Worth.]  Lo*veiefs  had  no 
Intention  of  making  his  Lady  any  fuch  Compliment.  X  am  pretty 
well  fatisfied,  I  have  retriev'd  the  true  Reading :  off  her  in  Worth, 
is,  behind 'her,  inferior  to  her. 

*  A  *  2  Lady. 
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Lady.  Alas,  you  need  not-     I  make  a  ready  Tender  of 
myfelf,  and  then  you  are  forfworn. 

EL  Love.  Some  Sin  I  fee  indeed  muft  neceflarily    , 
Fall  upon  me,  as  whofoever  deals 
With  Women  fhall  never  utterly  avoid  it : 
Yet  I  wou'd  chufe  the  leaft  111 ;  which  is  to 
Forfake  you,  that  have  done  me  all  the  Abufes 
Of  a  malignant  Woman,  contemn'd  my  Service, 
And  would  have  held  me  prating  about  Marriage, 
'Till  I'd  been  paft  getting  of  Children :  Rather 
Than  her  that  hath  forfaken  her  Family, 
And  put  her  tender  Body  in  my  Hand, 
Upon  my  Word r— 

Lady.  Which  of  us  fwore  you  firft  to  ? 

EL  Love.  Why,  to  you. 

Lady.  Which  Oath  is  to  be  kept  then  ? 

EL  Love.  I  prithee,  do  not  urge  my  Sins  unto  me, 
Without  I  cou'd  amend 'em.     Lady.  Why,  you  may 
By  wedding  me.     EL  Love.  How  will  that  fatisfy 
My  Word  to  her  ?     Lady.  'Tis  not  to  be  kept, 
And  needs  no  Satisfa&ion,  it  is  an  Error 
Fit  for  Repentance  only.     El.  Love.  Shall  I  live 
To  wrong  that  tenderhearted  'Virgin  fb  ? 
It  may  not  be. 

Lady.  Why,  may  it  not  be? 

EL  Love.  I  fwear,  I  had  rather  many  thee  than  her  : 
But  yet  mine  Honefty —  Lady.  What  Honefly  ? 
'Tis  more  preferv'd  this  way:  Come,  by  this  Light, 
Servant,  thou  lhalt,  I'll  kifs  thee  on't. 

El.  Love.  This  Kifs, 
Indeed,  is  fweet;  pray  God,  no  Sin  lie  under  it! 

Lady.  TJiere  is  no  Sin  at  all,  try  but  another. 

Wei.  O  my  Heart! 

Mar.  Help,  Sifter,  this  Lady  fwoons. 

El.  Love.  How  do  you  ? 

Wei.  Why,  very  well,  if  you  be  fb. 

EL  Love.  Since  a  quiet  Mind  lives  not  in  any  Woman, 
I  fhall  do  a  moft  ungodly  Thing. 
Hear  me  one  Word  more,  which  by  all  my  Hopes 
I,  will  not  alter.   -I  did  make  an  Oath 

'  When 
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When  you  delay'd  me  {o>  that  this  very  Night 
•  I  wou'd  be  marry'd ;  now  if  you  will  go 
Without  Delay,  fuddenly, :  as  late  as  it  is, 
With  your  own  Minifter  to  your  own  Chappel, 
Til  wed  you,  arid  to  Bed. 

Lady.  A  Match,  dear  Servant. 
EL  Love.  For  if  you  fhou'd  forfake  me  now,  I  care  not, 
She  wou'd  not  though  for  all  her  Injuries, 
Such  is  her.  Spirit.     If  I  be  not  afliam'd 
To  kifs  her  now  I  part,  may  I  not  live ! 

Wei.  I  fee  you  go,  as  flily  as  you  think 
To  ileal  away :  yet  I  will  pray  for  you : 
All  Bleflings  of  the  World  light  on  you  two, 
That  you  may  live  to  be  an  aged  Pair ! 
All  Curies  on  me  if  1  do  not  fpeak 
Whatldowifh,  indeed!     El.  Love.  If  I  can  fpeak 
To  purpofe  to  her,  I  am  a  Villain. 
Lady.  Servant;  away.  .       •  y 

Mgr.  Sifter,  will  you  marry  that  inconftant  Man  ? 
Think  you,  he  will  not  caft  you  off  to  Morrow, 
To  wrong  a  Lady  thus  ?  look'd  ftie  like  Dirt, 
*Twas  bafely  done.     May  you  ne'er  prolper  with  him !   - 
Wei?  Now  God  forbid !     Alas,  I  was  unworthy,  fo  I 

told  him.  -  K 

Mar.  That  was  your  Modefty,  too  good  for  him. 
I  wou'd  not  tee  your  Wedding  for  a  World: 
Lady.  Chufe,  chufe;  come,  Tdunglave. 

[Exit  Lady,  El.  Love,  and  Abig. 
Mar.  Dry  up  your  Eyes,  forlboth,  you  fhall  not  think 
we  are  all  fuch  uncivil  Beafts  as  thefe.     Wou'd  I  knew 
how  to  give  you  a  Revenge. 

Wei.  So  would  not  I :  No,  let  me  fuffer  truly,  that  I 
defire. 

Mar.  Pray  walk  in  with  me,  'tis  very  late,  and  you 
Ihall  ftay  all  Night :  Your  Bod  fhall  be  no  worfe  than 
mine ;  I  wifh  I  cou'd  but  do  you  Right. 

Wei.  My  humble  Thanks: 
God  grant,  ^I  may  but  live  to  (Juit  your  Love !      {Exeunt \ 

A  a  $  Enter 


A  * 


358  7%e  Scomfrll  Lady. 

Enter  Young  Lovelefc  and  Savil. 

To.  Love.  Did  your  Matter  fend  for  me,  Savil? 

Sav.  Yes,  he  did  fend  for  your  Worfhip,  Sir. 

To.  Love   Do  you  know  the  Bufinefs  ? 

Sav.  Alas,  Sir,  I  know  nothing, 
Nor  am  employ'd  beyond  my  Hours  of  eating. 
My  dancing  Days  are  done,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  What  art  thou  now  then? 

Sav.  If  you  cbnfider  me  in  Little,  I 
Am,  with  your  Worfhip's  Reverence,  Sir*  a  RafcaJ : 
One  that  upon  the  next  Anger  of  your  Brother, 
Muft  raife  a  Sconce  by  the  Highway  and  fell  Switches  1 
My  Wife  is  learning  now,  Sir,  to  weave  Inkle. 

To.  Love.  What  doft  thou  mean  to  do  with  thy  Chil- 
dren, Savil? 

Sav.  My  eldeft  Boy  is  half  a  Rogue  already, 
He  was  born  burften,  and,  your  Worihip  knows, 
That  is  a  pretty  Step  to  Mens*  Compaflions. 
My  youngeft  Boy  I  purpofc,  Sir, '  to  bind 
For  ten  Years  to  a  Goaler,  to  draw  under  him, 
That  he  may  fhew  us  Mercy  in  his  Fun&ion. 

To.  Love.  Your  Family  is  quartered  with  Difcrction. 
You  are  refolv'd  to  cant  then.    Where,  Savil, 
Shall  your  Scene  lie  ? 

Sav.  Beggars  muft  be  no  Chufers,    ^       ' 
In  every  Place,  I  take  it,  but  the  Stocks.  [Savil> 

To.  Love.  This  is  your  Drinking  and  your  Whoring, 
I  told  you  of  it,  but  your  Heart  was  hardened. 

Savi  *Tis  true,  you  were  the  firft  that  told  me  of  it : 
I  do  remember  yet  in  Tears,  you  told  me 
You  wou'd  have  Whores,  and  in  that  Paflion/  Sir, 
You  broke  out  thus  :  Thou  miferable  Man, 
Repent,  and  brew  three  Strikes  more  in  a  Hogfliead. 
*Tis  Noon  e'ef  we  be  drurfc  now,  and  the  Time  ^ 
Can  tarry  for  no  Man. 

To.  Love.  You're  grown  a  hitter  Gentleman.    I  fee, 
Mifery  can  clear  your  Head  better  than  Mufl^rd, 
I'll  be  a  Suitor  for  your  Keys  again,  Sir.  ' 
Sav.  Will  you  but  be  &>  gnkious  to  me,  Sir  ? 

I  fhaH 
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I  fhall  be  bound. 

.  To.  Love,  You  fhall,  Sir, 
To  your  Bunch  again,  or  I'll  jnifs  foully* 

Enter  Morecraft.  • 

Mor.  Save  you,  Gentleman,  lave  you. 

To.  Love.  Now  Polecat,  what  young  Rabbet's  Nell  have 
you  to  draw? 

Mor.  Come,  prithee  be  familiar,  Knight*    , 

To.  Love.  Away,  Fox,  I'll  fend  for  Terriers  for  you. 

Mor.  Thou  art  wide  yet :  I'll  keep  thee  Company. 

To.  Lcve.  I  am  about  fome  Bylinefs,  Indentures  5 
If  you  fojlow  me,  I'll  beat  you :  take  heed, 
As  I  live  I'll  cancel  your  Coxcomb. 

Mor  Thou  art  cozen'd  now,  I  am  no  Ufiirer : 
What  poor  Fellow's  this  ? 

Sao.  I  am  poor,  indeed,  Sir. 

Mor.  Give  him  Money,  Knight. 

To.  Love.  Do  you  begin  the  Offering.1 

Mor.  There,  poor  Fellow ;  here's  an  Angel  for  thee. 

To.  Love.  Art  thou  in  Eanieft,  Morecraft  ? 

Mar.   Yes,  faith,  Knight,  I'll  follow  #thy  Example: 
Thou  had'ft  Land  an4  Thoufands,  thou  fpend'ft,  and 
flung'ft  away,  and  yet  it  flows  in  double : 
I  purchas'd,  wrung,  and  wierdraw'd,  for  my  Wealth, 
Loft,  and  was  cozen'd :  For  which  I  make  a  Vow, 
To  try  all  ways  above  Ground,  but  I'll  find 
A  conftant  Means  to  Riches  without  Curies. 

To.  Love.  I  am  glad  of  your  Converfion,  Matter  More- 
You're  in  a  fair  Courfe,  pray  purfue  it  ftill.  [craft ; 

Mor.  Come,  we  are  all  Gallants  now,  I'll- keep. thee 
Company ;  Here,  honeft  Fellow,  for  this  Gendeman's  fake, 
there's  two  Angels  more  for  thee. 

Sav%  God  quit  you,  Sir,  and  keep  you  long  in  this 
Mind!  ■    ■-'$ 

To.  Love.  Wilt  thou  perfevere  ? 

Mor.  'Till  I  have  a  Penny. 
I  have  brave  Cloaths  a  making,  and  two  Hories ; 
Canft  thou  not  help  me  to  a  Match,  good  Knight  ?   I'll 
lay  a  thoufajid  Pound  upon  my  €rqp-Ear* 

A  a  4  to.  Love. 
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To.  Love.  'Foot,  this  is  ftranger  than  an  Afriek  Monfter  i 
There  will  be  no  more  Talk  of  the  Cleve  Wars 
While  this  lafts ;  come,  I'll  put  thee  into  Blood. 
•  Sav. 'Wou'd,  all  his  damn'dTribe  were  as  tender-hearted f 
I  befeech  you  let  this  Gentleman  join  with  you 
In  the  Recovery  of  my  Keys ;  I  like 
His  good  Beginning,  Sir;  the  whilft  I'll  pray 
For  both  your  Worfhips. 

To.  Love.  He  fhall,  Sir. 

Mor.  Shall  we  go,  noble  Knight  ?     I  wou'd  fain  be 
acquainted. 

To.  Love.  Til  be  your  Servant,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  and  Lady.    • 

EL  Love.  'Faith,  my  fweet  Lady,  I  have  caught  you 
Maogre  your  Subtilties,  and  fine  Devices,  [now, 

Be  coy  again  now. 

Lady.  Prithee,  Sweet-heart,  tell  true. 

El.  Love.  By  this  Light, 
By  all  the  Pleafures  I  have  had  this  Night, 
By  your  loft  Maidenhead,  you  are  cozen'd  merely. 
I  have  caft  beypnd  your  Wit.  (40)  That  Gentlewoman 
Is  your  Retainer  Welford.     Lady.  It  cannot  be  fo. 

El.  Love.  Your  Sifter  has  found  it  fo,  or  I  miftake, 
Mark,  how  fhe  blufhes  when  you  fee  her  next. 
Ha,  ha, -ha,  I  fhall  not  travell  now,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  Prithee,  Sweet-heart, 
Be  quiet,  thou  haft  angred  me  at  Heart. 

EL  Love.  I'll  pleafe  you  fbon  again. 

Lady. ,  Welford? 

EL  Love.  Ay,  Welford  \  he's  a  young  handfbme  Fel- 
low, well-bred  and  landed,  your  Sifter  can  inftru6fc  you  in 
his  good  Parts,  better  than  I,  by  this  time; 

Lady.  'UdVfobt,  am  I  fetch'd  over  thus  ? 

El.  Love.  Yes,  I'faith. 

**         *    .        ■  *  ■ 

(40)  ttat  Gentleman  is  your  Retainer  Welford]  I  think,  the  Poets 
certainly  wrote  .Gept!e*woman>  i.e.  that  Teeming  Gentlewoman;  for 
Welford  was  now  in  Woman's' Habit.  And  fo,  again,  in  the  fubfe- 
quent  Page. 

Now  you  may  fie  the  Gentlewoman:  Stand  clofi.    „ 

'-        •         •    And 
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And  over  fhall  be  fetch'd  again,  never  fear  it. 

Lady.  I  muft  be  patient,  though  it  torture  me : 
Yqu  have  got  the  Sun,  Sir. 

El.  Love.  And  the  Moon  too,  in  which  Til  be  the 
Man. 

Lady.  But  had  I  known  this,  had  I  but  furmis'd  it, 
You  fhould  have  hunted  three  Trains  more,  before  you 
Had  come  to  th*  Courfe,  you  fhould  have  hank'd  o'th* 
Sir,  F  faith.  [Bridle, 

El.  Love.  I  knew  it,  and  min'd  with  you,  and  fo  blew 
you  up. 
Now  you  may  fee  the  Gentlewoman :  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  Welford,  and  Martha. 

Mar.  For  God's  fake,  Sir,  be  private  in  this  Bufinefs, 
You  have  undone  me  elfe.    O  God,  what  have  I  done? 

Wei.  No  harm,  I  warrant  thee. 

Mar.  How  fhall  I  look  upon  my  Friends  again  ? 
With  what  Face  ? 

Wei.  Why  e'en  with  that :  *tis  a  good  one, 
TEbu  can'ft  not  find  a  better :  Look  upon  all 
The  Faces  thou  fhalt  fee  there,  and  you  fhall  find  'em 
.Smooth  ftill,  fair  ftill,  fweet  ftill,  and  to  your  thinking, 
Honeft ;  thofe  have^  done  as  much  as  you  have  yet,  . 
Or  dare  do,  Miftrefs,  and  yet  they  keep  no  ftir. 

Mar.  Good  Sir,  go  in,  and  put  your  Womans  Cloaths 
If  you  be  feen  thus,  I  am  loft  for  ever.  [on : 

Wei.  Fll  watch  you  for  that,  Miftrefs :  I  am  no  Fool, 
Here  will  I  tarry  till  the  Houfe  be,  up 
And  witnefs  with  me. 

Mar.  Good  dear  Friend,  go  in. . 

Wei.  To  Bed  again  if  you  pleafe,  elfe  I  am  fixtt 
Here  till  there  be  Notice  taken  what  I  am* 
And  what  1  have  done.  If  you  could  juggle  me  into  my 
Womanhood  again,  and  fo  cog  me  out  of  your  Com- 
pany, all  this  would  be  forfworn,  and  I  again  an  Afinego* 
as  your  Sifter  left  me.  No,  Til  have  it  known  and  pub- 
lifh'd ;  then  if  you'll  be  a  Whore,  forfake  me  and  be 
afham'd :  And  when  you  can  hold  no  longer,  marry  fome 
.  caft  Cleve  Captain,  and  fell  Botde- Ale. 

Mar. 


362  Tie  Stornfull  Lady. 


Mar.  I  dare  not  Hay,  Sir,  ufe  me  modeftly, 
I  am  your  Wife,      Wei  Go  in,  I'll  make  up  all 

El  Love.  I'll  be  a  Witnefs  of  your  naked  Truth,  Sir. 
This  is  the  Gendewoman,  prithee  look 
Upon  him,  this  is  he  that  made  me  break  my  Faith, 

Sweet : 
But  thank  your,  Sifter,  fhe  hath  folder'd  it. 

Lady.  What  a  dull  Afs  was  I,  I  could  not  fee 
This  Wencher  from  a  Wench :  Twenty  to  one, 
if  I  had  been  but  tender  like  my  Sifter, 
He  had  ferv'd  me  fuch  a  flippery  Trick  too. 

Wei  Twenty  to  one  I  had. 

El.  Love.  I  wou'd  have  watch'd  you,  Sir,  by  your 
good  Patience, 
For  ferreting  in  toy  Ground. 

Lady.  You  have  been  with  my  Sifter. 

Wei  Yes,  to  bring,—— 

El.  Love.  An  Heir  into  the  World,  he  means. 

Lady  There  is  no  chafing  now. 

Wei.  I  have  had  my  Part  on't  : 
I  haye  been  chaft  this  three  Hours,  that's  the  leaft,  I  am 
reafonable  cool  now. 

Lady.  Cannot' you  Fare  well,  but  you  muftcry  Rbaft- 
xneat? 

Wei  He  that  fares  well,  and  will  not  blcfs  the  Founders, 
Is  either  forfeited,  or  ill  taught,  Lady  ; 
For  mine  own  part;  I  have  found  fo  fweet  a  Diet, 
I  can  commend  it,  though  I  cannot  (pare  it. 

El  Love.  How  Uke'you  this  Difh,  Welford>  I  made  a 
Supper  on't, 
And  fed  fo  heartily  I  couM  not  fleep. 

Lady.  By  this  lig^it,  had  I  but  fcented  out  your  Train, 
ye  had  flept  with  a  bare  Piflow  in  your  Arms ;  and  kifs'd 
that,  or  elfe  the  Bed-poft,  for  any  Wife  ye  had  got  this 
Twelve-month  yfct;  1  would  have  vex'd  you  more  than 
a  tyr'd  Poft-horfe;  and  been  longer  bearing,  than  ever 
after-game  at  Irijh  was.  Lord,  that  I  were  unrtiimed 
again. 

El:  Love.  Lady,  I  wou*d  not  undertake  ye,  were  you 

.  again  a  Haggard^  tot  the  beft  Caft  of  Ladies'  i'th*  King- 

'  «  dom: 
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dom :  You  were  ever  tickle-footed,  and  would  not  truls 
round. 

Wei.  Is  fhe  faft  ? 

El.  Love.  She  was  all  Night  lock'd  here,  Boy. 

(41)  Wd.  Then  you  may  lure  her  without  fear  of 
lofing :  Take  off  her  Creyance.  You  have  a  delicate 
<5entkwoman  to  your  Sifter :  Lord,  what  a  pretty  Fury 
fhe  was  in,  when  fhe  perceived  I  was  a  Man :  But  I 
thank  God  I  fatisficd  her  Scruple,  without  the  Parfon 
o'th'  Town. 

El  Love.  What  did  y$  ? 
:    Wei.  Madam,  can  you  tell  what  we  did  ? 

El.  Love.  She  has  a  fhrewd  Guefs  at  it,  I  fee  it  by  her. 

Lady.  Well,  you  may  mock  us :  But  my  large  Gentle- 
woman, 
(42)  My  Mary  Ambrk,  had  I  but  feen  into  you,' 
You  fhould  have  had  another  Bed-fellow, 
Fitter  a  great  deal  for  your  Itch. 

Wei.  I  thank  you,  Lady,  methought  it  was  well, 
You  are  fo  curious. 

Enter  Young  Lovelefi,  bis  Lady,  Morecraft,  Savil* 

and  two  Servingmen. 

El.  Love.  Get  on  your  Doublet,  here  comes  my  Brother. 
To.  Love.  Good-morrow,  Brother,  and  all  Good  to  your 

Lady. 

Mor.  God  fave  you,  and  (jood-morrow  to  you  all ! 

El.  Love.  Good-morrow.  Here's  a  poor  Brother  of 
yours. 

(41)  Tb*ny*ui*ay  lure  htr  without  Fear  of  lofing. 

Take  off  her  Cranes]  A  Lure  in  Fauconry, 1$  a  Machine  C091- 
pofed  of  Feathers  and  Leather ;  which  by  being  cafl:  up  into  the  Air, 
feems  in  its  Motion  to  look  like  a  Fowl :  Upon  this,  a  young  Hawk 
is  train'd  up  to  be  fed,  has  a  lire  Dove  given  her ;  and  therefore 
forfakes  not  the  Lure.  The  Creyance  is  a  fine  fmall  long  Line  of 
Itaong,  and  even  twin'd  Packthread,  which  is  fajten'd  to  the  Hack's 
Leafh  before  (he  is  reclaimed,  or  fully  tamed. 

(42)  My  Mary  Ambree,]  This  was  a  Virago,  who  in  the  Begin- 
ning of  Ring  James  the  Firft's  Reign  went  a  Volunteering  in  Men's 
Cloaths.  She  is  frequently  mentioned  by  Ben.  J  on  son  both  in  his 
Plays  and  Epigrams. 

•  Lady, 
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Fie,  how  this  fhames  me. 

Mor.  Prithee,  good  Fellow,  help  me  to  a  Cup  of  Beer. 

Ser.  I  will,  Sir. 

To. Lave.  Brother,  what  makes  you  here?  Will  this 
Lady  do?  Will  fhe?  Is Ihe  not  nettl'd  ftill  ? 
.    El.  Love.  No,  I  have  cur'd  her. 
Mr.  Welfordy  pray  know    this   Gentleman,  he   is  my 
Brother. 

Wei  Sir,  I  fhall  long  to  love  him. 

To.  Love.  I  (hall  not  be  your  Debtor,  Sir,    But  how 
is't  with  yqu  ? 

El.  Love.  As  well  as  may  be,  Man :  I  am  married  : 
Your  new  Acquaintance  hath  her  Sifter,  and  alTs  well. 

To.  Love.  I  am  glad  on't.  Now,  my  pretty  Lady  Sifter, 
How  do  you  find  my  Brother  ? 

Lady'.  Almoft  as  wild  as  you  are. 

To.  Love.  He  will  make  the  better  Husband:  You 
have  tried  him? 

Lady.  Againft  my  Will,  Sir.  . 

To.  Love.    He'll  make  your  Will  Amends  loon,  do 
not  doubt  it. 
But,  Sir,  I  muft  intreat  you  to  be  better  known 
To  this  converted .  Jew  here. 

Ser.  Here's  Beer  for  you,  Sir. 
r(43)  Mor.  AndJipre's  for  you  an  Angel  : 
Pray,  buy  no  Land,  'twill  never  profper,  Sir. 

El.  Love.  How's  this? 

To.  Love.  Blefs  you,  and  then  I'll  tell.    He?s  turn'd 
Gallant. 

El.  Love.  Gallant  ? 

To.  Love.   Ay/  Gallant,  and  is  now  called,  Cutting 
Morecraft; 
The  Reafbn  I'll  inform  you  at  more  Leifure. 

Wei.  O  good  Sir,  let  me  know  him  prefently. 

(43)  Mor.  And  btre* s  for  you  an  Angel  {\  This  fudden  ConvcrfioH 
of  Morecraft,  from  a  griping  Ufurer  to  a  downright  Gallant,  is 
quite  extravagant  and  out  of  the  Rules  and  Pra&ife  of  the  Stage : 
Efpecially,  as  there  is  no  Shadow  of  Reafon  for  its  unlefs  he  may  be 
Aid  to  look  upon  the  Lofc  he  had  fuftain'd  from  Young  Loveltfs  to  be 
a  Scourge  and  Judgment  upon  him  for  his  former  Rapacioufnefs. 

To.  Love. 
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To.  Love.  You  ihall  hug  one  another. 

Mor.  Sir,  I  muft  keep  you  Company. 

El.  Love.  And  Reafon-— . 

To.  Love.  Cutting  Morecraft  faces  about,  I  muft  pre- 
fent  another. 

Mor.  As  many  as  you  will^  Sir,  I  am  for  'em. 

Wei.  Sir,  I  ihall  da  you  Service. 

Mor.  I  Ihall  look  for't,  in  good  Faith,  Sir. 

Eh  hove.  Prithee,  good  Sweetheart,  kifs  him. 

Lady.  Who,  that  Fellow  ? 

Sav.  Sir,  will  it  pleafe  you  to  remember  mc  ?  My  Keys, 
good  Sir* 

To.  Love.  Til  do  it  prefently. 

El.  Love.  Come,   thou  ihak  kifs  him  for  our  Sport 
fake. 

Lady.  Let  him  comtf  on  then ;  and  do  you  hear,  do 
not  inftruft  me  in  thefe  Tricks,  for  you  may  repent  it. 

El.  Love.  That  at  my  Peril.   Lufty.Mr.  Morecraft* 
I-Jere  is  a  Lady  wou'd  falute  you. 

Mor.  She  ihall  not  lofe  her  Longing,   Sir:  What  is 
ihe  ? 

El.  Love.  My  Wife,  Sir.   : 

Mor.  She  muft  be  then  my  Miftrefs. 

tady.  Mufti,  Sir?  a 

El.  Love.  O  yes,  you  muft. 

Mor.  And  you  muft  take  this  Ring,  a  poor  Pawn 
of  fome  fifty  Pound. 

El.  Love.  Take  it  by  any  Means,  'tis  lawful  Prize. 

Lady.  Sir,  I  ihall  call  you,  Servant. 

Mor.  I  Ihall  be  proud  on't :  What  Fellow's  that  ? 

To.  Love.  My  Lady's  Coachman. 
.  Mor.  There's  fomething,  my  Friend,  for  you  to  buy 

Whips ; 
And  for  you,  Sir,  and  you,  Sir. 

El.  Love.  Under  a  Miracle,  this  is  the  ftrangeft 
I  ever  heard  of. 

Mor.  What,  ihall  we  play,  or  drink  ?    What  ihall 
we  do? 
Who  will  hunt  with  me  for  a  Hundred  Pounds  ?  » 

Wei.  Stranger  and  ftranger ! 
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Sir,  you  fliall  find  Sport  after  a  Day  or  two. 

To.  Love.  Sir,  I  have  Suit  unto  you 
Concerning  your  old  Servant  SaviL 

EL  Love.  O,  for  hi*  Keys,  I  know  it. 

Say.  Now,  Sir,  ftrike  in. 

Mer.  Sir,  I  muft  have  you  grant  me. 

EL  Love.  'Tis  done,*  Sir,  take  your  Keys  again : 
But  hark  you,  Savit,  leave  off  the  Motions 
Of  the  Flefh,  and  b«  honeft,  or  eHe  you  Ihall  graze  again : 
I'll  try  you  once  mor6. 

Sav.  If  ever  I  be  taken  drunk,  or  whoring, 
Take  off  the  biggeft  Key  i'th'  Bunch,  and  open 
My  Head  with  it,  Sir.   I  humbly  thank  your  Worfhips. 

EL  Love.  Nay,  then,  I  fee  we  muft  keep  Holiday. 

Enter  Roger,  and* Abigail 

Here's  the  laft  Couple  in  Hell.  : 

Rog.  Joy  be  among  you  all! 

Lady.  Why,  how  now,  Sir,  what's  the  Meaning  of 
this  Emblem? 

Rog.  Marriage,  an't  like  your  Worfhip. 

Lady.  Are  you  married  ? 

Rog.  As  fall  as  the  next  Prieft  could  do  it,  Madam. 

El.  Love.  I  think,  the  Sign's  in  Gemini,  here's  ftich 
Coupling, 

WeL  Sir  Roger,  what  will  you  take  to  lie  from  your 
Sweetheart  to  Night  ? 

Rog.  Not  the  beft  Benefice  in  your  Worihip's  Gift,  Sfr. 

Wei.  A  whorfon,  how  he  Swells  ! 

To.  Love.  How  many  times  to  Night,  Sir  Roger? 

Rog.  Sir,  you  grow  (currilous : 
What  I  (hall  do,  1  fhall  do :  I  (hall  not  need  your  Help. 

To.  Love.  For  Horfe-flefh,  Roger. 

El.  Love.  Come,  prithee  be  not  angry,  'tis  a  Day 
Given  wholly  to  our  Mirth. 

Lady.  It  (hall  be  fo ;  Sir  Roger  and  his  Bride, 
We  (hall  intreat  to  be  at  our  Charge. 

9 EL  Love.  Welfordy 
Get  you  to  th'  Church;  by  this  Light, 
You  lie  not  with  her  again,  'till  married. 

ML 
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Wtl.  I  am  gone. 

Mor.  To  every  Bride  I  dedicate  this  Day 
Six  Healths  a  Piece,  and,  it  (hall  go  hard, 
But  every  one  a  Jewel :  Come,  be  mad,  Boys. 

El.  Love.  Thou'rt  in  a  good  Beginning :  Come,  who 
leads? 
Sir  Roger,  you  lhall  have  the  Van :  lead  the  Way : 
'Would,  every  dogged  Wench  had  liich  a  Day! 

{Exeunt  omnes. 


The  End  of  the  Firfi  Volume. 
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To  the  First  Volume. 

By    T.    S  E  WA  R  D. 

AS  Conje&ural  Criticifm  admits  of  the  greateft  Va- 
riety of  Opinions,  I  fhall  fubjoin  to  this  Volume 
an  Examination  of  thofe  Notes  of  Mr.  Theobald 
where  I  happen  in  any  degree  to  differ  from  him  ;  and  if 
the  Reader  joins  in  the  Approbation  of  the  reft,  Mr.  Theo- 
bald will,  by  this  Edition,  lofe  no  Part  of  that  Honour 
which  the  learned  World  paid  him  for  his  excellent  Edition 
of  Sbakefpear. 

Maid's  Tragedy ',  Page  15,   Note  12.  Neptune  in  the 
Mafque  thus  fpeaks  to  JEolus. . 

>         We  do  command  thee  fret \ 
Favonius,  and  thy  milder  winds,  to  wait 
Upon  our  Cinthia;  but  tie  Boreas  fimghty 
fle's  too  rebellious^ 

Mo\.  IJhalldoit.  . 

Nept.  Do,  gr^at  Majttr  of  the  flood,  and  all  below* 
Thy  full  Command  has  taken.    JEol.  Hoi  the  Main. 
Neptune!  — •  Nept.  Here.    Mo\.  Boreas  has  broke  bit 
Chain.']   The  leaft  Attention  to  this  Paffage  muft 
difcover  the  grofs  Abfurdity  of  Neptune's  calling  /Solus 
great  Mqfter  of  the  Flood.  ■         Non  illi  imperium  Pelagt 
I  therefore  proposed  to  Mr.  Theobald  the  following  Con- 
je&ure.     When  jEolus  goes  out  to  perform  the  Com- 
mand, it  is  necefiary  that  Neptune  fhould  fpeak  fome- 
thing,  that  there  may  be  no  Paufe  in  the  AdHon,  there 
being  an  Aukwardnefs  in  fuch  fort  of  Paufes,    which 
ihould  always  be  avoided  in  Dramatic  Writings.     Inftead 
of  Great  I  read  We're,    and  reftoring  the  Vcrfe,  the 
whole  will  run  thus :  ' 

JEol.  1  fhall  do  it.    Nept.  Do, 
We're  Mafler  of  the  Flood,  and  all  below 
Thy  full  Command  bath  taken.  ~~  jEoI.  Ho  !  the  Main, 
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i.  e.  I  rule  the  Sea,  and  thou  nil' ft  the  Winds,  which  are 
imprifon'd  in  the  Caves  below  the  Earth.  It  will  then 
become  almoft  a  Translation  of  what Neptune  fays  QfjEdus 
in  Virgil  . 

~~~ — -  tenet  ille  immania  Saxa 
Vefiras*  Eure*  Dornos.  illafejaftet  in  Aula 
JEolus*  et  elaufo  Ventorum  carcere  regnet. 

Mr.  Theobald  did  .not  mention  this  from  a  Partiality  to 
a  Corje&ure  of  his  own,  which  the  Reader  will  find  in* 
ferted  in  the  Text,  and  which  makes  tolerable  fenfe ;  but 
hurries  the  Ad  ion  of  ALolus  fo  much,  that  Mr.  Theobald 
has  recourfe  to  JEoh^s  Godhead  to  folve  it;  but  thiscoukj 
not  affift  the  Aft  or  in  performing  it,  whom  it  is  probable 
the  Poet  would  take  care  of,  by  not  putting  him  in  fb 
indecent  a  Hurry.  —Since  Mr.  Theobalds  Death,  I  re7 
ceived  his  valuable  Collection  of  old  Quarto's*  and  find 
that  the  firft  Edition  has  not  the  Wqrd  great*  but  reads 
thus, 

Nept.  Do* — Mafier  of  the  Flood  and  all  below  &c. 

'  It  is  probable  the  Word  in  the  Manufcript  was  blotted, 
and  the*  firft  Quarto  left  an  Hiatus  for  it,  but  the  Setter 
of  the  Prefs*  in  the  fecond  Quarto*  very  unhappily  fiird 
it  up  with  great,  which  was  follow'd  by  all  the  other  edi- 
tions. This  therefore  feems  %b  render  my  Conje&ure 
much  more  probable. 

Page  1 6,  Note  14.    After  Cinthia's  Train  have  fuiig 
their  Part,  Neptune  thus  introduces  a  Song  by  his  Tritons^ 

Nept.  Great  Qyeen  of  us  and  Heav'n*  hear  what  I 
bring  . 

To  make  thi$  Hour  a  full  one* 

If  not  her  Meafure.  Cinth.  Speak*  Sea9 s  King.']  Tho 
"Words,  —  If  not  her  Meafure  —  are  evidently  abfurd, 
and  are  inferted  in  the  middle  of  a  Verfe  fo  as  to  interrupt 
the  Regularity  of  the  Meafure.  By  a  very  flight  Change 
jood  Senfe  may  be  reftor'd  to  them,  I  read  therefore  — - 
[f  not  o9 er-meafure  \  becaufe  he  fays  his  Tritons  fhould 
play  ~—  Mujick  to  lead  a  Storm.  And  as  to  the  Interrup- 
tion of.  the  Meafure,  fuch  Intercalations  of  Word?  be^ 

,  tween 
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tvreeii  Veffes  are  us'd  by  our  Authors.     Thus  VoL  III, 
Page  191. 

—  We  have  performed  a  Wdrk 

Worthy  the  Gods  them/elves. 
Sat.  Gome  forward^  Maiden,  do  not  lurk. 
iThe  Hemiftic  is  an  Intercalation.     The  Liberties  in  Mea- 
fure,  taken  by  our  old  Dramatic  Poets,  being  quite  bound* 

Jefs.  r —  This  Emendation  Ifeht  Mr.  Theobald*  but  he 

preferr'd  a  Conjecture  of  his  own,  which  makes  the  in- 
tercalatory  Words  a  mere  marginal  Qu*ry*  accidentally 
crept  into  the  Text.  The  Conjecture  is  certainly  a  happy 
one ;  but  I  think  he  ought  to  have  mention'd  both,  and 
left  the  Choice  to  the  Reader.  ' 
Page  18,  Verfc  18.  .        .  .     ,. 

The  Day  breaks  here*  and  yon  fame  flafhing  Beam 
Shot  from  the  South.']  Moft  of  the  Editions  read  fomi 
flaring  \  but  the  firft  Quarto  reads  Sun-flaring*  a  com- 
pound Word,  vaftly  more  poetical  than  any  of  the  fub- 
fequent  Readings. 

Page  25,  Note  22.  Mr.  Theobald  allows  the  Juftice  of 
Mr.  Rhymer's  Exclamation  at  the  Effrontery  and  Impu* 
dence  of  Evadne's  Character  •,  as  if  the  Poets  were  not  as 
fenfible  of  it  as    Mr.  Rhymer,  and  had  not  fufficicntly. 
punifh'd  her  for  it.     The  Angef  of  thefe  Gentlemen  at 
the  Character*  is  the  very  Paffion  defigh'd  to  be  raised  by 
it ;  but  they  miftook  the  Object  of  their  Artger,  and  were 
as  much  in  the  wrong  as  an  Audience  would  be,  who 
were  violently  angry  with  a  good  Player  for  reprefenting 
Macbeth*  lago*  or  Richard*  as  fuch  confummate  Villains. 
The  Queftions  which  a  Critic  fholild  ask  are,   Whether 
the  Character  is  natural?    and  Whether  proper  for  tkt 
Stage  or  not  ?    As  to  the  firft  ;  Nature,  we  fear,  gives 
but  too  many  fad  Examples  of  fuch  Effrontery  in  Wo- 
men, who,  when  abandon'd  to  their  Vices4,  are  obferved 
to  be  fometimes  more  reprobate  irt  them  than  the  word 
©f  Men,     Befide  this*  there  is  a  remarkable  Beauty  in 
the  Effrontery  and  Haughtinefs  of  Evadne's  Character ; 
fhe  has  a  Family  Likenefs  to  her  Brother  *  fhe  is  a  Female. 
Mehntius  depraved  by  vicious  Love.     And  if  there  are 
any  of  her  Expreffions  which  feem  now  too  grofs  for  the 
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Stage,  it  is  fufficiertt  tb  fay,  they  were  far  from  being 
thought  grofs  in  the  Age  they  were  wrote ;  of  which  fee 
Proofs  at  Page  54,  55,  and  56 ,  in  the  Preface.  Mr.  Theo- 
bald too  is  juit  as  much  miftaken  in  his  Impeachment  of  the 
King 's  Chara&er  at  Note  36  -9  he  fays  it  is  monftroufly 
overcharged  with  Vices.  But  does  not  Hiftory  afford  u$ 
a  hundred  Inftances  of  fuch  royal  Monfters  ?  Indeed, 
when  a  vicious  King  is  once  perfuaded  that  he  has  a  Di- 
vinity about  him,  that  protects  his  Vices  and  exalts  him 
above  the  reach  of  Law  or  Juftice,  there  is  ho  wonder 
that  he  (hould  abandon  himfelf  to  all  manner  of  Enor- 
mities. 

Page  32,  Note  29.  See  a  Note  on  this  ^Paffage  at 
Page  30,  of  the  Preface.  ' 

Page  36,  Note  35.  No  more,  embrace  me]  Mr.  Theo- 
bald has  inferted  a  Change  here  which  is  neither  conformant 
to  the  Context,  nor  to  the  fteady  Friendfhip  of  the  Cha- 
rafter  who  utters  it.  The  Senfe  of  the  old  Text  is  ex- 
ceedingly  clear——  No  more,  i.  e.  Talk  not  any  more  in 
this  manner,  but  come  and  embrace  me. 

Page  46,  47,  ©V.  The  Quarrel  between  Amntor  and 
Melantius  has  been  the  Subjeft,  fays  Mr,  Theobald y  of 
much  Criticifm.  For  my  part,  I  have  read  none  but 
Rhymer's  Abufes,  rather  than  Criticifms,  upon  it.  In  an* 
fwer  to  which  I  can  .only  fay,  that  the  Sentiments  thro*  the 
whole  Scene  are  nervous,  ftriking,  and  noble  5  the  Lan- 
guage poetical  and  fublime ;  and  the  Occafibn  of  the 
Quarrel  a  beloved  Sifter's  Honour.'  Againft  the  firft 
Quarrel  therefore  nothing  but  Rancour  or  Folly  can  ob- 
je£t.  But  Amintor's  Challenge  of  Melantius,  after  their 
firft  Reconciliation,  feems  at  firft  fight  very  unaccount- 
able, and  fo  in  reality  it  is ;  for  it  is  built  upon  an  abfurd 
Principle,  that  of  unlimited  Paffive  Obedience  and  Non- 
Refijlance  to  Princes.  This  was  the  fafhionable  Doftrine 
of  our  Author's  Ag£,  and  Amintor*%  Heroifm  is  Intirely 
built  upon  it.  The  Struggle  therefore,  as  is  before  obferv'd 
at  Page  37  of  the  Preface,  between  his  amazing  Provoca- 
tions and  his  indifpenfable  Duty,  would  naturally  hurry 
him  into  the  •Madnefs  he  here  falls  into* 

Page 
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Pagfc  £*>  Ndte46.  Mi-.  Theobald  blames  the  Authors 
for  Obfcurity,  but  without  reafian.  The  exprefllon-is  clear 
enough,,  nor  needs  any  Explanatictfi.       .      ' 

Page  7  H  Note  61.  The  Note  here  of  mine  was  wrote 
many  Years  finte,  at  my  firft  Entrance  on  the  Work,  be* 
fore  I  faw  the  Abfurdity  of  talking,  peremptorily  in  a  oiaM 
ter  of  mere  Conje&ure;  and  as  a  proper  Puniftiment  for 
having  done  it  here,  more  than  in  almoft  any  other  Note, 
I  am  now  con  vine5  d  that  I  was  wrong  in  condemning  the 
old  Text;  for  tho'  the  Change  I  have  made  may  make 
better  Senfe,  I  am  certain  the  old  Reading  was  right*  fince 
the  fame  Sentiment  frequently  occurs  in  our  Authors  Plays, 

•    Page  78,  Note  69. 

PuWd  People  from  the  farthejt  Sea  to  feek  him, 

And  by  his  Friend/hip  Lwas  then  his  Soldier. ~\  Inflead  of 
this  I  proposed  to  read, 

PuW  d  People  from  the  fartbefi  Sea  to  feek  him. 

And  buy  his  Friend/hip.     ■  The  corruption  fron* 

iuy  to  by  is  very  eafy,  but  Mr.  Theobald*  chofe  to  adopt  the 
Reading  of  an  old  Quarto  —  beg  his  Friendfhip.  But 
from  f©  many  Copies  reading  by,  I  fhould  in  this  Inftance 
have  preferred  a  Conje&ure  to  the  Authority  of  that  §>uarto> 
The  Manufcript  was  probably  blotted,  and  the  Printer  of 
that  Quarto  made  good  Senfe  j  but  the  other  feems  the 
better  Word,  and  much  nearer  in  trace  of  Letter*  to  the 
corrupt  Reading  of  the  reft. 

Page  88*  Note  78,  Mr.  Rhymer  and  Mr.  Theobald 'con- 
cur aeain  in  blaming  oar  Authors  for  making  the  Title  of 
the  Play  relate  to  the  Diftrefs  of  Afpatia,  and  the  Moral 
at  the  Clofe  only'to  the  ill  Cbnfequences  of  Vice  in  Kings. 
But  thefe  Gentlemen  did  not  remember,  that  good  Writers 
have  frequently  avoided  giving  their  Plays  a  Name  which 
might  foreftal  the  Event,  and  open  too  much  of  the 
maiQ  Plot :  Thus  Venice  preferv*  d,  or  The  Plot  difcover9d9 
has  been  blam'd  for  difcovering  the  Hot  too  foon.  Where- 
as many  of  Sbakefpear's  and  our  Authors  Plays  take  their 
Names  frorfi  fome  Char  after  or  Incident  that  gives  nor  the 
leaft  Infight  into  the  main  Defign. 

King  and  No  King,  Page  187,  Nbte  6.  Mr.  Theobald's  ' 
high-fiowir Compliments  to  me  here,,  fhoold  certainly  *be 
*  Bb4  expung*d> 
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expung'd,  could  I  take  fuch  a  liberty  with  the  Pint  wMcfr 
Mr.  "Theobald  printed :  For  I  equally  difapprove  the  ex-1 
travagant  Encomiums,  as  well  as  the  grofs  Abufes  of  Critics 
upon  each  other.  This  Note  was  printed  juft  after  a  flight 
Difagreement  between  us  was  compromise,  and  muft  be 
look'd  on  as  the  Effed  of  mere  Complaifance. 

Page  239,  Note  46.  —poor  Spacoflia  U"Jis 
To  tell  thee  thou  art  falfe\  and*  then  no  more']  Mr.  Syrtop- 
fon  asks,  Should  not  Spaconia  then  have  held  her  Tongoe  ? 
But,  as  (he  goes  on,  he  thinks  the  Paffage  corrupt,  and 
reads  —  and  tell  thee  more.  ■  I  by  no  means  admit  the 
Change*  but  think  the  old  Text  not  only  unexceptionable, 
but  much  preferable  to  the  new  one.  To  tell  thee  thou  art 
falfe,  fignifies  to  fhew  thee  thy  Falfhobd  in  its  true  Co- 
lours, which  flie  accordingly  afterwards  paints  pretty 
ftrongly.  And  then  no  more,  i.  e.  this  (hall  be  the  la(t 
time  I  will  upbraid  you  with  it.  Here  is  a  fine  touch'  of 
the  tender  Paflions. intermixed  with  the  violent  ones,  which* 
if  well  (poke  by  the  A&refs,  would  have  an  exceeding 
good  effeft.  Befide,  fuppofing  it  as  Mr.  Sympfon  thought, 
that  the  old  Reading  made  her  promife  to  fay  no  'more, 
and  yet  (he  immediately  proceeds  to  upbraid  him  very  fe- 
yerely  ;  why  even  this  is  very  common  to  People  in  vio- 
lent Paflions :  Thus  our  Authors,  with  inimitable  Beauty, 
at  Page  187*  make  Arbaces,  in  the  midft  of  a  violent 
Rage,  thank  Heaven  for  having  taught  bis  Heart  Pa- 
tience. 

Page  248,  Notes  47  and  48.]  Mr,  Theobald  was  ex- 
tremely miftaken  in  thinking  the  inimitable  burle(que 
Quarrel  between  the  two  Sword/men  a  Sneer  upon  Paflages 
and  Scenes  of  Sbakefpear.  It  is  a  moft  excellent  Banter 
upon  the  horrid  Folly  of  that  Age  for  Quarrelling^  and 
fighting  Duels  for  the  meereft  Trifles. 

The  Blood  of  our  bold  Youth,  which  heretofore 
Wasfpent  in  honourable  ASion, 
.Or  to  defend,  or  to  enlarge  the  Kingdom, 
Pours  out  it f elf  with  prodigal  Expence 
Upon  our  Mother's  Lap,  the  Earth  that,  bred  us, 
For  every  Trifle.     little  French  Lawyer,  A&  I.  Sc  I. 

Bookt 
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Books  were  wrote  to  fettle  the  Pun&ilios  of  Quarrels ;  to 
tell  a  Man  that  he  tnuft,  or  Jhould  do  any  thing,  was 
a  high  Affront,  and  to  thou  him  intolerable.  Shake- 
fpear  began  the  Burlefque  with  great  Spirit ;  but  the  King 
aHd  No  King  being  then  a  favourite  Play,  very  probably 
contributed  greatly  to  the  Diminution  of  this  pernicious 
Pradice;  for  when  our  Authors  afterwards  carryM  on 
the  feme  Banter  in  the  Little  French  Lawyer ',  placing  the 
Scene  in  Tarts,  they  tell  us  the  Englifh  began  to  deteft 
this  Cuftom*>f  Duelling,  tho*  they  ft il)  continued  to  ape 
the  French  in  their  other  Follies.  Sec  A&l.  Sc.  L  of  the 
Uttle  French  Lawyer.        .  * 

The  Scornful  Lady. 

Mr.  Theobald  did  not  receive  any  Affiffance  from  me  in 
this  Play,  nor  had  I  read  it  with  the  leaft  Attention  till  it 
was  printed  off  by  him.  What  I  could  mod  have  wifhed 
t6  have  fuggefted  to  him,  was  the  Reft  oration  of  the 
Metre  to  great  numbers  of  Paffages  which  are  here,  as  ia 
all  former  Editions,  printed  as  Profe ;  not  that  the  whole 
fcems  to  have  been,  wrote  originally  in  Verfe,  as  Wit  with* 
out  Money  and  fome  other  Plays  were,  which  were  before 
printed  as  Profe.  I  will  juft  mention  fome  of  the  mod 
remarkable  Paflages,  to  which  the  Metre  ought  to  have 
been  reftor'd,  as  I  go  on  in  the  Amendment  of  the  Senie. 
The  firft  that  occurs  is-  indeed  a  Trifle,  Page  288., 

Enter  Welford. 

•  Wei.  Let  9em  not  ft  and  ft  ill,  we  have  rid. 
Abig.  A  Suitor,  I  know,  by  his  riding  hard\  Fll  not 
be  feen. 

The  firft  Line  is  an  imperfect  Sentence,  and  the  Word 
omitted  reftores  the  Meafure. 

Wei.  Let  'em  not  ftand  ftill,  we've  rid  hard.      Abig,  A 

Suitor, 
I  know,  by9  his  riding  hard;  TU  not  be  feen. 

Page  292,  Line  18. 
z  And  my  dear  Spark  of  Velvet,  thou  and  I  — ]  This  may 
poflibly  refer  to  a  Part  of  Savil's  Drefs ;  but  I  remember 
no  Inftancc  of  our  Author's  ever  mentioning  Velvet  as  the 

Habit 


■       1 

37&        P  o  s  r  s  c  k  i  rt.  a 

Habit  of  any  but  Beauxs.  See  Vol.  II.  Page  i€y,  NFotfc  4*y 
where  Petits  Maitres  are  call'd  walking  Velvet  Clokes.  Bfe-  r  • 
fides,  SaviPs  formal  Drefs  is  very  minutely  defcrib'd  at 
Page  287 ;  but  not  a  Word  of  Velvet  is  thtere  hinted  at* 
I  read  Spark  of  Vellum,  which  is  fo  applicable  to  a  Steward, 
chat  Mr.  Addifon,  who  profefiedly  took  his  Character  «f '♦ 
the  Steward  in  the  Drummer  from  this  of  i$W/,  gives  him 
the  Name  of  Vellum.     See  Page  294. 

Page  294.  *    •   <r 

/f  of  £kmi  bimfelf  into  the  Hands  of  Varlets, 
•  JVi/  /0  fo  wry'^  out.  J  I  (uppofe  the  only  Idea  to  be  af* 
fix'd  to  this  is  — -  not  to  be  recoyer'd  or  draw*d  out  of  their' 
Hands.     But  this  feems  a  very  ftiff  and  improper  Ufe  of  ' 
the  Metaphor  of  carving,  which  is  generally  ufed  in  a  very 
different  Senfe,  and  I  believe  was  fo  in  this  Place.   v  The 
Varlets  have  got  him  in  their  Hands,  and  ate  canHng  him 
cut  amongft  them.     I  therefore  propofe  to  ftrike  out  the 
not,  and  the  Meafure  is  complete  without  it : 

Jndfo  we  bug  you,  Sir.    Sav.  H'as  giv'n  him/elf 

Into  the  Hands  of  Varlets  to  be  carved  out. 

Page.  296.  The  firft  Scene  of  the  fecond  A<5t  is  all  to 
true  Meafure,  allowing  a  very  few  He/niftics.  Thus  at 
Line  10.  Sir,  as  41  Stranger,  you  have  had  all  my  welcome  \ 
either  my  which  flattens  the  Senfe  (hould  be  left  out,  or  we 
fhotild  read, 

Sir,  as  a  Stranger,  you9ve  had  all  my  welcome, 

But  had  I  known  your  Errand  e'er  you  came,  &c. 

Page  297,  Note  14.  That  vifible  Beafii  the  Butler.] 
Vijibk  Beafi  fignifies,  one  that  appears  to  every  one  tp  be 
a  Beaft. .   I  therefore  don't  aflent  to  the  Change  which 
Mr.  Sympfon  has  made  here. 
Page  298.  Note  15. 

Tojleep,  to  die,  to  dietofieep\ 

Not  till  the  Man  be  in  his  Bed,  bis  Grave ;  bis  Grave 

His  Bed ;]  Mr.  Theobald  thinks  this  a  manifeft  Flirt 
upon  the  fine  Soliloquy  of  Hamlet.  I  own  it  appears  fo 
at  firft  fight,  when  feparated  from  the  chara&erVho  fpeaks 
it.  But  let  it  be  obferv'd  that  Sir  Roger's  whole  Cha- 
racter, being  a  Burlefque  upon  Scholarship,  our  Authors 
probably  intended  here  only  to  ridicule  bad  Imitations  of 

real 
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real  Beauties.  It  is  here  turn'd  into  one  of  thofe  affeSei 
Repetitions  of  the  fame  Words,  which  had  been  wore  thread- 
bare by  the  Authors  of  that  Age,  and  had  been  hanter'd 
as  a  faHe  Tafte  by  Shake/pear  himfclf  in  the  very  Play 
which  our  Authors  here  refer  to :  He  calls  it  torturing  the 
poor  Pbrafes,  and  puts  one  of  them  in  the  mouth  of  P*~ 
lonius,  a -Character  not  very  unlike  Sir  Roger*  %,  'Tistruc, 
'tis  pity  \  pity  *tis  'tis  true.  In  the  favourite  Play  of  that 
Age,  which  all  the  real  Wits,  Shakefpear,  Jobnfon,  Beau- 
mont, Fletcher,  &c.  often  ridicule,  viz.  Hieronymo  or  the 
Spani/b  Tragedy,  there  is  a  Speech  of  great  length,  every 
Line  of  which  confifts  of  Words  thus  retorted  back  upon 
themfelves.  But  our  Authors  could  not  fb  miftake  the 
Soliloquy  in  Hamlet  as  to  think  that  Shakefpear  was  tortur- 
ing of  Words  in  this  manner,  for  he  only  carries  on  a 
Chain  of  Reasoning  by  a  Man  in  deep  Meditation..  But 
i$  being  a  very  celebrated  Paflage  our  Authors  make  their 
Pedant  ipbil  it  by  an  affe&ed  Imitation.  This  fhouid 
have  been  all  printed  as  Verfe,  it  being  a  part  of  the  Mack- 
Heroic,  which  lofes  great  part  of  its  Beauty  when  deprived 
of  its  Meafure, 

■     ■    ■  until  our  Fellow  Nicholas  be 
0     Deceased,  that  is  afleep ;  for  fo  tbe  Word 

Is  ta9en  ;  to  deep*  to  die ;  to  die,  to  deep, 

A  very  Figure,  Sir. — 

Not  till  tbe  Man  be  in  bis  Bed,  his  Grave ; 

His  Grave,  bis  Bed:  Tbe  very  fame  again,  Sir. 

Our  Comic  Poet  gives  tbe  Reajon  fweetly. 
So  on  through  feveral  Speeches ;  in  particular  when  Mar* 
tha  and  Abigail  enter,  1  am  furpris'd  Mr.  Theobald,  with .. 
the  former  Editors,  (hould  have  degraded  the  fublimc 
Sir  Roger  from  his  pompous  Buskin. 
Rog.  Sir,  be  addreft,  the  Graces  do  faluteyou 

With  the  full  Bowl  of  Plenty.     Is  our  old  Enemy 
Entomb9 d?    Abig.  He's  faft.    Rog.  And  does  he 

fhore  out 
Supinely  ?  with  the  Poet,  &c. 
This  laft  probably  refers  to  fome  Paffagc  in  a  good  Poet 
without  any  Flirt,  where  perhaps  a  Polyphemus  was  de- 
fcrib'd  flooring  in  this  manner  j  a$  there  arc  fimilar  De- 

•  fcriptions 
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fcriptions  of  him  in  Homer  and  Virgil.  In  the  ialtifc 
Scene,  p.  299,  Martha  wants  Welford  to  like  his  Poffeti 
Welford  anfwers, 

/  would  your  Sifttr  could  like  me  as  welly  Lady. 
Mar.  Sure j  Sir,Jhe  would  not  eat  you. 

If  this  is  right  it  is  an  Hemiftic,  and  the  Sequel  all  runs 
in  true  Meafure.  But  the  Anfwer  does  not  feem  fo  fpi- 
rited  from  the  Thought  not  being  fo  fully  expreft  as  it 
might  be.  Perhaps  therefore  the  Original  might  have  been 

Why  furely,  Sir,  you  would  not  Jbejhould  eat  you,, 

Page  300.  Did  I  expound  the  Owl  2]  The  Owl  ftiould 
have  been  wrote  in  Italics,  it  being  evidently  tome  Piece  of 
Nich.  BroughtonV,  or  feme  fucb  doughty  Writers* 

Page  303,  Line  2. 

In  Hatchments  to  adorn  this  puijfant  Thigh 
Cramfd  with  the  Reft  of  Peace.']  The  Reft  of  Peace 
is  a  little  tautological,  and  I  believe  the  Original  was, 

Cramp* d  with  the  Ruft  of  Peace, 
i.  e.  Cramp'd  with  wearing  fuch  a  fufty  Sword  as  a  long 
Peace  had  redue'd  him  to.  He  wanted  to  have  a  ne# 
Sword,  or  at  leaft  to  have  his  old  one  new  hatch9 4:  The 
Hatch  of  the  Sword  is  the  gilded  Wire  of  the  Handle,  of 
the  Gilt  of  it  in  general.  The  Word  is  once  in  Shake- 
fpear,  and  very  often  in  our  Authors ;  as  in  Bonduca,  I 
would  as  foon  doat  on  my  Sword  new  hatch9 dl  And  meta- 
phorically "in  The  Cuftom  of  the  Country,  Vol.  2.  p.  90* 
Note  51.  -the  Sword  is  batch9 d  with  Blood.  There  is  a 
Paffage  in  Macbeth  which  has  been  the  Subjeft  of  much 
Criticifm ;  Macbeth  defcribing  the  King's  Murder- fays, 

■  ■  ■  their  Daggers 

Unmannerly  breech'd  with  Gore. 

They  who  retain  breech9  d,  explain  it  that  the  Daggers 
were  ftain'd  with  Gore  up  to  their  Breeches^  i  e.  their 
Hilts :  As  the  Breech  of  a  Cannon  is  the  Jtowcr  end  of 
it.  But  tho*  this  is  common  and  proper  to  a  Cannon, 
the  Breech  of  a  Dagger  is,  I  believe,  neither  commonly 
us'd  nor  could  be  fo  with  propriety.  The  ingenious  Au* 
tjior  of  the  Msfcellarieous.  Obfervations.  on  Macbeth,  reads, 

•  Unmanly 
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Unmanly  drench9 d.  Mr.  Warburton  nearer  the  Trace  of 
the  Letters,  Unmanly  receb'd.  Both  explain  Unmanly  by 
cowardly.  But  that  there  is  a  Senfe  of  it  more  proper  to 
the  Paffage,  fee  a  Proof  in  Wit  without  Money,  Note,  4. 
Vol.  2.  p.  276.  And  as  to  breech' d,  fuppofing  it  a  Cor- 
ruption, the  Reading  which  feems  to  me  to  bid  taireft  to 
have  been  the  Original,  is, 

Unmanly  hatch'd  with  Gore. 

Hatch' d  not  being  underftood  fry  the  Editors  would  natu- 
rally be  chang'd  by  them.  This  carries  on  the  very  fame 
Species  of  fore'd  Metaphors  that  are  very  juftly  obferv'd 
to  form  the  Beauty  ot  the  Paffage,  as  Macbeth  afting  a 
Part  would  naturally  ufe  fore'd  and  affe&ed  Expreffions. 

Hisfilver  Skin  is  lac9d  with  golden  Bloody 

And  then, 
The  Murderers  Daggers  are  hatch'd  or  gilt  with  Gore, 

Page  310,  In  the  Captain*s  Speech, 

The  God  of  Gold  here  has  fed  thee  welL]  The  Word 
fed  has  fcarce  any  propriety  faith  the  Context,  andl  take 
it  that  the  laft  Syllable  of  the  true  Word  only  remain'd 
in  the  Copy,  fed,  which  the  Editors  alter'd  to  fed;  whereas 
had  they  regarded  the  Meafure  (for  the  wholfe  Scene  Ihould 
have  been  printed  as  Verfe)  it  would  have  led  them  eafily 
to  the  true  Word, 

The  God  of  Gold  here  has  advis'd  thee  well. 
Take  Money  for  thy  Dirt :  Hark,  and  believe 
Tbottrt  cold  of  Conftiiution,  thy9  Seat  unhealthful, 
Sell  and  be  wife ;  we're  three,  that  will  adorn  thee, 
jfnd  live  according  to  thine  own  Heart,  Child ; 
Mirth  fhall  be  only  ours,  and  only  ours 
Shall  be  the  black-ey9d  Beauties  of  the  time. 
"3^0  print  this,  and  fuch  as  this,  as  Profe,  lofes  half  the 
beauty  of  the  MockrHeroic. 

Page  324. 
Are  your  Keys  ready  ?  I  muft  czfyyour  Burden .  ]  I  read, 
^afe  your  Burden.     And  the  Reading  is  confirm'd  by  the 
^enfe,  the  Meafure,    and  the  old  Quarto.     The  whole 
^cene  fhould  have  been  printed  as  Verfe. . 

Page 


3s*        posts  c  Rirmm 

Page  325.  Li**  *3. 
Ton  have /poke  borne  and  bitterly  to  me,  Sir.]  The  Mjier'j 
Quarrel  was  with  the  Captain,  who  had-  purpofely  provok'd 
him  to  give  Lovelefs  an  Opportunity  of  courting  the  Wi, 
dow.  He  had  (aid  nothing  to  tic  Poet,  fo  that  to  me,  Sir, 
can  only  bear  a  very  ftiff  Senfe,  to  me,  Sir,  or  according 
to  my  thinking.  Good  Senfe  may  be  reftor'd  by  a  vqy 
flight  Change ; 

You  have  /poke  borne  and  bitterly  too,  Mifer. 

The  whole  Speech  is  printed  as  Profe,  which  is  a  great 
Injury  to  this  poor  Poet,  whofe  Metre,  and  a  few  Quo- 
tations, are  all  that  he  has  to  entitle  him  to  the  Charader. 
The  Speech  fhould  have  been  printed , 

The  Man  is  much  moifd.    Be  not  angry,  Sir9 
But,  as  the  Poetfings,  let  your  Difpleafure 
Be  ajhort  Fury  and  go  out.     Tou  have  fpoie  borne 
And  bitterly  too,  Mifer.     Captain,  take  Truce, 
7T?e  Mifer  is  a  tart  and  witty  Wborfbn. 

The  Captain  too  ftould  have  taJk'd  all  in  Metre  in  the  | 
next  Speech  ;  and  Savil  in  his  Anfwer  feems  to  have  loftj 
a  Word  that  hurts  the  Senfe  more  than  the  Mcafure,      1 

Here9 s  your  poor  Friend,  andSzvi,  Sir. 
I  read, 
x    \    Here9 s  your  poor  Friend  and  Servant,  Savil,  Sir, 

In  the  next  Line  the  Captain  fays, 

Away,  tbou9rt  rich  in  Ornaments  of  Nature.     . 

The  old  Quarto  reads, 

■  *       «  Tenements  of  Nature. 

A  Word  of  much  more  Humour  and  Propriety  to  the] 
Steward's  Chara&er. 

Page  326,  Line  32.  : 

'     'That  Man  of  Mat,  that  all  decay9  d,]  i  read, 

-  that  all  Decay. 

'  Page  339,  Line  7. 

And  heap  Affliction  on  me  J]    The  old  Quarto  read* 
Infli&ion  on  me,  which  is  preferable  to  the  other. 
five  lines  below, 

^   .  .  fboql 
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—  though >my Means 
•//v ;  all  Humanity* — — 

4>id  ijtoar/tf  reads  Humility  5  but  wha{  is,  7$*i(g£  f»)r 
w  wir*  o#  Humility  f  Moft  probably  a  whole  Line 
drop:  here,  aod  A&a*J  a  Corpuptioit  5  the  true  Word 
y  M  timing.  The  Context  feems  to  require  fomething 
":hf  blowing  Senfe, 

— —  VcpH  &*/  *  fWafc  to  try  you3 
Km  wing  you  lov'd  me  dearly^  and  yet  firangely 
f*  it  you  V3onU I  never  jhew  it,  I  pretended       ' 
F.  ;de,  Inference,  ind  Afiger,  though  my  Meaning 
#;■; all  Humility.  > 

V rr ^r  Change  will  indeed  give  a £ood  Senfe, 
'      -  /  — .  %twas  $ui  a  Trick  to  try  you* 

•  but  my  Meaning 


:  Was  all  Humility, 

v  ^4.2f  Line  6f 

"1 v, ;p  /&?*,  /##*  Z)to,  7<*fo,  Cowards*  and  plaguy 
^mmers,]  For  the  fake  both  of  the  Meafare, 
1 .   iid  Diftion,  I  read,  Plague-Summers,  i.  e.  Sum- 
.•,   which  the  Plagjup  ragps-       _ 

;:  ;  ^  Lfee5. 

.///*  is  their  Eating  and  their  Drinking*  furely.]  Surely 

-?ere  Expletive  fare,  but,  I  believe,  the  true  Word 

y,  i.  e.  Ale  is  the  only  thing  they  define  to  eat  as 

t      a  4rirvk.  There  ^  great  Humour  throughout  this 

ev  ,  as  indeed  there  is  in  moft  Scenes  of  the  Play, 

-h  would  have  appearM  more  confpicuous  to  thofe 

-"rur  into  the  Spirit  of  the  Mock-Sublime*  had  it  been 

:, '  erally  reftor'd  to  its  Meafure.     They  who  have 

/      -*rs  for -Metre  will  reftore  many  parts  as  they  read 

""•■■J  ?hls  was  not  Mr;  Theobald's  Excellence;  tho* 

rr<    ::.  v  -j  aware  .of  the  Defeft  he  feldom  fail'd  in  the 

, ~U  there  are  whole  Plays  in  the. following  Volumes 

Ck^^.a Meafure;  tho*  before  almoft  all  printed  as  Profe, 

1    '1  at  Meafure  is  very  lax  according  to  the  Fafhion 

\uthors  Age,  fome  Readers  may  think  that  iir 

^s,  and  in  the  Instances  quoted  in  this  Poftfcript, 
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I  may  have  ferc'd  the  Authors  Words  into  a 

which  they  never  intended.     I  fhali  therefore  fubj 

Proof  of  the  Mfcafure  in  this  JE^biy  being  negfe#eckb* 

the  Editions,  where  there  was  ev?n  Rhinic  as  well  a$vVedfj 

At  page  321.  The  Lady  fays  to  Welford*  who  infiftecUjOT 

kiiEtng  her,  •  \  ■ 

fVhat  mufi  be,  muft  be ;  /  wil}  take  nty  leave  \  \ 

You  have  your  farting  Blow  \  I  pray  commend  me 

To  tbofefew  Friends  you  T^ave  that  font  you  hither*    { 

And  tell  them  when  you  travel  next,  'twere  Jit  \ 

You  brought  lefs  Bratfry  with  you  and  more  WiU 

The  firft  Editors  therefore  having  had  fuch  little  Regarcb 
to  the  Meafure  as  to  print  this  as  Profe,  and  a  tljeu&a^ 
other  Paffages  which  are  as  evidently  Verfe  as  this,  thfere  ism 
"Wonder  if  the  Meafure  by  their  TranJpo/itions9  OmiJJums, 
and  Miftakes,  is  in  many  Places  fo  loft  as  never  to  be  it- 
ftor'd  with  any  tolerable  Degree  of  Ortainty.  However 
when  the  Senfe  and  Meafure  fail  together,  the  one  is  * 
great  help  to  the  Recovery  of  the  Sther.  There  is  one 
Inftance  df  this  ftill  left  in  Pbilajler,  which  we .  had 
three  overlooks  notvtithftanding  all  our  Attention 

)^Care  of  that  favorite  Play.     The  Defeft  in  the  Me 
s  pointed  it  out  to  me  at  laft  when  I  had  almoft  finifli^ 

^  roftfeript  :#  Philajler  fays  to  Aretbufa ;  and  Beltarioy  '- 

— - — -  take  me  in  Tears  Betwixt  you, 
For  my  Heart  will  break  with  S frame  and  Sorrow, 
Are.  Why,  'tis  well. 

Philafter,  Aft  5.  Scene  2.  Page  158. 

The  Reader  will  fee  that  the  fecond  Line  is  no  Verfe, 
how  abfurd  is  it  for  the  tender  Aretbufa  to  anfwer,  that 
is  well  that  bis  Heart  will  break-    Befide,  a  Flood 
Tears  eafcs  the  Heart  overcharg'd  with  Grief,  and  hindef 
.  it  frpm  breaking.     By  reftoring  a  fingle  Particle  we  ft* 
recover  both  Meafure  and  Senfe ; 

■  take  me  in  Tears  betwixt  jou% 

For  elfe  my  Heart  will  break  with  Shame  and  Sorrow^ 
The  Tears  are  to  prevent  the  Burfting  of  bis  Heart, 
this  is  what  Aretbufa  fays  is  well. 
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